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PREFACE 



TO* 



THE EDITION OF 1828.* 



I BEiiEVB if we were to question every* author upon the subject of his 
literary grievances, we shonld find that the most frequent of all complaints, 
was less that of being unappreciated, than that of being misunderstood. All 
of us write perhaps with some secret object, for which the world cares not 
a straw: and while each reader fixes his peculiar moral upon a book, no 
one, by any chance, hits upon that which the author had in his own heart 
designed to inculcate. Hence this Edition of "Peiham'* acquires that 
appendage in the shape of an explaenatory preface ifv^ich the unprescient 
benevolence of the author did not inflict oti his readers when he first con- 
fided his work to their candour and discretion. Even so, some Candidate 
for Parliamentary Honours^first braves the hustings ; — relying only on the 
general congeniality of sentiment between himself and the Electors—but 
alas ! once chosen, the liberal confidence, which took him upon trust is no 
ntore, and when he reappears to commend himself to the popular sufirage, 
he is required to go into the ill-bred egotisms of detail — and explain all that 
he has done and all that he has failed to do, to the satisfaction of an 
enlightened but too inquisitive constituency. 

It is a beautiful part in the economy of this world, that nothing is without 
its use ; every w^ed in the great thoroughfares of life has a honey, which 
Observation can easily extract ; and we may glean no unimportant wisdom 
from Folly itself, if we distinguish while we survey, and satirise while we 
share it. It is in this belief that these volumes have their origin. I have 

* Viz., the Second Edition. 
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not been willing that even the common-places of society should afford neither 
a record nor a moral ; and it is therefore from the common-places of society 
that the materials of this novel have been wrought. By treating trifles 
naturally, they may be rendered amusing, and that which adherence to- 
Nature renders amusing, the same cause also may render instructive : for 
Nature is the source of all morals, and the enchanted well, from which not 
a single drop can be taken, that has not the power of curing some of our 
diseases. 

I have drawn for the hero of my Work, such a person as seemed to me 
best fitted to retail the opinions and customs of the class and age to which 
he belongs ; a personal combination of antitheses — a fop and a philosopher,, 
a voluptuary and a moralist — a trifler in appearance, but rather one to whom 
trifles are instructive, than one to whom trifles are natural — an Aristippus on 
a limited scale, accustomed to draw sage conclusions from the follies he adopts,, 
and while professing himself a votary of Pleasure, desirous in reality to 
become a disciple of Wisdom. Such a character I have found it more 
difficult to pourtray than to conceive : I have found it more difficult still, 
because I have with it nothing in common,* except the taste for observation, 
and some experience in the scenes among which it has been cast; and 
it will readily be supposed that it is no easy matter to survey occurrences 
the most familiar through a vision, as it were, essentially and perpetually 
different from that through which oneself has been accustomed to view 
them. This difficulty in execution will perhaps be my excuse in failure ; 
and some additional indulgence may be reasonably granted to an author 
who has rarely found i]i the egotisms of his hero a vent for his own. 

With the generality of those into whose hands a novel upon manners is> 
likely to fall, the lighter and less obvious the method in which reflection is 
conveyed, the greater is its chance to be received without distaste and 
remembered without aversion. This will be an excuse, perhaps, for the 
appearance of frivolities not indulged for the sake of the frivolity ; under 
that which has most the semblance of levity I have often been the most 
diligent in my endeavours to inculcate the substances of truth. The shal- 
lowest stream, whose bed every passenger imagines he surveys, may deposit 
some golden grains on the plain through which it flows ; and we may weave 

^ I r(^et extremely that by this remark I should be necessitated to relinquish the 
flattering character I have for so many months borne, and to undeceive not a few of my 
most indulgent critics, who in reviewing my work have literally considered the Author 
and the Hero one flesh. ** We have only," said one of them, *' to complain of the 
Author's egotisms ; he is perpetually talking of himself ! "—Poor gentleman ! from the- 
first page to the last, the Author never utters a f yllable. — [The few marginal notes in 
which the Author himself speaks, were not added tUl the present Edition.] 
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flowers not only into an idle garland, but, like the'thyrEnis of the ancients, 
over a sacred weapon. 

It now only remains for me to add my hope that this edition will present 
the ''adventures of a gentleman" in a less imperfect shape than the last, 
and in the words of the erudite and memorable Joshua Barnes,* " So to 
begin my intended discourse, if not altogether true, yet not wholly vain, 
nor perhaps deficient in what may exhilarate a witty &ncy, or inform a bad 
moralist." 

THE AUTHOR 

Octobevy 1Q28.' 

* In the Preface to his Gerania. 



PREFACE 

TO 

THE EDITION^ OF 1840.* 



The holiday time of life, in wMcli this novel was written, while accounting, 
perhaps in a certain gaiety of tone, for the popularity it has received, may 
perhaps also excuse, in some measure, its more evident deficiencies and 
faults. Although I trust the time has passed when it might seem necessary 
to protest against those critical assumptions which so long confounded the 
author with the hero ; — although I equally trust that, even were such assump- 
tions true, it would be scarcely necessary to dispute the justice of visiting 
upon later and more sobered life, the supposed foibles and. levities of that 
thoughtless age of eighteen, in which this fiction was first begun, — ^yet, 
perhaps, some short sketch of the origin of a work, however idle, the 
success of which determined the literary career of the author, may not be 
considered altogether presumptuous or irrelevant. 

While, yet, then a boy in years, but with some experience of the world, 
which I entered prematurely, I had the good fortune to be confined to my 
room by a severe illness, towards the end of a London season. All my 
friends were out of town, and I was left to such resources as solitude can 
suggest to the tedium of sickness. I amused myself by writing with 
incredible difficulty and labour (for till then prose was a country almost as 
unknown to myself as to Monsieur Jourdain) some half a dozen tales and 
sketches. Among them was a story called " Mortimer, or the Memoirs of a 
Gentleman." Its commencement was almost word for word the same as 
that of "Pelham;" but the design was exactly opposite to that of the latter 
and later work. " Mortimer " was intended to show the manner in which 
the world deteriorates its votary, and " Pelham," on the contrary, conveys 
the newer, and, I believe, sounder moral, of showing how a man of sense 

^ * Viz., in the first collected edition of the Author's prose works. 
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can subject the usages of the world to himself instead of beings conquered 
by them, and gradually grow wise by the very foibles of his youth. 

This tale, with the sketches written at the same period, was sent' 
anonymously to a celebrated publisher, who considered the volume of too 
slight a nature for separate publication, and recommended me to select the 
best of the papers for a magazine. I was not at that time much inclined 
to a periodical mode of publishing, and thought no more of what, if * nvgcB ■ 
to the reader, had indeed been difficiles to the author. Soon afterwards I 
went abroad. On my return I sent a collection of letters to Mr. Colbum 
for publication, which, for various reasons, I afterwards worked up into a 
fiction, and which (greatly altered from their original form) are now known 
to the public under the name of " Falkland." 

While correcting the sheets of that tale for the press, I was made aware 
of many of its faults. But it was not till it had been fairly before the 
public that I was sensible of its greatest; namely, a sombre colouring of 
life, and the indulgence of a vein of sentiment, which, though common 
enough to all very young minds in their first bitter experience of the 
disappointments of the world, had certainly ceased to be new in > its 
expression, and had never been true in its philosophy. 

The effect which the composition of that work produced upon my mind 
was exactly similar to that which (if I may reverently quote so illustrious 
an example) Goethe informs us the writing of "Werter" produced upon his 
own. I had rid my bosom of its " perilous stuff," — I had confessed my 
sins, and was absolved, — I could return to real life and its wholesome 
objects. Encouraged by the reception which " Falkland " met with, flattering . 
though not brilliant, I resolved to undertake a new and more important 
fiction. I had long been impressed with the truth of an observation of 
Madame de Staelj that a character at once gay and sentimental is always 
successful on the stage. I resolved to attempt a similar character for a 
novel, making the sentiment, however, infinitely less prominent than the 
gaiety. My boyish attempt of the " Memoirs of a Gentleman " occurred 
to me, and I resolved upon this foundation to build my fiction. After a 
little consideration I determined, however, to enlarge and ennoble the 
ordinal character : the character itself, of the clever man of the world 
corrupted by the world, was not new ; it had already been represented by 
Mackenzie, by Moore in "Zeluco," and in some measure by the master- 
genius of Richardson itself, in the incomparable* portraiture of Lovelace. 
The moral to be derived from such a creation seemed to me also equivocal 
and dubious. It is a moral pf a gloomy and hopeless school. We live in 

• 

^ Nuga, trifles; difficiles » difficult 
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the world ; the great majority of us, in a state of civilization^ must^ more 
or less, he men of the world. It struck me that it would be a new^ an 
useful, and perhaps a happy moral, to show in what manner we might 
Redeem and brighten the common-places of life ; to prove (what is really 
the fact) that the lessons of society do not necessarily corrupt, and that we 
may be both men of the world, and even, to a certain degree, men of 
pleasure, and yet be something wiser — ^nobler — better. With this idea I 
formed in my mind the character of Pelham ; revolving its qualities long 
and seriously before I attempted to describe them on paper. For the 
formation of my story, I studied with no slight attention the great works 
of my predecessors, and attempted to derive from that study certain rules 
and canons to serve me as a guide ; and, if some of my younger contempo- 
raries whom I could name would only condescend to take the same 
preliminary pains that I did, I am sure that the result would be much more 
brilliant. It often happens to me to be consulted by persons about to 
attempt fiction, and I invariably find that they imagine they have only to 
sit down and write. They forget that art does not come by inspiration^ 
and that the novelist, dealing constantly with contrast and effect, must, in 
the widest and deepest sense of the word, study to be an artist They 
paint pictures for Posterity without having learned to draw. 

Few critics have, hitherto, sufllciently considered, and none, perhaps, 
have accurately defined, the peculiar characteristics of prose fiction in its 
distinct schools and multiform varieties : — of the two principal species, 
the Narrative and Dramatic, I chose for "Pelham" my models in the former ; 
and when it was objected, at the first appearance of that work, that the plot 
was not carried on through every incident and every scene, the critics 
evidently confounded the two classes of fiction I have referred to, and asked 
from a work in one what ought only to be the attributes of a work in the 
other : the dazzling celebrity of Scott, who deals almost solely with the 
dramatic species of fiction, made them forgetful of the examples, equally 
illustrious, in the narrative form of romance, to be found in Smollett, in 
Fielding, and Le Sage. Perhaps, indeed, there is in " Pelham " more of 
plot and of continued interest, and less of those incidents that do not 
either bring out the character of the hero, or conduce to the catastrophe, 
than the narrative order may be said to require, or than is warranted by 
the great examples I have ventured to name. 

After due preparation, I commenced and finished the first volume of 
" Pelham." Various circumstances then suspended my labours, till several 
months afterwards I found myself quietly buried in the country, and with 
so much leisure on my hands, that I was driven, almost in self-defence 
from ennui, to continue and conclude my attempt. 



PREFACE. xi 

It may serve perhaps to stimulate the courage and sustain the hopes of 
others to remark^ that ''the Reader " to whom the MS. was submitted by 
the publisher^ pronounced the most unfavourable and damning opinion 
upon its chances of success, — an opinion fortunately reversed by Mr. Oilier, 
the able and ingenious author of " Inesilla/' to whom it was then referred. 
The book was published, and I may add, that for about two months it 
appeared in a fair way of perishing prematurely in its cradle. With the 
exception of two most flattering and generously-indulgent notices in the 
"Literary (Gazette" and the "Examiner," and a very encouraging and friendly 
criticism in the " Atlas," it was received by the critics with indifference or 
abuse. They mistook its purport, and translated its satire literally. But 
about the third month it rose rapidly into the favour it has since con> 
tinned to maintain. Whether it answered all the objects it attempted 
I cannot pretend to say ; one at least I imagine that it did answer : I think^ 
above most works, it contributed to put an end to the Satanic mania,-^ 
to turn the thoughts and ambition of young gentlemen without neckcloths, 
and young clerks who were sallow, from playing the Corsair, and boasting 
that they were villains. If, mistaking the irony of Pelham, they went to 
the extreme of emulating the foibles which that hero attributes to himself 
— those were foibles at least more harmless, and even more manly and 
noble, than the conceit of a general detestation of mankind, or the vanity 
of storming our pity by lamentations over imaginary sorrows, and sombre 
hints at the fatal burthen of inexpiable crimes.* 

Such was the history of a publication, which, if not actually my first, wa» 
the one whose fate was always intended to decide me whether to conclude 
or continue my attempts as an author. 

I can repeat, unaffectedly, that I have indulged this egotism, not only a& 
a gratification to that common curiosity which is felt' by all relatixre to the 
early works of an author, who, whatever be his faults and demerits, has 
once obtained the popular ear ; — but also as affording, perhaps, the following 
lessons to younger writers of less experience but of more genius than myself. 
First, in attempting fiction, it may serve to show the use of a critical study 
of its rules, for to that study I- owe every success in literature I have 
obtained ; and in the mere art of composition, if I have now attained to 
even too rapid a facility, I must own that that facility has been purchased 
by a most laborious slowness in the first commencement, and a resolute 
refusal to write a second sentence until I had expressed my meaning in the 

* Sir Reginald GlanviUe was drawn purposely of the would-be Byron School as a foil 
to Pelham. For one who would think of imitating the first, ten thousand would b» 
unawares attracted to the last 
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best maimer I co^ld in the finrt. And, seeondlj^'it msf^tove thB very 
little value of those "cheers/' of the want of whioh Sir Egerton Bridges* 
80 feelingly complains, and which he considers so necessKiy towards the 
obtaining for an author, no matter what his talente, his proper share of 
popularity. I knew not a single critic, and scarcely a single author,, when I 
began to write. I have never received to this day a single word of encou- 
ragement from any of those writers who were considered at one time the 
dispensers of reputation. Long after my name was not quite unknown in 
every other country where English literature is received, the great quarterly 
journals of my own disdained to recognise my existence. Let no man cry 
out then " for cheers," or for literary patronage, and let those aspirants, who 
are often now pleased to write to me, laucnting their want of interest and 
their non^acquaintance with critics, learn from the author (insignifioant 
though he be) who addresses them in sympathy and fellowship, — that a 
man's labours are his best patrons, — that the public is the only critic that 
has no interest and no motive in underrating him, — that the world of an 
author is a mighty circle of which enmity and envy can penetrate but a 
petty segment, and that the pride of carving with our own hands our own 
name is worth all the " cheers " in the world. Long live Sidney's gallant 
and lofty motto, " Aut viaminventamaiit'fa€iamf"f 

* In the melamdioly and painful pages of hiB autobiography, 
t I will either find a way or make it. 
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]^o l-^you cannot goma, my dear reader, how long my pen has rested over 
the yirgin suvfiuse'ofldiia paper, before even that "No/' which now stands 
out so .bluffly, and manfolly, took heart and stept forth. If, perad^enture, 
thou shouklst, reader, be that rarity in these- days — a reader who has 
never been an author — thou canst form no oonception of the strange aspect 
which the first page of a premeditated composition will often present tathe 
curious inrestigator into the initials of things. There is a sad mania now- 
a-days for collecting, autographs-^would that some such collector would 
devote his researches to the first pages of auctorial manuscripts ! He would 
then form some idea of' the felicitous significance of that idiomatic phrase, 
"to cudgel the brains!" — Out of what grotesque zigzags, and fantastic 
arabesques, — out of what . irrelevant, dreamy illustrations from the sister 
art, — houses, and trees, .and profile sketches of men, nightmares, . and 
chimeras — out of what massacres of whole lines, prematurely and timidly 
ventured forth as forlorn hopes, — would he see the first intelligible words 
creep into actual life— shy streaks of light, emerging from the chaos! * 
For that rash promise of mine, that each work in this edition of works so 
numerous, shall have its own new and special Preface, seems to me hard, 
in this instance, to fulfil. Another Preface ! what for ? Two Prefaces 
to " Pdham " already exist, wherein all that I would say is said ! And in 
going back through that long and crowded interval of twenty years, since the 
first appearance of this work, — what shadows rise to beckon me away through 
the ghides and allies in that dim labyrinth of the Past ! Infant Hopes, 
scarce bom ere &ted, poor innocents, to die — ^gazing upon me with 
reproachful eyes^ as if I myself had been their unfeeling butcher; — auda- 
cious Enierpnces bohtiy begun, to cease in abrupt whim, or ehUling doubt 
— looking now through the mists, zoophltal or amphibious, like those 
•bordaren (ai:.iheiJ«uiiaL.Aad vegetable life,'Whioh'ihiBh on us with the 
seemingvAiittei: ofuanrnngy to tnhside 4Mray. into rooted stems and wither- 
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ing leaves. How can I escape the phantom throng 1 How return to the 
starting-post^ and recall the ardent emotions with which youth sprang 
forth to the goal 1 To write fitting Preface to this work, which, if not my 
first, was the first which won an audience and secured a reader, I must 
myself become a phantom, with the phantom crowd. It is the ghost of my 
youth that I must call up. What we are, alone hath flesh and blood — 
what we have been, like the what we shall be, is an idea ; and no more ! An 
idea how dim and impalpable ! This our sense of identity, this ** I " of ours, 
which is the single thread that continues from first to last — single thread 
that binds flowers changed every day, and withered every night — how thin 
and meagre is it of itself — how difficult to lay hold of! When we say "I 
remember," how vague a sentiment we utter ! how difierent it is to say, " I 
Jeel ! " And when in this efibrt of memory we travel back all the shadow- 
land of years — when we say " I remember," what is it we retain, but some 
poor solitary fibre in the airy mesh of that old gossamer, which floated 
between earth and heaven — ^moist with the dews and sparkling in the dawn? 
— Some one incident, some one aflbction we recall, but not all the asso- 
ciations that surrounded it, all the companions of the brain or the heart, 
with which it formed one of the harmonious contemporaneous ring. 
Scarcely even have we traced and seized one fine filament in the broken 
web, ere it is lost again. In the inextricable confusion of old ideas, many 
that seem of the time we seek to grasp again, but were not so, seize and 
•distract us. From the clear effort we sink into the vague reverie; the 
Present hastens to recall and dash us onward, and few, leaving the actual 
world around them when they say " I remember," do not wake as from a 
dream, with a baffled sigh, and murmur " No, I forget." And therefore, if 
a new Preface to a work written twenty years ago, should contain some 
elucidation of the aims and objects with which it was composed, or convey 
8om^ idea of the writer's mind at that time, my pen might well rest long over 
the blank page ; — and houses and trees, and profile sketches of men, night- 
mares and chimeras, and whole passages scrawled and erased might well 
illustrate the barren travail of one who sits down to say " I remember !" 

What changes in the outer world since this book was written ! What changes 
of thrones and dynasties ! Through what cycles of hope and fear has a gene- 
ration gone ! And in that inner world of Thought what old ideas have 
returned to claim the royalty of new ones I What new ones (new ones then) 
have receded out of sight, in the ebb and flow of the human mind, which, what- 
ever the cant phrase may imply, advances in no direct stedfast progress, but 
gains here to lose there ; — a tide, not a march. So, too, in that s^ght surface 
of either world, "the manners," superficies alike of the action and the thought 
of an age^ the ploughshsres of twenty years have turned up a new soil. 
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"t The popular changes in the Constitution have brought the several classes 
more intimately into connection with each other ; most of the old affectations 
of fashion and exclusiveness are out of date. We have not talked of 
equality, like our neighbours the French, but insensibly and naturally, 
the tone of manners has admitted much of the frankness of the principle, 
without the unnecessary rudeness of the pretence. I am not old enough 
yet to be among the indiscriminate praisers of the past, and therefore I 
recognise cheerfully an extraordinary improvement in the intellectual and 
moral features of the English world, since I first entered it as an observer. 
There is a far greater earnestness of purpose, a higher culture, more 
generous and genial views, amongst the young men of the rising generation 
than were common in the last The old divisions of party politics remain ; 
but among all divisions there is greater desire of identification with the 
people. Rank is more sensible of its responsibilities. Property of its duties. 
Amongst the clergy of all sects, the improvement in zeal, in education, in 
active care for their flocks, is strikingly noticeable ; the middle class have 
become more instructed and refined, and yet, (while fused with the highest 
in their intellectual tendencies, reading the same books, cultivating the 
same accomplishments) — they have extended their sympathies more largely 
amongst the humblest. And, in our towns especially, what advances have 
been made amongst the operative population ! I do not here refer to that 
branch of cultivation which comprises the questions that belong to political 
inquiry, but to the general growth of more refined and less polemical 
knowledge. Cheap books have come in vogue as a fashion during the last 
twenty years — books addressed, not as cheap books were once, to the 
passions, but to the understanding and the taste — books not written down 
to the supposed levet of uninformed and humble readers, but such books as 
refine the gentleman and instruct the scholar. The arts of design have been 
more appreciated — the Beautiful has been admitted into the pursuits of labour 
as a principle — Religion has been regaining the ground it lost in the latter 
half of the last century. What is technically called education (education of 
the school and the schoolmaster), has made less progress than it might. 
But that inexpressible difiusion of orcd information which is the only 
culture the old Athenians knew, and which in the ready transmission of 
ideas, travels like light from lip to lip, has been insensibly educating the 
adult generation. In spite of all the dangers that menace the advance of 
the present century, I am convinced that classes amongst us are far more 
united than they were in the latter years of George the Fourth. A vast 
mass of discontent exists amongst the operatives, it is true, and Chartism 
is but one of its symptoms ; yet that that discontent Lb more obvious than 
formerly, is a proof that men's eyes andj[men's ears are more open to 



XT PBBFACE. 

Bcknovlfidge Hi ezi8teiiee--ia ejumiine. and listen to ita causes. Thinking 
penonsnowioccapjihemselves with that great seality — ^the People; and 
questions eonoenung their social wel£ure, their hflalth^ their education, 
-their interests, their rights, which philosophers alone entertained twenty- 
Tears, ago, are now on the lips of practical men, and in the hearts of all. 
>It la this greater earnestness — this profounder gravity of purpose and of 
▼iew,- whioh . fonns the most oheering characteristic of the. present time ; 
and though that time, .has its' peculiar faults and vices, this is not the 
place to enlarge on them. I have done, and: may yet do so, elsewhere. 
This -work is the picture of manners in certain classes of society twenty 
y^ars ago, and in that respect I believe it to be true and faithful. 
Nor the less so, that under the frivolities of the hero, it is easy to 
reoognise the substance of those more serious and solid .qualities which 
•lUme has educed fsom the generation and the -class he represents. 
Mr. Pelham studying Mills on Government and the Political Economists, 
was thought by some an incongruity in character at the day in which 
Mr. Pelham first appeared — the truth of that conception is apparent now, at 
least to the observant. The fine gentlemen of that- day 'were preparing 
themselves for. the after things, which -were already fore-shadowed; and 
some of those, then best known, in clubs and drawing-rooms, have been 
since foremost and boldest, nor least instructed, in the great struggles of 
public life. 

I trust that this work may now be read without prejudice from the silly 
error that long sought to identify the author with the hero. 

Bardy. indeed, if ever, can we detect the real likeness of an author of 

fiction in ^any single one of his creations. He may live in each of them, 

but only for the time. He migrates into a new fbrm with every new 

character he creates. He may have in himself a quality, here and there, 

in common with each, but others so widely opposite, as to destroy all the 

resemblance you fancy for a moment you have discovered. However this be, 

the author has the advantage over his work — ^that the last remains stationary, 

with its faults or merits, and the former has the power to improve. The one 

remains the index of its day — ^the other advances with the century. That in 

a book written in extreme youth, there may be much that I would not write 

« now. in mature manhood, is obvious; .that in spite of its defects, the work 

•should have retained tq this day the popularity it enjoyed in the first six 

: montiis of its birth, ia the best apology that ican be made Sot its defects. 

B. B. L. 

JuQXDW, 18^3. 
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CHAPTER I. 
Oil peuUon 6tr6 mieux qu*au sein de sa famille ? *^FrencIi 8ong» 



I AM an only child. My father 
was the younger son of one of our 
oldest earls, my mother the dower- 
less daughter of a Scotch peer. Mr. 
Pelham was a moderate whig, and 
gave sumptuous dinners ; — Lady 
Frances was a woman of taste, and 
particularly fond of diamonds and old 
china. 

Vulgar people know nothing of the 
necessaries required in good society, 
and the credit they give is as short as 
their pedigree. Six years after my 
birth, there was an execution in our 
house. My mother was just setting off 

on a visit to the Duchess of D ; 

she declared it was impossible to go 
without her diamonds. The chief of 
the bailifis declared it was impossible 
to trust them out of his sight. The 
matter was compromised — ^the bailiff 

went with my mother to C , and 

was introduced as my tutor, *^ A man 

* Where can one be better than in the 
bosom of one*s family f 
No. 41. 



of singular merit," whispered my mo- 
ther " but 50 shy ! " Fortunately, the 
bailiff was abashed, and by losing his 
impudence he kept the secret. At 
the end of the week, the diamonds 
went to the jeweller's, and Lady 
Frances wore paste. 

I think it was about a month after- 
wards that a sixteenth cousin left my 
mother twenty thousand pounds. "It 
will just pay off our most importunate 
creditors, and equip me for Melton," 
said Mr. Pelham. 

" It will just redeem my diamonds, 
and refurnish the house," said Lady 
Frances. 

The latter alternative was chosen. 
My father went down to run his last 
horse at Newmarket, and my mother 
received nine hundred people in a 
Turkish tent. Both were equally 
fortunate, the Greek and the Turk; 
my father's horse lostj in consequence 
of which he pocketed five thousand 
pounds ; and my mother looked so 
charming as a Sultana, that Seymour 
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Conway fell desperately in love with 
her. 

Mr. Conway had just caused two 
diyorces ; and of course all the women 
in London were dying for him — 
judge then of the pride which Lady 
Prances felt at his addresses. The 
end of the season was unusually dull, 
and my mother, after having looked 
over her list of engagenjienta^ and 
ascertained that she had none remain- 
ing worth staying for, agreed to elope 
with her new lover. 

The carriage was at the end of the 
square. My mother, for the first time 
in her life, got up at six o'clock. Her 
foot was on the step, and her hand 
next to Mr. Conway's heart, when she 
remembered that her favourite china 
monster, and her French dog, were 
left behind. She insisted on returning 
^re-entered the house, and was com- 
ing down stairs with one xmder each 
arm, when she was met by my father 
and two servants. My Mher's valet 
had discovered the flight (I forget 
how), and awakened hi& mastier. 

When my taXher was convinced of 
his loss, he called for his dressing- 
gown — searched the garret and the 
kitchen — looked in the maid's drawers 
and the cellaret — and finally declared 
he was distracted. I have heard that 
the servants were qvaie melted by his 
grief, and I do not doubt it in the 
least, for he was always celebrated for 
his skill in private theatricals. He 
was just retiring to vent his grief in 
his dressing-room, when he met my 
mother. It must altogether have been 
an awkward encounter, and, indeed, 
for my Mher, a remarkably unfortu- 
nate occurrenee ; since Seymour Con- 
way was immensely rich, and the 
damage would, no doubt, have been 
proportionahly high. Had thi^x&st 



each other alone, the affair might 
easily have been settled, and Lady 
Prances gone off in tranquillity ; — 
those confounded servants are alwaya 
in the way ! 

I have observed that the distin- 
guishing trait of people accustomed to 
good society, is a calm, imperturbable 
quiet, which pervades all their actions 
and habits, from the greatest to the 
least : they eat in quiet, move in quiet, 
live in quiet, and lose their wife, or 
even their money, in quiet ; while 
low persons cannot take up either a 
spoon or an afifront without making 
such an amazing noise about it. To 
render this observation good, and to 
return to the intended elopement, 
nothing farther was said upon that 
event. My father introduced Conway 
to Brookes's and invited him to dinner 
twice a week for a whole twelve-month. 

"Not long after this occurrence, by 
the death of my grandfather, my 
uncle succeeded to the title and estates 
of the fiuuily. He was, as people 
rather justly observed, rather an odd, 
man : built schools for peasants-, for- 
gave poachers, and diminished his 
&rmera' rents ; indeed, on account of 
Idieae and sixnilar eccentricities, he 
was thought a fool by some, and a 
madman by others. However, he was 
not quite destitute of natural feeling ; 
for he paid my father's debts, and 
established us in the secure enjoyment 
of our former splendour. But this 
piece of generosity, or justice, was 
done in the most unhandsome man- 
ner : he obtained a promise from 
my fikther to retire from whist, and 
relinquish the turf; and he prevailed 
upon my mother to conceive an 
tt^ersion to diamonds, and an indi& 
fieiBnce t» china monsters. 
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CHAPTER IT. 

Tell arts they have no aoundmn, 

Bat TKTj Iqr eatoaning; 
Tellaohools tlray want pDofoundnesa^ 

And stand too much on seeming. 
If arts and schools reply. 
Give arts and schools the lie.— The Soul's Errand. 



At ten years old I went to Eton. 
I had been educated till that period 
by my moth^, who, being distantly 

related to Lord , (who had 

published ** Hints upon the Culinary 
Art'% imagined she possessed an 
hereditary claim to literary distinc- 
tion. History was her great forte ; 
tor she had read all the historical 
romances of the day; and history ac- 
cordingly I had been caarefully taught. 

I think at thi» moment I see my 
mother before me, reclining on her 
S0&, and repeating to me some story 
about Queen Elizabeth and Lord Essex ; 
then telling me, in a langnid voice, as 
she sank back with the exertion, of 
the blessings of a literary taste, and 
admonishing me never to read above 
half an hour at a. time for foar of losing 
my health. 

Well^ to Eton I went; and the 
second day I had been there, I wafi 
half killed for refusing, with all the 
pride of a Pelham, to wash tea-cups. 
I wafr rescued from the clutches of my 
tyrant by a boy not much bigger 
than myself, but reckoned the best 
fighter, for his size, in the whole 
school. His name was Beginald dan- 
ville: from that period, we became 
inseparable, and our friendship lasted 
all the time he stayed at Eton, which 
was within a year of my own departure 
for Cambridge. 

His father was a baronet, of a very 
ancient and wealthy family ; and his 
mother was a woman of some talent 



and more ambition. She made her 
house one of the most attractive in 
London. Seldom seen at large assem- 
blies, she was eagerly sought after in 
the well-winnowed aoir^ of the elect. 
Her wealth, great as it was, seemed 
the least prominent ingredient of her 
establishment. There was in it no 
uncalled-for ostentation — no purse- 
proud vulgarity — ^no cringing to great, 
and no patronising condescension to. 
little people ; even the Sunday news- 
papers could not find fault with her, 
and the querulous wives of younger 
brothers could only sneer and be 
silent. 

''It is an excellent connexion," 
said my mother, when I told her of 
my friendship with Reginald Glan- 
ville, " and will be of more use to you 
than many of greater apparent con- 
sequence. Remember, my dear, that 
in all the friends you make at present, 
you look to the advantage you can 
derive from them hereafter; that is 
what we call knowledge of the world, 
and it is to get the knowledge of the 
world that you are sent to a public 
school." 

I think, however, to my shame, that 
notwithstanding my mother's instruc- 
tions, very few prudential considersr 
tions were mingled with my friend- 
ship for Reginald Glanville. I loved 
him with a warmth of attachment, 
which has since surprised even myself. 

He was of a very singular character : 
he uaed to wander by the river in the 
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bright days of summer, when all else 
were at play, without any companion 
but his own thoughts ; and these were 
tinged, even at that early age, with a 
deep and impassioned melancholy. 
He was so reserved in his manner, 
that it was looked upon as coldness 
or pride, and was repaid as such by a 
pretty general dislike. Yet to those 
he loved, no one could be more open 
and warm ; more watchful to gratify 
others, more indifferent to gratifica- 
^on for himself; an utter absence of 
ill selfishness, and an eager and active 
benevolence, were indeed the distin- 
guishing traits of his character. I have 
seen him endure with a careless good- 
nature the most provoking affronts 
from boys much less than himself; but 
if I, or any other of his immediate 
friends, was injured or aggrieved, his 
anger was almostimplacable. Although 
he was of a slight frame, yet early ex- 
ercise had brought strength to his 
muscles, and activity to his limbs; 
while there was that in his courage 
and will which, despite his reserve 
and unpopularity, always marked him 
out as a leader in those enterprises, 
wherein we test as boys the qualities 
which chiefly contribute to secure 
hereafter our position amohgst men. 

Such, briefly and imperfectly 
sketched, was the character of Regi- 
nald GlMiville — ^the one, who, of all 
my early companions differed the 
most from myself; yet the one whom 
I loved the most, and the one whose 
foture destiny was the most inter- 
twined with my own. 

I was in the head class when I left 
Eton. As I was reckoned an uncom- 
monly well-educated boy, it may not 
be ungratifying to the admirers of the 
present system of education to pause 
here for a moment, and recal what I 
then knew. I could make fifty Latin 
Yerses in half an hour ; I could con- 
atrue, withaiU an English translation, 
all the easy Latin authors, and many 
of the difficult ones, vntfi it : I could 



read Greek fluenUy,and even translate 
it through the medium of the Latin 
version technically called a crib.* I 
was thought exceedingly clever, for I 
had been only eight years acquiring all 
this fiind of information, which, as 
one need never recal it in the world, 
you have every right to suppose that 
I had entirely forgotten before I was 
five-and-twenty. As I was never 
taught a syllable of English during 
this period ; as, when I once attempted 
to read Pope's poems out of school 
hours, I was laughed at, and called 
" a sap ; " as my mother, when I went 
to school, renounced her own instruc- 
tions ; and as, whatever schoolmasters 
may think to the contrary, one learns 
nothing now-a-days by inspiration : 
so of everything which relates to 
English literature, English' laws, and 
English history (with the exception 
of the said story of Queen Elizabeth 
and Lord Essex), you have the same 
right to suppose that I was, at the 
age of eighteen, when I left Eton, in 
the profoundest ignorance. 

At this age, I was transplanted to 
Cambridge, where I bloomed for two 
years in the blue and silver of a fellow 
commoner of Trinity. At the end of 
that time (being of royal descent) I 
became entitled to an honorary de- 
gree. I suppose the term is in contra- 
distinction to an honourable degree, 
which is obtained by pale men in 
spectacles and cotton stockings, after 
thirty-six months of intense appli- 
cation. 

I do not exactly remember how I 
spent my time at Cambridge. I had a 
piano-forte in my room, and a private 



* It is but just to say that the educational 
system at public schools is greatly improred 
since the above was written. And take 
those great seminaries altogether, it may bo 
doubted whether any institutions more 
philosophical in theory are better adapted 
to secure that union of classical tastes with 
manly habits and honourable sentiments 
which rtistinguishes the English gentleman. 
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billiard-room at a village two miles 
oflf; and, between these resources, I 
managed to improve my* mind more 
than could reasonably have been ex- 
pected. To say truth, the whole place 
reeked with vulgarity. The men 
drank beer by the gallon, and ate 
cheese by the hundred weight — wore 
jockey-cut coats, and talked slang — 
rode for wagers, and swore when they 
lost — smoked in your face, and ex- 
pectorated on the floor. Their proudest 
glory was to drive the mail — their 
mightiest exploit to box with the 
coachman — their most delicate amour 
to leer a;b the barmaid.* 

It will be believed, that I. felt little 
regret in quitting companions of this 
description. I went to take leave of 
our college tutor. " Mr. Pelham," 
said he, affectionately squeezing me 



by the hand, "your conduct has been 
most exemplary ; you have not walked 
wantonly over the college grassplat^ 
nor set your dog at the proctor — nor 
driven tandems by day, nor broken 
lamps by night — ^nor entered th^ 
chapel in order to display your intoxi* 
cation — ^nor the lecture-room, in order 
to caricature the professors. This is 
the general behaviour of young men 
of family, and fortune ; but it has not 
been your's. Sir, you have been an 
honour to your college." 

Thus closed my academical career. 
He who does not allow that it passed 
creditably to my teachers, profitably 
to myself, and beneficially to the 
world, is a narrow-minded and illiterate 
man, who knows nothing of the ^ad- 
vantages of modern education. 



CHAPTER m. 



ThuB docs a false ambition rule us. 

Thus pomp delude, and folly fool us.— 8henstoi?x. 

An open house, haunted with great resort.— Bishop Hau.*s Satires* 



I LEFT Cambridge in a very weak 
state of health; and as nobody had 
yet come to London, I accepted the 
invitation of Sir Lionel Garrett to 
pay him a visit at his country seat. 
Accordingly, one raw winter's day, 
full of the hopes of the reviving in- 
fluence of air and exercise, I found 
myself carefully packed up in three 
great coats, and on the high road to 
Garrett Park. 

Sir Lionel Garrett was a character 
very common in England, and, in 
describing him, I describe the whole 
species. H^ was of an ancient family, 

* This, at that time, war a character that 
could only be applied to the gayest, that 
is the worst, set at the TJniYersity— and 
perhaps now the character may scarcely 
exist. i 



and his ancestors had for centuries 
resided on their estates in Norfolk. 
Sir Lionel, who came to his majority 
and his fortune at the same time, 
went up to London at the age of 
twenty-one, a raw, uncouth sort of 
young man, with a green coat aad 
lank hair. His friends in town were 
of that set whose members are above 
ton, whenever they do not grasp at 
its possession, but who, whenever they 
do, lose at once their aim and their 
equilibrium, and fall immeasurably 
below it. I mean that set which I 
call "the respectable/^ consisting of 
old peers of an old school; country 
gentlemen, who still disdain not to 
love their wine and to hate the 
French ; generals who have served in 
the army; elder brothers who succeed 
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to something besides a mortgage ; and 



younger brothers who do not mis- 
take their capital for their income. 
To this set jou may add the whole 
of the baronetage — for I have re- 
marked that baronets hang together 
Bke bees or Scotchmen ; and if I go to 
a baronet's house, and speak to some 
onew^hom I have not the happiness 
to know, I always say " Bir J^Tin /" 

It was no wonder, then, that to this 
set belonged Sir Lionel Garrett — ^no 
more the youth with a green coat 
and lank hair, but pinched in, and 
curled out — ^abounding in horses and 
whiskers— dancing all night — ^loung- 
ing all day — ^the favourite of the old 
ladies, the Philander of the young. 

One unfortunate evening Sir Lionel 
Garrett was introduced to the cele- 
brated Duchess of D. From that 
moment his head was turned. Before 
then, he had always imagined that he 
was somebody — that he was Sir Lionel 
Garrett, with a good looking person 
and eight thousand a-year; be now 
knew that he was nobody, unless he 
went to Lady G.'s, and unless he 
bowed to Lady S. Disdaining all 
importance derived from himself, it 
became absolutely necessary to his 
happiness, that all his importance 
should be derived solely from his ac- 
quaintance with others. He cared 
not a straw that he was a man of 
fortune, of family, of consequence ; he 
must be a man of ton ; or he was an 
atom, a nonentity, a very worm, and 
no man. If o lawyer at Gray's Inn, 
no galley slave at the oar, ever worked 
80 liard at his task as fiir Lionel 
Gterrett at liis. yo7i,to a single man, is 
a thing attainable enough. Sir Lionel 
was just gaining the envied distinc- 
tion, when he saw, courted, and 
married Lady Harriet Woodstock. 

His new wife was of a modem and 
not very rich family, and striving 
like Sir Lionel for the notoriety of 
fashion ; but of this struggle he was 
ignorant. He saw her odmHU/ed into 



good society — he imagined she com- 
manded it ; she was a hang^ on — ^he 
believed she was a leader. Lady 
Harriet was crafty and twenty-four — 
liad no objection to be married, nor 
to change the name of Woodstock for 
Gblrrett She kept up the baronet's 
mistake till it was too late to repair it. 
Marriage did net bring fiir Lionel 
wisdom. His wife was of the same 
turn of mind as himself : they might 
have been great people in the country 
—they preferred being Uttle people in 
town. Thej might have ehososi/riends 
among persons of respectability and 
rank — they preferred being chosen 
ae tiGqtuiintance 1^ persons of ton^ 
Society was their being's end and 
aim, and the only thing which brought 
them pleasure was the pain of attain- 
ing it. Did I not say truly that I 
would describe individuals of a com- 
mon species 1 Is there one who reads 
this, who does not recognise that 
overflowing class of our population, 
whose members would conceive it an 
insult to be thought of suflicient rank 
to be respectable for what they are ] 
— who take it as an honour that they 
are made by their acquaintance? — 
who renounce the ease of living for 
themselves, for the trouble of living 
for persons who care not a pin for 
their existence — who are wretched if 
they are not dictated to .by others — 
and who toil, groan, travail, through 
the whole course of life, in -order to 
forfeit their independence 1 

1 arrived at Garrett Park just time 
enough to dress for dinner. As I 
was descending the stairs after having 
performed that ceremony, I heard my 
own name 'pronounced by a very soft, 
lisping voice—'* Henry Pelham ! dear, 
what a pretty name. Is he hand- 
some r' 

" Rather elegant than handsome," 
was the unsatisfactory reply, couched 
in a slow, pompous accent, which I 
immediately recognised to belong to 



Lady Harriet Garrett. 
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** Can we make sometliixig of himl" 
THRmied the first voice. 

" Something ! ** said Lady Hamet, 
indignantly ; " he will be Lord Glen- 
moms ! and he is son to Lady Frances 
Pelham." 

"Ah/* said the Usper, carelessly; 
•*' but can he write poetry, and play 
^pTOverbee?** 

" No, Lady Harriet," said I, advanc- 
•ing ; " bnt permit me, through you, 
to assure Lady Nelthorpe that he can 
admire those who do.** 

" So you know me then V said the 
iisper : " I see we shall be excellent 
-friends;" and, disengaging herself 
from Lady Harriet, she took my arm, 
and began discussing persons and 
things, poetxy and china, French plays 
and music, till* I found myself beside 
her at dinner, and most assiduously 
«ndeayonrlng to silence her by the 
superior engrossments of a hichamrveUe 

I took the opportmiity of the pause, 
to survey the little circle of which 
Lady Harriet was the centre. In 
the first place, there was Mr. Davi- 
son, a great political economist, a 
short, dark, corpulent gentleman, with 
a quiet, serene, sleepy countenance; 
beside him was a quick, sharp little 
woman, all sparkle and bustle, glanc- 
ing a small, grey, prying eye round 
the table, with a most restless activity: 
this, as Lady Nelthorpe afterwards 
informed me, was a Miss Trafford, 
an excellent person for a Christmas 
in the country, whom everybody was 
<iying to have : she was an admirable 
mimic, an admirable actress, and an 
admirable reciter; made poetry and 
«hoes, and told fortunes by the cards, 
"which {hdbuAjUy ctvme true I 

There was also Mr. Wormwood, the 
noli^me-tangere of literary lions — an 
anthor who sowed his conversation 
not with flowers but thorns. Nobody 
-could accuse him of the flattery gene- 
rafly imputed to his species : through 
the course of a long and varied life, he 



had never etnee been known to say a 
civil thing. He was too much dis- 
liked not be sought after ; whatever 
is once notorious, even for being dis- 
agreeable, is sure to be courted. 
Opposite to him sat the really clever, 
and affectedly pedantic Lord Vincent, 
one of those persons who have been 
"promising young men" all their 
lives ; who are found till four o'clock 
in the afternoon in a dressing-gown, 
with a quarto before them ; who go 
down into the country for six weeks 
every session, to cram an impromptu 
reply ; and who always have a work 
in the press which is never to be 
published. 

Lady Nelthorpe herself I had fi-e- 
quently seen. She had some repu- 
tation for talent, was exceedingly 
affected, wrote poetry in albums, 
ridiculed her husband, (who was a fox 
hunter,) and had a particular taste 
for the fine arts. 

There were four or five others of the 
unknown vulgar, younger brothers, 
who were good shots and bad matches ; 
elderly ladies, who lived in Baker- 
street, and liked long whist; and young 
ones, who never took wine, and said 
"Sir/" 

I must, however, among this num- 
ber, except the beautiful Lady Bose- 
ville, the most fascinating woman, 
perhaps, of the day. She was evidently 
the great person there, and, indeed, 
among all people who paid due defer- 
ence to ton, was always sure to be so 
everywhere. I have never seen but 
one person more beautiful. Her eyes 
were of the deepest blue; her com- 
plexion of the most delicate carna- 
tion; her iiair of the richest auburn : 
nor could even Mr. Wormwood de- 
tect the smallest fault in the rounded 
yet slender symmetry of her figure. 

Although not above twenty-five, 
she was in that state in which alone 
a woman ceases to be a dependant — 
widowhood. Lord Boseville, who had 
been dead about two years, had not 
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gunrived iheir marriage many months ; 
that period yms, however^ sufficiently 
long to allow him to appreciate her 
excellence, and to testify his sense 
of it : the whole of his nneitailed 
property, which was very large, he 
bequeathed to her. 

She was very fond of the society of 
literary persons, though without the 
pretence of belonging to their order. 
But her manners constituted her 
chief attraction : while they were 
utterly different from those of every 
one else, you could not, in the least 
minutisB, discover in what the differ- 
ence consisted: this is, in my opinion, 
the real test of perfect breeding. 
While you are enchanted with the 
effect, it should possess so little pro- 
minency and peculiarity, that you 
should never be able to guess the 
cause. 

" Pray," said Lord Vincent to Mr. 

Wormwood, "have you been to P 

this year]" 

" No," was the answer. 

" I have," said Miss Trafford, who 
never lost an opportunity of slipping 
in a word. 

" Well, and did they make you sleep, 
as usual, at the Crown, with the same 
eternal excuse, after^ having brought 
you fifty miles from town, of small 
house — no beds — all engaged — inn 
close by] Ah, never shall I forget 
that inn, with its royal name, and its 
hard beds— 

* Uneasy sleeps a head beneath the 
Crown • • " 

"Ha, ha I Excellent!" cried Miss 
Trafford, who was always the first in 
at the death of a pun. " Yes, indeed 
they did : poor old Lord Belton, with 
his rheumatism; and that immense 
General Grant, with his asthma: 
together with three ' single men,' and 
myself, were safely conveyed to that 
asylum for the destitute." 

"Ah! Grant, Grant ! " said Lord 
Vincent, eagerly, who saw another 



opportunity of whipping in a pun. 
" He slept there also the same night 
I did ; and when I saw his unwieldy 
person waddling out of the door the 
next morning, I said to Temple, 
' Well, that 's the largest Grant J ever 
saw from the Croum,' " * 

"Very good," said Wormwood, 
gravely. "I declare, Vincent, you 
are growing quite witty. You know 
Jekyl, of course ? Poor fellow, what 
a really good punster he was — not 
agreeable though — particularly at 
dinner — no punsters are. Mr. Davi- 
son, what is that dish next to you ] " 

Mr. Davison was a great gourmand : 
" Salmi de perdreavx aux truffes" 
replied the political economist. 

" Truffles!" said Wormwood, " have 
you been eating any ] " 

" Yes," said Davison, with unusual 
energy, "and they are the best I 
have tasted for a long time." 

"Very likely," said Wormwood, 
with a dejected air. " I am particu- 
larly fond of them, but I dare not 
touch one — truffles are so very apo- 
plectic — ^you, I make no doubt, may 
eat them in safety." 

Wormwood was a tall, meagre man, 
with a neck a yard long. Davison 
was, as I have said, short and fat, and 
made without any apparent neck at 
all — only head and shoulders, like a 
cod fish. 

Poor Mr. Davison turned perfectly 
white; he fidgeted about in his chair; 
cast a look of the most deadly fear 
and aversion at the fatal dish he had 
been so attentive to befofe ; and, 
muttering "apoplectic!" closed his 
lips, and did not open them again all 
dinner-time. 

Mr. Wormwood's object was effected. 
Two people were silenced and uncom- 
fortable, and a sort of mist hung over 
the spirits of the whole party. The 
dinner went on and off, like all other 



* It was from Mr. J. Smith that Lovd 
Vincent purloined this pun. 
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dinners; the ladies retired, and the ■ cent and I went next, "lest (as my 
men drank, and talked politics, companion characteristically obseryed) 



Hr. Davison left the room first, in 
order to look out the word " truffle," 
in the Encyclopaedia ; and Lord Y in- 



tliat d d Wormwood should, if 

we stayed a moment longer, ' send us 
weeping to our beds.* 



» if 



CHAPTER IV. 



Oh ! la belle chose que la Poste ! *—Lettrei de Sivignc 
Ay— but who is it 1— At you like it. 

reason. Gain as much knowledge de 
Vart ctdinaire as you can: it is an 
accomplishment absolutely necessary. 
You may also pick up a little acquaint- 
ance with metaphysics, if you have 
any opportunity ; that sort of thing 
is a good deal talked about just at 
present. 

I hear Lady Roseville is at Garrett 



I HAD mentioned to my mother my 
intended visit to Garrett Park, and 
the second day after my arrival there 
came the following letter : — 

"My dear Henry, 

'* I was very glad to hear you were 
rather better than you had been. I 



trust you will take great care of your- • ^^^^ you must be particularly at 

Belt I think flannel waistcoats might ^^^^^^ ^ ^lev ; you will probably now 

be advisable ; and, by-the-by, they are j^g^^^ ^^ opportunity de /aire voire 

very good for the complexion. Apro- ^^^^ ^^^^ ^^^^^ ^^^ h^^^^en, 

pos of the complexion : I did not like j^ j^j,^^^^ she is so much surrounded 

that blue coat you wore when I la^t ^y all, that she is quite inaccessible to 

saw you-you look best in black- ^^^. 1,^^^^^^ ^^^^^ ^ill j^^^^ ^^ 

which IS a great compliment, for ^any rivals. Without flattery to you, 

people must be very distmguished m j ^ake it for granted, that you are the 

appearance, m order to do so. ^^^^ looking and most agreeable per- 

" You know, my dear, that those g^^ ^^ Garrett Park, and it will, 

Garretts are m themselves anything therefore, be a most unpardonable 

but unexceptionable ; you will, there- f^ult if you do not make Lady Rose- 

fore, take care not to be too intimate; ^jj^ ^f ^^^ g^me opinion. Nothing, 

it is, however, a very good house : ^^ ^j^^r son, is like a liauon (quite 

most whom you meet there are worth innocent of course) with a woman of 

knowmg, for one thing or the other, celebrity in the world. In marriage 

Hemember, Henry, that the acquamt- ^ ^^ j^^^^ ^ ^^^^ to his own 

ance {not the friends) of second or ^^^ , ^^ ^^ ^j^^y^ ^^ ^^^^ ^le raises 

third-rate people are always sure to himself to her's. I need not, I am 

be good: they are not independent g^^e, after what I have said, press 

enough to receive whom they like— ^^^^ j^^ further, 
their whole rank is in their guests: you ..^^te to me and inform me of 

may be also sure that the mina^e will, ^^ proceedings. If you mention 

in outward appearance at least, be the people who are at Garrett Park, I 

quite comrm ilfata, and for the same ^an tell you the proper line of conduct 

' to pursue with each. 

* Oh/ what a beautiful thing is -~ the "I am sure that I need not add 

Fost-qffice. that I have nothing but your real 



I 
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good at heart, and that I am your 
Terv atSisctiaiiate mother, 



it 



FsASOES Pelhak. 



"P.S. Never talk much to young 
men — remember that it is the women 
who make a reputation in society." 

" Well," said I, when I had read this 
letter, " my mother is very right, and 
so now for Lady Koseville." 

I went down stairs to breakfast. 
Miss Trafford and Lady Kelthorpe 
were in the room, talking with great 
interest, and, on Miss Trafford's part, 
with still greater vehemence. 

" So handsome," said Iiady Kel- 
thorpe, as I approached. 

Are you talking of me?" said L 
Oh, you vanity of vanities !" was 
the answer. " No, we were speaking 
of a very romantic adventure which 
has happened to Miss Trafford and 
myself and disputing about the hero 
of it. Miss Trafford declares he is 
frightful ; / say that he is beautiful. 
JSfow, you know, Mr. Pelham, as to 
your 



a 



(t 



" There can be but one opinion ; — 
hut the adventure 1" 

''Is this!" cried Miss Trafford, in 
great fright, lest Lady Nelthorpe 
should, by speaking first, have the 
pleasure of the narration. — " We were 
walking, two or three days ago, by 
the sea-side, picking up shells and 
ialking about the 'Corsair,' when a 
large fierce " 

" Man ! " interrupted I. 

" No, dog" (renewed Miss Trafford, 
"flew suddenly out of a cave, under a 
rock, and began growling at dear Lady 
Nelthorpe and me, in the most savage 
manner imaginaUe. He would cer- 
tainly have torn us to pieces if a very 
taU " 

" Not BO very tall either," said Lady 
Nelthorpe. 

"Dear, how you interrupt one," 
Ttaid Miss Trafforc^ pettishly; "well. 



a very short man, then, wrapped up 
in a cloak " 



t( 



In a great-coat," drawled Lady 
Nelthorpe. Miss Trafford went on 
without noticing the emendation,^ — 
"had not, with incredible rapidity, 
sprung down the rock and " 

"Called him off," said Lady Nel- 
thorpe. 

" Yes, called him off," pursued Miss 
Trafford, looking round for the neces- 
sary symptoms of our wonder at this 
very extraordinary incident. 

"What is the most remarkable," 
said Lady Nelthorpe, " is, that though 
he seemed from his dress and appear- 
ance to .be really a gentleman, he 
never stayed to ask if we were alarmed 
or hurt — scarcely even looked at 
us " 

("I don't wonder setiJuxt!** said Mr. 
Wormwood, who, with Lord Vincent, 
had just entered the room ;) 

" — ^and vanished among the rocks 
as suddenly as he appeared." 

"Oh, you've seen that fellow, 
have you?" said Lord Vincent: "so 
have I, and a devilish queer-looking 
person he is, — v 

* The balls of his broad eyea roll'd in his 

head, 
And glar'd betwixt a yellow and a xed ; 
He looked a lion with agloon^ stare. 
And o'er his eyebrows hung his matted hair. 

Well remembered, and better applied 
—eh, Mr. Pelham r 

"Really," said I, " I am not able to 
judge of the application, since I have 
not seen the hero." 

" Oh ! it 's admirable," said Miss 
Trafford, "just the description I should 
have given of him in prose. But pray, 
where, when, and how did you see 
himr 

"Your question is religiously mys- 
terious, tria juncta in uno,** replied 
Vincent ; " but I will answer it with 
the simplicity of a Quaker. The 
other evening I was coming home 
from one of Sir Lionel's pre,«erves. 
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and had sent the keeper on before, in 
order more undisturbedly to " 

"Con witticisms for dinner/' said 
"Wormwood. 

" To make out the meaning of Mr. 
Wormwood's last work," continued 
Lord Vincent. " My shortest way lay 
through that churchyard about a mile 
hence, which is such a lion in this 
ugly part of the country, because it 
has three thistles and a tree. Just as 
I got there, I saw a man suddenly 
rise from the earth, where he appeared 
to have been lying ; he stood still for 
a moment, and then (evidently not 
perceiving me) raised his clasped 
liands to heaven, and muttered some 
^ords I was not able vdistinctly to 
hear. As I t^jproached nearer to him, 
which I did with no very pleasant 
sensations, a lai^ black dog, which, 
till then« had remained coucharUf 
sprang towards me with a loud growl, 

' Sonat hie de nare caxiina 

as PermuB has it. I was too terrified 
to move— 

* Obstnpui— aieienmtque comse— ' 

and I should most infallibly have been 
converted into dog's meat, if our mu- 
tual acquaintance had not started 



from his reverie, called his dog by the 
very appropriate name of Terror, and 
then, slouching his hat over his face, 
passed rapidly by me, dog and all. 
I did not recover the fright for an 
hour and a quarter. I walked — ^ye 
gods, how I did walk! — no wonder, 
by the by, that I mended my pace, 
for, as Pliny says truly — 

«« « Timor est emendator asperrimus.' " ♦ 

Mr. Wormwood had been very im- 
patient during this recital, preparing 
an attack upon Lord Vincent, when 
Mr. Davison, entering suddenly, di- 
verted the assault. 

" Good heavens !" said Wormwood, 
dropping his roll, " how very ill you 
look to-day, Mr. Davison; &ce flushed 
— veins swelled — oh, those horrid 
truffles! Miss Trafford, I'll trouble 
you for the salt." 



* Most of the quotations from Latin or 
French anthors, interspersed tibrooghout 
this work, will he translated for the conve- 
nience of the general reader ; hut exceptions 
will be made, where such quotations (as is 
sometimes the case when from the mouth of 
Lord Vincent) merely contain a play upon 
words, which are pointless, out of the lan- 
guage employed, or which only iterate or 
illustrate, by a characteristic pedantry, the 
sentence that precedes or follows them. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Be she fairer than the day, 
Or the flowery meads in May ; 
If she be not so to me. 
What care I how fair she be ? 

Georob Withers. 



It was great pity, so it was, 



That villainous saltpetre should be digged 
Out of the bowels of the harmless earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed. 

First Part of King Henry IV* 



Several days passed. I had taken 
particular pains to ingratiate myself 
with Lady Roseville, and, so far as 
common acquaintance went, I had no 
reason to be dissatisfied with my suc- 
cess. Anything else, I soon disco- 
vered, notwithstanding my vanity, 
.(which made, no inconsiderable part 
in the composition of Henry Pelham) 
was quite ont of the question. Her 
mind was wholly of a different mould 
from my own. She was like a being, 
.not perhaps of a better, but of another 
-world than myself: we had not one 
thought or opinion in common ; we 
looked upon things with a totally 
different vision ; I was soon convinced 
that she was of a nature exactly con- 
trary, to what was generally believed 
-^she was anything but the mere 
mechanical woman of the world. 
She possessed great sensibility, and 
even romance of temper, strong pas- 
sions, and still stronger imagination ; 
but over all these deeper recesses of 
her character, the extreme softness 
and languor of her manners threw a 
veil which no superficial observer 
could penetrate. There were times 
when I could believe that she 
was inwardly restless and unhappy ; 
but she was too well versed in the 
arts of concealment, to suffer such 
an appearance to be more than mo- 
mentary. 



I must own that I consoled myself 
very easily for my want, in this parti- 
cular instance, of that usual good 
fortune which attends me with the 
divine sex ; the fact was, that I had 
another object in pursuit. All the 
men at Sir Lionel Garrett's were keen 
sportsmen. Now, shooting is an 
amusement I was nev9r particularly 
partial to. I was first disgusted with 
that species of rational recreation at a 
battue, where, instead of bagging any- 
thing, / was Tiearly bagged, having 
been inserted, like wine in an ice 
pail, in a wet ditch for three hours, 
during which time my hat had been 
twice shot at for a pheasant, and my 
leather gaiters once for a hare ; and 
to crown all, when these several mis- 
takes were discovered, my intended 
exterminators, instead of apologising 
for having shot at me, were quite dis- 
appointed at having missed. 

Seriously, that same shooting is a 
most barbarous amusement, only fit for 
majors in the army, and royal dukes, 
and that sort of people; the mere 
waUdng is bad enough, but embarras- 
sing one's arms, moreover, with a gun, 
and one's legs with turnip tops, ex- 
posing oneself to the mercy of bad 
shots and the atrocity of good, seems 
to me only a state of painful &tigue, 
enlivened by the probability of being 
killed. 
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This digression is meant to signify, 
that I never joined the single men 
and douhle Mantons that went in and 
off among Sir Lionel Garrett's pre- 
serves. I used, instead, to take long 
walks by myself, and found, like 
Tirtue, my own reward, in the addi- 
tional health and strength these 
diurnal exertions produced me. 

One morning, chance threw into 
my way a honne fortune, which I took 
care to improve. From that time 
the family of a Farmer Sinclair (one 
of Sir Lionel's tenants) was alarmed 
by strange and supernatural noises : 
one apartment in especial, occupied 
by a female member of the household, 
was allowed, even by the clerk of the 
parish, a very bold man, and a bit of 
a sceptic, to be haunted; the win- 
dows of that chamber were wont to 
open and shut, thin airy voices con&- 
bulate therein, and dark shapes hover 
l^iereoutf long after the fair occupant 
had, with the rest of the family, 
retired to repose. But the most I 



unaccountable thing was the fatality 
which attended me, and seemed to 
mark me out for an untimely death. 
/, who had so carefully kept out of 
the way of gunpowder as a sportsman, 
very narrowly escaped being twice 
shot as a ghost. This was but a poor 
reward for a walk more than a mile 
long, in nights by no means of cloud- 
less climes and starry skies ; accord* 
ingly I resolved to "give up the 
ghost" in earnest rather than in me- 
taphor, and to pay my last visit and 
adieus to the mansion of Farmer Sin- 
clair. The night on which I executed 
this resolve was rather memorable in 
my future history. 

The rain had fallen so heavily during 
the day, as to render the road to the 
house almost impassable, and when it 
was time to leave, I inquired with 
very considerable emotion, whether 
there was not an easier way to return. 
The answer was satisfactory, and my 
last nocturnal visit at Farmer Sin- 
clair's concluded. 



CHAPTER VL 



Why sleeps he not, when others are at rest ?— Byron. 



According to the explanation I had 
received, the road I was now to pursue 
was somewhat longer, but much bet- 
ter, than that which I generally took. 
It was to lead me home through the 

-churchyard of , the same, by the 

by, which Lord Vincent had particu- 
larised in his anecdote of the myste- 
rious stranger. The night was clear, 
but windy : there were a few light 
clouds passing rapidly over the moon, 
which was at her full, and shone 
through the frosty air, with all that 
cold and transparent brightness so 
peculiar to our northern winters. I 
walked briskly on till I came to the 
churchyard; I could not then help 
pausing (notwithstanding my total 



deficiency in all romance) to look for 
a few moments at the exceeding beauty 
of the scene around me. The church 
itself was extremely old, and stood 
alone and grey, in the rude simplicity 
of the earliest form of gothic architec- 
ture : two large dark yew-trees drooped 
on each side over tombs, which, from 
their size and decorations, appeared to 
be the last possession of some quon- 
dam lords of the soil. To the left, the 
ground was skirted by a thick and 
luxuriant copse of evergreens, in the 
front of which stood one tall, naked 
oak, stem and leafless, a very token 
of desolation and decay; there were 
but few grave stones scattered about, 
and these were, for the most part. 
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hidden by the long wild grass which 
wreathed and climbed ronnd them. 
Over all, the blue skies and still moon 
shed that solemn light, the eSset of 
which, either on the scene or the feel- 
ings, it is 90 impossible to describe. 

I was jnst about to renew my walk, 
when a tall, dark figure, wrapped up 
like myself, in a large French cloak, 
passed slowly along from the other 
side of the church, and paused by the 
copse I have befdre mentioned. I was 
riirouded at that moment from his 
sight by one of the yew trees ; he stood 
still only for a few moments ; he then 
flung himself upon the earth, and 
sobbed, audibly, even at the spot 
where I was standing. I was in doubt 
whether to wait longer or to proceed ; 
my way lay just by him, and it might 
be dangerous to interrupt so substan- 
tial an apparition. However, my cu- 
riosity was excited, and my feet were 
half frozen, two cogent reasons for 
proceeding ; and, to say truth, I was 
never very much frightened by any 
thing dead or alive. 

Accordingly I left my obscurity, 
and walked slowly onwards. I had 
not got above three paces before the 
figure arose, and stood erect and mo- 
tionless before me. His hat had &llen 
off, and the moon shone full upon his 
countenance ; it was not the wild ex- 
pression of intense anguish which 
dwelt on those hueless and sunken 
features, nor their quick chuige to 
ferocity and defiance, as his eye fell 
upon me, which made me start back 
and feel my heart stand stQl ! Not- 
withstanding the fearful ravages gra- 
ven in that countenance, once so bril- 
liant with the graces of boyhood, I 
recognised, at one glance, those still 
noble and striking features. It was 
Beginald Glanville who stood before 
me I I recovered myself instantly ; 1 1 



threw myself towards him, and called 
him by his name. He turned hastily ; 
but I would not suffer him to escape ; 
I put my hand upon his arm, and 
drew him towards me. " Glanville 1 '* 
I exclaimed, " it is I ! it is your old — 
old friend, Henry Pelham. Good Hea- 
vens ! have I met you at last, and in 
such a scene V 

Glanville shook me from him in an 
instant, covered his teuoe with his 
hands, and sank down with one wild 
cry, which went fearfully through that 
still place, upon the spot from which 
he had but just risen. I knelt beside 
him; I took his hand ; I spoke to him 
in every endearing term that I could 
think of; and, roused and excited as 
my feelings were, by so strange and 
sudden a meeting, I felt my tears 
involuntarily falling over the hand 
which I held in my own. Glanville 
turned; he looked at me for one 
moment, as if fully to recognise me ; 
and then throwing himself in my 
arms, wept like a child. 

It was but for a few minutes that 
this weakness lasted; he rose sud- 
denly — the whole expression of his 
countenance was changed — ^the tears 
still rolled in large drops down his 
cheeks, but the proud, stem character 
which the features had assumed, 
seemed to deny the feelings which 
that feminine weakness had betrayed. 

" Pelham," he said, " you have seen 
me thus ; I had hoped that no living 
eye would — ^this is the last time in 
which I shall indulge this folly. Gk>d 
bless you — ^we shall meet again — and 
this night shall then seem to you like 
a dream." 

I would have answered, but he 
turned swiftly, passed in one mom^it 
through the copse, and in the next 
had disappeared. 
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CHAPTER yn. 

Yon reach a chilling chamber, where you dread 
Dampa.— Crabbb's- Borotigh, 



I COULD not sleep the whole of that 
nighl^ and the next morning I set off 
early, with the resolution of discoyer- 
ing where Olanyille hsid taken up his 
abode ; it was evident from his having 
been so frequendy seen, that it must 
be in the immediate neighbourhood. 

I went first to Farmer Sinclair's; 
they had often remarked him, but 
could give me no other information. 
I then proceeded towards the coast ; 
there was a small public-house belong- 
ing to Sir Lionel close by the sea 
shore ; never had I seen a more bleak 
and dreary prospect than that which 
stretched for miles around this mise- 
rable cabin. How an innkeeper could 
live there, is a mystery to me at 
this day — I should have imagined it 
a spot upon which anything but a 
sea-gull or a Scotchman would have 
starved. 

" Just the sort of place, however," 
thought I, ''to hear something of 
Olanville." I went into the house ; I 
inquired, and heard that a strange 
gentleman had been lodging for the 
last two or three weeks at a cottage 
about a mile further up the coast. 
Thither I bent my steps; and after 
having met two crows, and one officer 
on the preventive service, I arrived 
safely at my new destination. 

It was a house a little better, in 
outward appearance, than the wretched 
hut I had just left, for I observe in all 
situations, and in all houses, that 'Hhe 
public" is not too well served. : but the 
situation was equally lonely and deso- 
late. The house itself, which belonged 
to an individual, half-fisherman and 
half-smuggler, stood in a sort of bay. 



between two tall, ragged, black clifi^. 
Before the door hung various nets to 
dry beneath the genial warmth of a 
winter's sun ; and a broken boat, with 
its keel uppermost, fiimished an ad- 
mirable habitation for a hen and her 
family, who £^peared to receive en 
2)en8ionaxL old clerico-bachelor-looking 
raven. I cast a suspicious glance at 
the last-mentioned personage; which 
hopped towards me with a very hostile 
appearance, and entered the threshold 
with a more rapid step, in consequence 
of sundry apprehensions of a preme- 
ditated assault. 

" I understand," said I, to an old, 
dried, brown female, who looked like 
a resuscitated red-herring, "that a 
gentleman is lodging here." 

" No, sir," was the answer : " he left 
us this morning." 

The reply came upon me like a 
shower bath ; I was both chilled and 
stunned by so imezpected a shock. 
The old woman, on my renewing my 
inquiries, took me up stairs, to a small, 
wretched room, to which the damps 
literally clung. In one comer was a 
flock-bed, still unmade, and opposite 
to it, a three-legged stool, a chair, and 
an antique carved oak table, a dona- 
tion perhaps from some squire in the 
neighbourhood ; on this last were 
scattered fragments of writing paper, 
a cracked cup half full of ink, a pen, 
and a broken ramrod. As I mecha- 
nically took up the latter, the woman 
said, in a charming patois, which I 
shall translate, since I cannot do jus- 
tice to the original : — " The gentle- 
man, sir, said he came here for a few 
weeks to shoot ; he brought a gun, a 
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large dog, and a small portmanteau. 
He stayed nearly a month ; he used to 
spend all the mornings in the fens, 
though he must have been but a poor 
shot, for he seldom brought home any- 
thing ; and we fear, sir, that he was 
rather out of his mind, for he used to 
go out alone at night, and stay some- 
times till morning. However, he was 
quite quiet, and behaved to us like a 
gentleman ; so it was no business of 
ours, only my husband does think — " 

"Pray," interrupted I, "why did 
he leave you so suddenly V* 

" Lord, sir, I don't know ! but he 
told us for several days past that he 
Rhould not stay over the week, and 
80 we were not surprised when he left 
us this morning at seven o'clock. Poor 
gentleman, my heart bled for him 
vhen I saw him look so pale and ill." 

And here I did see the good 
woman's eyes fill with tears : but she 
wiped them away, and took advan- 
tage of the additional persuasion they 
gave to her natural whine to say, " If, 
sir, you know of any young gentle- 
man who likes fen-shooting, and wants 
a nice, pretty, quiet apartment — " 

" I will certainly recommend this," 
said I. 

"You see it at present," rejoined 
tlie latidlady, " quite in a litter like ; 
but it is really a sweet place in 
summer." 

"Charming," said I, with a cold 
shiver, hurrying do¥m the stairs, with 
a pain in my ear, and the rheumatism 
in my shoulder. 

"And this," thought I, "was Glan- 
ville's residence for nearly a month ! 
I wonder he did not exhale into a 
vapour, or moisten into a green 
damp." 

I went home by the churchyard. 
I paused on the spot where I had last 
seen him. A small grave-stone rose 



above the mound of earth on which 
he had thrown himself; it was per- 
fectly simple. The date of the year 
and month (which showed that many 
weeks had not elapsed since the death 
of the deceased) and the initials G. D., 
made the sole inscription on the 
stone. Beside this tomb was one of 
a more pompous description, to the 
memory of a Mrs. Douglas, which had 
with the simple tumulus nothing in 
common, unless the initial letter of 
the surname, corresponding with the 
latter initial on the neighbouring 
gravestone, might authorise any con- 
nection between them, not supported 
by that similitude of style usually 
found in the cenotaphs of the same 
family : the one, indeed, might have 
covered the grave of a humble vil» 
lager — the other, the resting-place of 
the lady of the manor. 

I found, therefore, no clue for the 
labyrinth of surmise; and I went 
home, more vexed and disappointed 
with my day's expedition than I liked 
to acknowledge to myself.' 

Lord Vincent met me in the hall. 
" Delighted to see you," said he ; "I 

haye just been to (the nearest 

town), in order to discover what sort 
of savages abide there. Great pre- 
parations for a ball — all the tallow 
candles in the town are bespoken — 
and I heard a most uncivilised fiddle, 

* Twang short and sharp, like the shrill 
swallow's cry.* 

The one milliner's shop was full of 
fat squiresses, buying muslin ammu- 
nition, to make the hall go off; and 
the attics, even at four o'clock, were 
thronged with rubicund damsels, who 
were already, as Shakspeare says oi 
waves in a storm, 

* Curling their monstrous heads.* " 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

Jiuqu'an reroir le del vous tienne tous en Joto.*— Molterm. 



' I WA3 now pretty well tired of 
Garrett Park. Lady Roseville was 

going to H , where I also had 

«n invitation. Lord Vincent me- 
ditated an excursion to Paris. Mr. 
Davison had already departed. Miss 
Trafford had been gone, God knows 
how long, and I was not at all dis- 
posed to be left, like "the last rose 
of sonuner,'' in angle blessedness at 
Garrett Park. Vincent, Wormwood, 
and myself, all agreed to leave on the 
same day. 

The morning of our departure ar- 
rived. We sat down to break&st as 
usual. Lord Vincent's carriage was 
at the door ; his groom was walking 
about his &vourite saddle horse. 

*' A beautiful mart that is of your's," 
said I, carelessly looking at it, and 
reaching across the' table to help 
myself to the yM defoie grae, 

** Mare !" exclaimed the incorrigible 
punster, delighted with my mistake : 
** I thought that you would have been 
better acquainted with your propria 
gucB maribus." , 

"Humph !** said Wormwood, "when 
I look at you I am always at least re- 
minded of the ' as in proBserUi ! ' '* 

Lord Vincent drew up and looked 
unutterable anger. Wormwood went 
on with his dry toast, and Lady Rose- 
ville, who that morning had, for a 
wonder, come down to break&st, good- 
naturedly took off the bear. Whether 
or not his ascetic nature was some- 
what modified by the soft smiles and 
softer voice of the beautiful countess, 
I cannot pretend to say ; but he cer- 

* Heaven keep you merrp till tee meet 
again. 
No. 42. 



tainly entered into a conversation with 
her, not much rougher than that of a 
less gifted individual might have been. 
They talked of literature. Lord Byron, 
conversaziones, and Lydia White.* 

" Miss White," said Lady RoseviUe, 
"has not only the best command of 
language herself, but she gives lan- 
guage toother people. Dinnerparties, 
usually so stupid, are, at her house, 
quite delightful. There, I have actu- 
ally seen English people look happy, 
and one or two even almost natuitd." 

"Ah I" said Wormwood, "that is 
indeed rare. With us everything is 
assumption. We are still exactly 
like the English suitor to Portia, in 
the Merchant of Venice. We take 
our doublet from one country, our 
hose Arom another, and our behaviour 
everywhere. Fashion with us is like 
the man in one of Le Sage's novels, 
who was constantly changing his ser- 
vants, and yet had but one suit of 
livery, which every new comer, whe- 
ther he was tall or short, fat or thin, 
was obliged to wear. We adopt man- 
ners, however incongruous and ill 
suited to our nature, and thus we 
always seem awkward and constrained. 
But Lydia White's aairiea are indeed 
agreeable. I remember the last time 
I dined there, we were six in number, 
and though we were not blessed with 
the company of Lord Vincent, the 
conversation was without ' let or flaw.' 

Every one, even S , said good 

things." 

"Indeed!" cried Lord Vincent, 
" and pray, Mr. Wormwood, what did 
you say 1" 

* Written before the death of that lady. 
c 2 
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" Why," answered the poet, glanc- 
ing with a significant sneer over Yin- 
cent's somewhat inelegant person, '' I 
thought of your lordship's figure, and 
said— grraoe/" 

" Hem — ^hem ! — ' Gratia Trwlorum 
tarn injlda est quam ipsi,* as Pliny 
says," muttered Lord Vincent, getting 
up hastily, aad buttoning his coat. 

I tooik the <q[yp(«iunity of the en- 
suing paaae to approaeh Lady Bose- 
ville, uid whliqper my adieus. She 
was kind and even warm to me in 
xetuming them; and pressed me, 
with aomeihing manrellously like sin- 
o^ty, to be sure to eome and see her 
direetly she retiimed to London. I 
soon disekaiged the duties of my re- 
malBJng fiureweUa^ and in leas than 
half an bou; was more thaa a mile 
distant from Ganrett Pftrk and its 
inhabitants. I can't say that for one, 
who, like mysdf, is fond of being made 
a great deal of, there is anything very 
ddightful in those Tisits into the 
country. It maybe all well enough 
for married people who, from the 
m«re £Etet of hehtg married, are always 
entitled to certain consideration, put 
— £Mr instaaee — ^into a bed-room, a 
little laiger than a dog-k^inel, and 
accommodated with a looking-glaafl^ 



that does not distort one's features like 
a paralytic stroke. But we single men 
suffer a plurality of evils and hardships, 
in intrusting ourselves to the casualties 
of rural hospitality. We are thrust up 
into any attic repository — exposed to 
the mercy of rats, and the incursions 
of swallows. Our lavations are per- 
formed in a cracked basin, and 
we are BO &r removed from human 
assistance that our very bells sink 
into silence before they reach half 
way down the stairs. But two days 
before I left Garrett Park, I my- 
self saw an enormous mouse run away 
with my shaving soap, without any 
possible means of resisting the ag- 
gression. Oh ! the hardships of a 
single man are beyond conception; 
and what is worse, the very misfor- 
tune of being single deprives one of 
all sympathy. ** A single man can 
do this^ and a single man ought to do 
that, and a mn^e man may be put 
here, and a single man maybe sent 
there," are maTims that I have been 
in the habit of hearing constantly 
inculcated and never disputed during 
my whole life ; and so, from our fare 
and treatment being coarse in all 
matttfs, they have at last grown to 
be all mattes in course. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Therefore to France^— IT^nry IV. 



I WAS rejoiced to find myself again, 
in London. I went to my other's 
honse in Grosvenor-square. All the 
£unilj, riz., he and my mother, were 
down at H ; and despite my aver- 
sion to the countiy, I thought I might 

Tentore as £ur as Lady ^"s for a 

couple of days. Accordingly, to H- 



I went. That is really a noble house 
— such a hall — such a gallery ! I found 
my mother in the drawing-room, 
admiring the picture of his late 
Hajesty. She was leaning on the aim 
of a tall, fiur young man. ** Henry," 
said she (introducing me to him), 
-«do you remember your old school- 
fellow. Lord George Clinton T 

" Perfectiy;* said I (though I re- 
membered nothing about him), and 
we shook hands in the most cordial 
manner imaginable. By the way, 
there is no greater bore than being 
called upon to recollect men, with 
whom one had been at school some 
ten years back. Li the first place, 
if they were not in one's own set, one 
most likely scarcely knew them to 
speak to; and, in the second place, 
if they were in one's own set, they are 
sure to be entirely opposite to the 
nature we haye since acquired : for I 
scarcely ever knew an instance of the 
companions of one's boyhood bdng 
agreeable to the tastes of one's man- 
hood :— a strong proof of the folly 
of people, who send their sons to Eton 
and Harrow ioform connecUom / 

Clinton was on the eye of setting 
ont upon his travels. His intention 
was to stay a year at Paris, and he 
was full of ihe Uissfiil expectations the 
ideaof that city had conjured up. We 
remained together all the evening, and 
took a prodigious fiftncy to one another 



Long before I went to bed, he had 
perfectly inoculated me with his own 
ardour for continental adventures; 
and, indeed, I had half promised to 
accompany him. My mother, when I 
first told her of my travelling inten- 
tions, was ,in despair, but by degrees 
she grew reconciled to the idea. 

''Your health will improve by a 
purer air," said she, " and your pro- 
nunciation of French is, at present, 
any thing but correct. Take care of 
yourself, therefore, my dear son, and 
pray lose no time in engaging Coulon 
as your maiire de danae," 

My fsther gave me his blessing, and 
a cheque on his banker. Within 
three dkys I had arranged every thing 
with Clinton, and, on the fourth, I 
returned with him to Lcmdon. Thence 
we set off to Dover — embarked — 
dined, for the first time in our lives, 
on French ground — ^were astonished 
to find so little difference between the 
two countries, and still more so at 
hearing even the little children talk 
French so well*— proceeded to Abbe- 
ville — there poor Clinton fell ill : for 
several days we were delayed in that 
abominable town, and then Clinton, 
by the advice of the doctors, returned 
to England. I went back with him 
as £ur as Dover, and then, impatient at 
my loss of time, took no rest, night or 
day, till I found myself at Paris. 

Young, well-bom, tolerably good- 
looking, and never utterly destitute of 
money, nor grudging whatever enjoy- 
ment it could procure, I entered Paris 
with the ability and the resolution to 
make thebestof those ieaua;>ottr«which 
so rapidly glide from our possession. 

* See Addieon's TrayelB for tUi idea, 
c 2 
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CHAPTER X. 

Beeit thou how gayly my young maister goes ?— Bishop Hall's Satires- 
Qui Tit sans folie, n'est pas si sage qu'il croit*— La Bochjbtoocault. 



I LOST no time in presenting my 
letters of introduction, and they were 
as quickly acknowledged by invita- 
tions to balls and dinners. Paris was 
full to excess, and of a better descrip- 
.tion'of English than those who usually 
overflow that reservoir of the world. 
My first engagement was to dine with 
Lord and Lady Bennington, who were 
among the very few English intimate 
in the best French houses. 

On entering Paris I had resolved 
to set up " a character ;" for I was 
always of an ambitious nature, and 
desirous of being distinguished from 
the ordinary herd. ■ After various 
cogitations as to the particular one I 
should assume, I thought - nothing 
appeared more likely to be obnoxious 
to men, and therefore pleasing to 
women, than an egregious coxcomb : 
accordingly, I arranged my hair into 
ringlets, dressed myself with singular 
plainness and simplicity (a low person, 
by the by, would have done just the 
contrary), and, putting on an air of 
exceeding languor, made my maiden 
appearance at Lord Bennington's. 
The party was small, and equally 
divided between French and English : 
the former had been all emigrants, 
and the conversation was chiefly in 
our own tongue. 

I was placed, at dinner, next to 
Miss Paulding, an elderly young lady, 
of some notoriety at Paris, very clever, 
very talkative, and very conceited. A 
young, pale, ill-natured looking man, 

* Who live* ufithout folly U not so wise 
as he thinks* 



sat on her left hand; this was Mr. 
Aberton. 

"Dear me!" said Miss Paulding, 
" what a pretty chain that is of your's, 
Mr. Aberton." 

" Yes," said Mr. Aberton, " I know 
it must be pretty, for I got it at 
Breguet's, with ihe watch." (How 
common people always buy their 
opinions with their goods, and regu- 
late the height of the former by the 
mere price or flishion of the latter !) 

"Pray, Mr. Pelham," said Miss 
Paulding, turning to me, " have you 
got one of Breguet's watches yet ?" 

" Watch !" said 1: "do you think 
/ could ever wear a watch 1 I know 
nothing so plebeian. What can any 
one, but a man of business, who has 
nine hours for his counting-house 
and one for his dinner, ever possibly 
want to know the time for? *An 
assignation,' you will say : true, but — 
if a man is worth having, he is surely 
worth waiting for ! " 

Miss Paulding opened her eyes, and 
Mr. Aberton Ms mouth. A pretty 
lively French woman opposite (Ma- 
dame d'Anville) laughed, and imme- 
diately joined in our conversation, 
which, on my part, was, during the 
whole dinner, kept up exactly in the 
same strun. 

Madame d'Anville was delighted, 
and Miss Paulding astonished. Mr. 
Aberton mattered to a &t, foolish 
Lord Luscombe, " What a damnation 
puppy r-^-and every one, even to old 
Madame de Q s, seemed to con- 
sider me impertinent enough to be- 
come the rage ! 
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As for me, I was perfectly satisfied 
with the effect I had produced, and I 
went away the first, in order to give 
the men an opportunity of abusing 
me ; for whenever the men abuse, the 
women, to support alike their coquetry 
and the conyerss^tion, .think them- 
selves called upon to defend. 

The next day I rode into the 
€hamps Elys^es. I always valued 
myself particularly upon my riding, 
and my horse was both the most fieiy 
and the most beautiful in Paris. The 
first person I saw was Madame d'An- 
ville. At that moment I was reining 
in my horse, and conscious, as the 
wind waved my long curls, that I was 
looking to the veiy best advantage; 
I made my horse bound towards her 
cajrn&ge, (which she immediately 
stopped,) and made at once my salu- 
tations and my court. 
• "I. am going," said she, "to the 

Duchesse D *s this evening — ^it is 

7ier night — do come." 

« I don't know her," said I. 

« Tell me your hotel, and I *11 send 



you an invitation before dinner," re- 
joined Madame d'Anville. 

" I lodge," said I, "at the Hdtel de 

, Eue de Rivoli, on the second 

floor at present ; next year, I suppose, 
according to the usual gradations in 
the life of a garfon, I shall be on the 
third : for here the purse and the per- 
son seem to be playing at see-saw — 
the latter rises as the former descends." 

We went on conversing for about a 
quarter of an hour, in which I endear 
voured to make the pretty French- 
woman believe that all the good 
opinion I possessed of myself the day 
before, I had that morning entirely 
transferred to her. account. 

As I rode home I met Mr. Aberton, 
with three or four other men ; with 
that glaring good-breeding, so peculiar 
to the English, he instantly directed 
their eyes towards me in one mingled 
and concentrated stare. " ITimporte" 
thought I, "they must be devilish 
clever fellows if they can find a single 
fault either in my horse or myself" 



CHAPTER XL 

Lud ! what a group the motley scene discloses. 
False wits, false wires, false virgins, and false spouses. 

Gounuiith's Epilogue to the Comedy of Vie Sisters. 



Masave D'Anville kept her pro- 
mise — ^the invitation was duly sent, 
and accordingly, at half past ten, to 
the Rue d'Anjou I drove. 

The rooms were already fulL Lord 
Bennington was standing by the door, 
and close by him, looking exceedingly 
distrait, was my old friend Lord Vin- 
cent. They both came towards me at 
the same moment. "Strive not," 
thought I, looking at the stately de- 
meanour of the one, and the humorous 
expression of countenance in the other 
— " strive not, Tragedy nor Comedy, 
to engross a Garrick." I spoke first 



to Lord Bennington, for I knew he 
would be the 'sooner despatched, and 
then for the next quarter of an hour 
found myself overflowed with all. the 
witticisms poor Lord Vincent had for 
days been obliged to retain. I made 
an engagement to dine with him at 
Very's the next day, and then glided 
off towards Madame D'Anville. 

She was surrounded with men, and 
talking to each with that vivacity 
which, in a Frenchwoman, is so grace- 
ful, and in an Englishwoman would 
be so vulgar. Though her eyes were 
not directed towards me, she saw me 
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approach by that instixictiTe percep- 
tion which all coquettes poMess, and 
snddenly altering her leat, made way 
for me beside her. I did not lose so 
fkronrable an opportunity of gaining 
her good graces, and losing those of 
all the male animals arounid her. I 
sank down on the Tacant chair and 
contrived, with the most nnabashed 
efirontery, and yet, with the most con- 
summate dexterity to make eyery- 
thing that I said pleasing to her, 
reYolling to some one of her attencU 
ants. Wormwood himself could not 
have succeeded better. One by one 
they dropped off, and we were left 
alone among the crowd. Then, in- 
deed, I chained the whole tone of my 
conyersation. Sentiment succeeded to 
satire, and the pretence of feeling to 
that of affectation. In short, I was so 
resolved to please that I could scarcely 
fiul to succeed. 

In this main object of the evening 
I was not however solely employed. I 
should have been very undeserving of 
that character for observation which I 
flatter myself I peculiarly deserve, if I 
had not, during the three hours I 

stayed at Madame D 's, conned 

over every person remarkable for any 
thing, from rank to a riband. The 
Duchesse herself was a fJEdr, pretty, 
clever woman, with manners rather 
English than French. She was lean- 
ing, at the time I paid my respects to 
her, on the arm of an Italian count, 
tolerably well known at Paris. Poor 
^il I hear he is sinee mar- 
ried. He did not deserve so heavy a 
calamity 1 * 

Sir Henry Millington was close by 
her, earefilly paieked up in his coat 



and waistcoat. Certainly, that man is 
the best padder in Europe. 

" Come and sit by me, Millington," 
cried old Lady Oldtown ; " I have a 
good story to tell you of the Due de 

Sir Henry, with difficulty, turned 
round lus magnific^it head, and mut- 
tered out some unintelligible excuse. 
The fiict was, that poor Sir Heniy was 
not that evening made to sit down — 
he had only his standing up eoai on t 
Lady Oldtown — heaven knows — is 
easily consoled. She supplied the 
place of the baronet with a most 
superbly mustachioed Qerman. 

" Who," said I, to Madame d'An- 
ville, "are those pretty girls in white, 
talking with such eagerness to Mr. 
Aberton and Lord Losoombe 1" 

"What!" said the Frenchwoman, 
" have you been ten days in Paris and 
not been introduced to the Miss Carl- 
tons 1 Let me tell you that your re- 
putation among your countr^onen at 
Paris depends solely upon their ver- 
dict." 

"And upon your favour," added I. 

" Ah ; " said she, " you must have 
had your origin in France; you 
have something about you almost 
Parisian." 

" Pray," said I, (after having duly 
acknoidedged this compliment, the 
very highest that a Frenchwoman 
can bestow,) " what did you really and 
candidly think of our countrymen 
during your residence in England %" 

" I will tell you," answered Madame 
d'Anville; "they are brave, honesty 
generous, mais Us sont demirbar* 
bares I*** 



* But they are hatf-barbariaHg. 
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Pia mater 



Plus qnazn se aspen, et Tirtutibiis 
Yult, ek ait prope T«ra.*— Hob. SmL 



p ri orum 



Vere (jf) mihi festusatras 



Ezimet cnras.— Hob. Or. 



Thb next morning I received a 
letter from my mother. "My dear 
Henry,** began my affectionate and 
incomparable parent — 

" My dear Hsnbt^ 

" Ton have now fairly entered the 
world, and though at your age my 
advice may be but little followed, my 
experience cannot altogether be use- 
less. I shall, therefore, make no 
i^logy for a few precepts, which I 
trust may tend to make you a wiser 
and a better man. 

" I hope, in the first place, that you 
hare left your letter at the ambas- 
sador's, and that you will not £Etil to 
go there as often as possible. Pay 

your court in particular to Lady . 

She is a charming person, uniyersally 
popular, and one of the very few 
English people to whom one may 
safely be dvil. Apropos of English 
civility, you have, I hope, by this 
time diseovered ibxt you have to 
assume a very different manner with 
Prench people from that with our 
own countrymen : with us, the least 
appearance of feeling or enthusiasm is 
certain to be ridiculed everywhere; 
but in France, you may venture to 
seem not quite devoid of all natural 
sentiments: indeed, if you affect 
enthusiasm, they will give you credit 



* WUh ioge advice^ and manp a sober truths 
The pious mother moulds to shape the 

pouth. Hawkb's Paraphrase. 

The applieatkm of the second motto rests 
solely uponaA nntranalateable playof words. 



for genius, and they will place all the 
qualities of the heart to the account 
of the head. Tou know that in 
England, if you seem desirous of a 
person's acquaintance, you are sure to 
lose it; they imagine you have some 
design upon their wives or their din- 
ners; but in France you can never 
lose by politeness : nobody will call 
your civility forwardness and pushing. 

If the Princesse de T , and the 

Buchesse de D > ask you to their 

houses (which ind^ they will, di- 
rectly you have left your letters), go 
there two or three times a week, if 
only for a few minutes in the evening. 
It is very hard to be acquainted with 
great French people, but to^en you 
are, it is your own &ult if you are not 
intimate with them. 

** Most Engliflh people have a kind 
of diffidence and scruple at calling in 
the evening — this is perfectly mi» 
placed : the French are never ashamed 
of themsdves, like us, whose persons, 
families, and houses are never fit to 
be seen, unless they are dressed out 
for a purty. 

''Don't imagine that the ease of 
French manners is at all like what 
toe call ease: you must not lounge 
on your chair — ^nor put your feet 
upon a stool — nor forget yourself 
for one single moment when you are 
talking with women. 

" Yon have heard a great deal about 
the gallantries of the French ladies ; 
but remember that they demand infi- 
nitely greater attention than English 
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women do ; and that after a month's 
Incessant devotion, you may lose every 
thing by a moment's neglect. 

" You will not, my dear son, misin- 
terpret these hints. I suppose, of 
course, that all your liaiaona are 
platMiic. 

" Your father is laid up with the 
gout, and dreadfiilly ill-tempered and 
peevish ; however, I keep out of the 
way as much as possible. I dined 
yesterday at Lady Eoseville's : she 
praised you very much, said your 
manners were particularly good, and 
that no one, if he pleased, could be at 
once so brilliantly original, yet so 
completely bon ton. Lord Vincent 
is, I understand, at Paris ; though very 
tiresome with his learning and Latin, 
he is exceedingly clever and much 
in vogue; be sure to cultivate his 
acquaintance. 

" If you are ever at a loss as to the 
individual character of a person you 
■wish to gain, the general knowledge 
of human nature will teach you one 
infallible specific, —/a«crj/ / The 
quantity and quality may vary accord- 
ing to the exact niceties of art ; but, 
in any quantity and in any quality, it 
is more or less acceptable, and there- 
fore certain to please. Only never 
(or "at least very, rarely) flatter when 
other people, besides the one to be 
flattered, are by ; in that case you 
offend the rest, and you make even 
your intended dupe ashamed to be 
pleased. 

"In general, weak minds think 
only of others, and yet seem only 
occupied with themiselves; you, on 
the contrary, must appear wholly 
engrossed with those, about you, and 
yet never have a single idea which 
does not terminate in yourself: a 
fool, my dear Heniy, flatters himself 
—a wise man flatters the fool. 

"^ God bless you, my dear child, 
take care of your health— don't forget 
Coulon; and believe me your most 
affectionate mother, "P. P." 



By the time I had read this letter, 
and dressed myself for the evening, 
Vincent's carriage was at the door. 
I hate the affectation of keeping 
people waiting, and went down so 
quickly that I met his facetious lord- 
ship upon the stairs. "Devilish 
windy," said I, as we were getting 
into the carriage. 

"Yes," said Vincent; "but tte 
moral Horace reminds us of our 
remedies as well as our misfortune — 

' Jam galeam Pallas, et ocgida, 
Curnisque— parat '— 

viz. : ' Providence that prepares the 
gale, gives us also a great coat and a 
carriage.' " 

We were not long driving to the 
Palais Royal. Veiy's was crowded 
to excess — "A very low set I" said 
Lord Vincent, (who, being half a 
liberal, is of course a thorough aristo- 
crat,) looking round at the various 
English who occupied the apartment. 

There was, indeed, a motley congre- 
gation; country esquires; extracts 
from the universities; half-pay ofiicers; 
city clerks in frogged coats and mus- 
tachios; two or three of a better 
looking description, but in reality 
half swindlers, half gentlemen : all, in 
short, fit specimens of that wandering 
tribe, which spread over the continent 
the renown and the ridicule of good 
old England. 

" Oarfon, gar^on** cried a stout 
gentleman, who made one of three at 
the table next to us, " Donnez-ncma 
une sole frite pour un, et despommes 
de terre pour trois f" 

"Humph!" said Lord Vincent; 
"fine ideas of English taste these 
gargons must entertain; men who 
prefer fried soles and potatoes to the 
various delicacies they can command 
here, might, by the same perversion 
of taste, prefer Bloomfield's poems to 
Byron's. Delicate taste depends solely 
upon the physical construction ; and 
a man who has it not in cookery, must 
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want it in literature. Fried sole and 
potatoes ! ! If I had written a volume, 
whose merit was in elegance, I would 
not show it to such a man !— ^but he 
might be an admirable critic upon 
' Cobbett's Register/ or ' Every Man 
his own brewer.* " 

"Excessively true,** said I; "what 
shall we order V' 

**jyabwd, des huUres d Ostende" 
said Yincent ; " as to the rest/' taking 
hold of the carte, " deliberare utUia 
mora vtUissima est** * 

We were soon engaged in all the 
pleasures and pains of a dinner. 

** Petimus" said Lord Vincent, 
helping himself to some potdet d 

VAusUrlitz, "petirmia bene vivere, 

guodpetis, hie est ?" f 

We were not, however, assured of 
that &ct at the termination of dinner. 
If half the dishes were well conceived 
and better executed, the other half 
were proportionably bad. V^ry is, 
indeed, no longer the prince of res- 
taurateurs. The low English who 
have flocked thither, have entirely 
ruined the place. What waiter — ^what 



* To deliberate on thinge us^ul is the 
most u$^l delay. 

t We seek to live well— leAat pou suh is 
here* 



cook can possibly respect men who 
take no soup, and begin with a rdti; 
who know neither what is good nor 
what is bad; who eat rognons at 
dinner instead of at breakfast, and 
faXL into raptures over satice JRobert 
sudpieds de cockcm; who cannot tell, 
at the first taste, whether the beaune 
is premOre quality, or the fricass^ 
made of yesterday^s chicken; who 
suffer in the stomach after a cluim- 
pigrion, and die with indigestion of a 
truffle ? J English people, English 
people! why can you not stay and 
perish of apoplexy and Yorkshire 
pudding at home ] 

By the time we had drunk our 
coffee it was considerably past nine 
o'clock, and Vincent had business at 
the ambassador's before ten ; we 
therefore parted for the night. 

"What do you think of Vary's]'* 
said I, as we were at the door. 

" Why," replied Vincent, "when I 
recall the astonishing heat of the place, 
which has almost sent me to sleep ; 
the exceeding number of times in 
which that bicasse had been re-roasted, 
and the extortionate length of our 
bills, I say of Vary's, what Hamlet • 
said of the world, ' Weary, stale, and 
unprofitable /* " 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

I would fight wifh proad swords, and sink point on the first plood drawn Uke 
gOitieBian'B.— T)k« Chronicles cf the Can&ngate. 



I STBOLLBD idly along the PaUus 
Boyal (which English people, in some 
sUly proverb, call the capital of Paris, 
whereas no French man of any rank, 
nor French woman of any respecta- 
bility, is ever seen in its promenades) 
till, being somewhat cnrions to enter 
some of the smaller cafis, I went into 
one of the meanest of them, took up 
a Journal des Speckuiee, and called 
for some lemonade. At the next 
table to me sat two or three French- 
men, evidently of inferior rank, and 
talking very londly over England and 
the English. Their attention was 
soon fixed upon me. 

Have yon ever observed that if 
people are disposed to think ill of yon, 
nothing so soon determines them to 
do so as any act of yours, which, how- 
ever innocent and inoffensive, differs 
from their ordinary habits and cus- 
toms] Ko sooner had my lemonade 
made its appearance, than I perceived 
an increased sensation among my 
neighbours of the next table. In the 
first place, lemonade is not much 
drunk, as you may suppose, among 
the French in winter; and, in the 
second, my beverage had an appear- 
ance of ostentation, from being one 
of the dearest articles I could have 
called for. Unhappily I dropped my 
newspaper — ^it fell under the French- 
men's table; instead of calling the 
gar^on, I was foolish enough to stoop 
for it myself. It was exactly under 
the feet of one of the Frenchmen ; I 
asked him with the greatest civility, 
to move : he made no reply. I could 
not, for the life of me, refrain from 
giving him a slight, very slight push ; 



the next moment he moved in good 
earnest; the whole party sprang 
up as he set the example. The of- 
fended leg gave three terrific stamps 
upon the ground, and I was imme- 
diately assailed by a whole volley of 
unintelligible abuse. At that time 
I was very little accustomed to 
French vehemence, and perfectly 
unable to reply to the vituperations 
I received. 

Instead of answering them, I there- 
fore deliberated what was best to be 
done. I^ thought I, I walk away, they 
will think me a coward, and insult 
me in the streets; if I challenge 
them, I shall have to fight with men 
probably no better than shopkeepers ; 
if I strike this most noisy amongst 
them, he may be silenced, or he may 
demand satisfaction: if the former, 
well and good ; if the latter, why I 
shall have a better excuse for fighting 
him than I should have now. 

My resolution was therefore taken. 
I was never more free from passion in 
my life, and it was, therefore, with 
the utmost calmness and composure 
that, in the midst of my antagonist's 
harangue, I raised my hand and — 
quietly knocked him down. 

He rose in a moment. " Sortons,** 
said he, in a low tone, "a Frenchman 
never forgives a blow !" 

At that moment, an Englishman, 
who had been sitting unnoticed in an 
obscure comer of the cafi, came up 
and took me aside. 

"Sir," said he, "don't think of 
fighting the man ; he is a tradesman 
in the Bue St HonorL I myself 
have seen him behind the counter; 
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remember that *a ram may hiU a 
butcher:'* 

" Sir/' I replied, " I thank you a 
thousand times for your information. 
Fight, however, I must, and I '11 give 
you, like the Irishman, my reasons 
aflberwards : perhaps you will be my 
second." 

" With pleasure," said the English- 
man (a Frenchman would have said, 
"withpahil'*) 

We left the cafS together. My 
countiyman asked them if he should 
go to the gunsmith's for the pistols. 

''Pistols!" said the Frenchman's 
second: "we will only fight with 
swords." 

''No, no," said my new friend. 
* On ne prend pas le Uivre au tarn' 
houfin,* We are the challenged, and 
therefore have the choice of wef^xms." 

Luckily I overheard this dispute, 
and called to my second — "Swords or 
pistols," said I ; "it is quite the same 
to me. I am not bad at either, only 
do make haste." 

Swords, then, were chosen, and 
soon procured. Frenchmen never 
grow cool upon their quarrels : and as 
it was a fine, dear, starlight night, we 
went forthwith to the Boia de Bou- 
logne. We fixed our ground on a spot 
tolerably retired, and, I shoidd think, 
pretty often frequented for the same 
purpose. I was exceedingly confident, 
for I knew myself to have few equals 
in the art of fencing ; and I had all 
the advantage of coohiess, which my 
hero was a great deal too much in 
earnest to possess. We joined swords, 
and in a veiy few moments I diseo- 
vered that my opponent's life was at 
mydisposaL 
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Cest Uen" thought I ; "for once 
I '11 behave handsomely." 

The Frenchman made a desperate 
lunge. I struck his sword from his 
hand, caught it instantly, and, pre- 
senting it to him again, said — 

"I think myself peculiarly fortu- 
nate that I may now apologise for the 
affront I have put upon you. Will you 
permit my sincerest apologies to suf- 
fice? A man who can so well resent 
an injury, can forgive one." 

Was there ev^ a Frenchman not 
taken by a fine phrase? My hero 
received the sword with a low bow — 
the tears came into his eyes. 

"Sir," said he, "you have twice 
conquered." 

We left the spot with the greatest 
amity and affection, and re-entered, 
with a profusion of bows, our several 
Jiacres. 

" Let me," I said, when I found my- 
self alone with my second, " let me 
thank you most cordially for your 
assistance ; and allow me to cultivate 
an acquaintance so singularly begun. 

I lodgis at the Hotel de , Rue de 

Bivoli ; my name is Pelham. Yours 



"Thornton," replied my country- 
man. " I will lose no time in profiting 
by an offer of acquaintance which does 
me so much honour." 

With these and various other fine 
speeches, we employed the time till I 
was set down at my hotel; and my 
companion, drawing his cloak round 
him, departed on foot, to fulfil (he 
said, with a mysterimis air) a cer- 
tain assignation in the Fafd>owrg 
SL OermaiiL 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Erat homo Ingenlotiis, ftoatiu, acer, et qui plurimum et saUs haberet et fellis, neo 
eandoris minus.*— Pumr. 



I DO not know a more difficult 
cliaracter to describe than Lord Yin- 
cent's. Did I imitate certain writers, 
who think that the whole art of pour- 
traying individual character is to 
seize hold of some prominent pecu- 
liarity, and to introduce this distin- 
guishing trait, in all times and in all 
scenes, the difficulty would be removed. 
I shoidd only have to present to the 
reader a man, whose conversation was 
nothing but alternate jest and quota- 
tion — a due union of Yorick and 
Partridge. This would, however, be 
rendering great injustice to the cha- 
racter I wish to delineate. There 
were times when Yincent was earnestly 
engrossed in discussion in which a 
jest rarely escaped him, and quotation 
was introduced only as a serious 
illustration, not as a humorous pecu- 
liarity. He possessed great miscel- 
laneous erudition, and a memory. per- 
fectly surprising for its fidelity and 
extent. He was a severe critic, and 
had a peculiar art of quoting from each 
author he reviewed, some part that 
particularly told against him. Like 
most men, if in the theoiy of philoso- 
phy he was tolerably rigid, in its prac- 
tice he was more than tolerably loose. 
By his tenets you would have consi- 
dered him a very Cato for stubbornness 
and sternness: yet was he a very 
child in his concession to the whim 
of the moment. Fond of meditation 
and research, he was still fonder of 
mirth and amusement ; and while he 



* " He toat a clever and able man— acute, 
§harp-~*eith abundance <if wit and no less 
<y candour.— CooKK," 



was among the most instructive, he 
was also the boonest, of companions. 
When .alone with me, or .with men 
whom he imagined like me, his 
pedantiy (for more or less, he always 
was pedantic) took only a jocular 
tone ; with the savant or the hel esprit, 
it became grave, searching, and sar- 
castic. He was rather a contradictor 
than a favourer of ordinary opinions : 
and this, perhaps, led him not unoften 
into paradox : yet was there much 
soundness, even in his most vehement 
notions, and the strength of mind 
which made him think only for him- 
self, was visible in all the productions 
it created. I have hitherto only given 
his conversation in one of its moods ; 
henceforth I shall be just enough 
occasionally to be dull, and to present 
it sometimes to the reader in a graver 
tone. 

Buried deep beneath the surface of 
his character, was a hidden, yet a 
restless ambition: but this was per- 
haps, at present, a secret even to 
himself. We know not our own 
characters till time teaches us self- 
knowledge: if we are vnse, we may 
thank ourselves ; if we are great, we 
must thank fortune. 

It was this insight into Yincent'e 
nature which drew us closer together. 
I recognised in the man, who as yet 
was playing a part, a resemblance to 
myself, while he, perhaps, saw at 
times that I was somewhat better 
than the voluptuary, and somewhat 
wiser than the coxcomb, which were 
all that at present it suited me to 
appear. 

In person, Yincent was short, and 
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nngraceftilly formed — ^but Ms coun- 
tenance was singularly fine. His eyes 
were dark, bright -and penetrating, 
and his forehead (high and thoughtful) 
corrected the playful smile of his 
mouth, which might otherwise hare 
giyen to his features too great an 
expression of levity. He was not 
positively ill dressed, yet he paid no 
attention to any external art, except 
cleanliness. His usual garb was a 
brown coat, much too large for him, 
a coloured neckcloth, a spotted waist- 
coat, grey trowsers, and short gaiters : 
add to these gloves of most unsullied 
doeskin, and a curiously thick cane, 
and the portrait is complete. 

In manners, he waa civil, or rude. 



familiar, or distant, just as the whim 
seized him ; never was there any 
address less common, and less artifi- 
cial. What a rare ^ift, by the by, is 
that of manners! how difficult to 
define — ^how much more difficult to 
impart ! Better for a man to possess 
them, than wealth, beauty, or even 
talent, if it fall short of genius — they 
will more than supply all. He who 
enjoys their advantages in the highest 
degree ; viz., he who can please, pene- 
trate, persuade, as the object may 
require, possesses the subtlest secret 
of the diplomatist and the statesman, 
and wants nothing but luck and op- 
portunity to become ** great,** 



CHAPTER XV. 



Le plaisir de la soci^t^ entre les amis se cultive par nne ressemblance de goftt ear ce qui 
regarde les moeurs, et par quelque difference d'opinions sur les sciences ; par \k oa Ton 
9'affennit dans sea sentiments, on Ton s'exeroe et Ton s'instroit par la dispute.*— La 

BRUTJOtB. 



These was a party at Monsieur de 

V e's, to which Vincent and 

myself were the only Englishmen 
invited : accordingly, as the Hotel de 
V. was in the same street as my hotel, 
we dined together at my rooms, and 
walked from thence to the minister's 
house. 

The party was as stiff and formal as 
such assemblies invariably are, and 
we were both delighted when we espied 

Monsieur d*A , a man of much 

conversational talent, and some cele- 
brity as an ultra writer, forming a 
little group in one comer of the room. 

We took advantage of our acquaint- 

* The pleasure cf ioeietp amongetfriendt 
it cultivated by reteniblanee nf tcute at to 
mannertt but tome difference of opinion at 
to mental acquitiliont. Thut ufhile it it eon- 
firmed bp eongenialitp <tftentimenttt itgaint 
exercite and inttrtietion bjf intellectual dit- 
euttion* 



ance with the urbane Frenchman to 
join his party; the conversation turned 
almost entirely on literary subjects. 
Allusion being made to Schlegel's 
History of Literature, and the severity 
with which he speaks of Helvetius, and 
the philosophers of his school, we 
began to discuss what harm the free- 
thinkers in philosophy had effected. 

" For my part," said Vincent, " I am 
not able to divine why we are sup- 
posed, in works where there is much 
truth, and little falsehood, much good, 
and a little evil, to see only the evil and 
the falsehood, to the utter exclusion of 
the truth and the good. All men 
whose minds are sufficiently laborious 
or acute to love the reading of metaphy- 
sical inquiries, will by the same labour 
and acuteness separate the chaff fi'om 
the com— the folse from the true. It 
is the young, the light, the superficial 
who are easily misled by error, and 
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incapable of diaceming its fiillacj; but 
tell me if it is the liglit> the young, 
the superficial, who are in the habit of 
reading the abstruse and subtle specu- 
lations of the philosopher. No, no ! 
believe me that it is (Ae very tAvdAu 
Motuktar Sdilegd recommends which 
do harm to moraUtj and yirtue ; U ia 
the study of literature Uaelf, the play, 
the poem, the novel, which all minds, 
howeyer frivi^ous, can enjoy and 
understand, that constitute the realfoes 
of religion and moral improyement." 

** Ma foil" cried Monsieur de G., 
(who was a little writer, and a great 
reader, of ronuunces,) "why you would 
not depriye us of the politer literature 
— ^you would not bid us shut up our 
novels, and bum our theatres !" 

" Certainly not ! " replied Vincent ; 
"and it is in this particular that I differ 
from certain modem philosophers of 
our own country, for whom, for the 
most part, I entertain the highest 
veneration. I would not deprive life 
of a single grace, or a sin^e enjoy- 
ment, but I would counteract whatever 
is pernicious in whatever is elegant : 
if among my flowers there is a snake, 
I would not root up my flowers, I 
would kill the snake. Thus, who are 
they that derive from fiction and lite- 
rature a prejudicial effect? We have 
seen already — the light and superfi- 
ciall — Ivl who are tiiey that derive 
profit from them? — ^they who enjoy 
well regulated and discerning minds; 
who pleasure 1 — aXi mankind ! Would 
it not therefore be better, instead of 
depriving some of farofit^and all of plea- 
sure, by banishing poetiy and fiction 
from our Utopia, to correct the minds 
which find evil, where, if they were 
properly instructed, they would find 
good 1 Whether we agree with Helve- 
titts, that all men are horn with an 
equal capacity of improvement, or 
merely go the length with all other 
metaphysicians^ that education can 
improve the human mind to an extent 
yet incalculable, it must be quite clear, 



that we can give sound views, instead 
of fidlacies, and make oommon truths 
as easy to discern and adopt as common 
errors. But if we effect Uiis^ which we 
all allow is so easy, with our children ; 
if we atroigthen their minds,instead <^ 
weakening them, and clear their 
vision, rather than confuse it> from 
that moment, we remove the prejudi- 
cial effects of fietion, and just as we 
have taught them to use a knife^ 
without cutting their fingers^ we teach 
them to make use of fiction without 
perverting it to their prejudice. What 
pkUo&opher was ever hurt by reading 
the novels of L * * *, or seeing the 
comedies of Moli^re ] Ton understand 
me, then. Monsieur de G., I do, it is 
true, think that polite literature (as it 
is termed) is prejudicial to the super- 
ficial, but, for that reason, I would not 
do away with the literature, I would 
do away with the superficial" 

« I deny," said M. d'A , " that 

this is so easy a task — ^you cannot 
make all men wise." 

" No," replied Vincent ! " but you 
can all children, at least to a certain 
extent. Since you cannot deny the 
prodigious effects of education, you 
must allow that they will, at least, 
give common sense ; for if they cannot 
do this, they can do nothing. Now 
common sense is all that is necessary 
to distinguish what is good and evil^ 
whether it be in life or in books : but 
then your education must not be that 
of public teaching and private fooling; 
you must not counteract the effects 
of common sense by instilling pre- 
judice, or encoura^g weakness ; your 
education may not be carried to the 
utmost goal, but as fjEtr as it does go« 
you must see that the road is clear. 
Now, for ins^nce, with regard to 
fiction, you must not first, as is done 
in all modem education, admit the 
disease, and then dose with warm water 
to expel it : yon must Boi put fiction 
into your child's handi^ wd not give 
him a single principle to guide his 
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judgment Teepecting it^ till Iub mind 
has got wedded to the poison, and too 
weak, by its kmg use, to digest the 
antidote. No ;fii8t fortify his intelleet 
by reason, and you may then please 
hJB &ncy by ficti<m. Do not excite 
his imagination with love and gloiy, 
till you can instruct his judgment as 
to what loTe and g^ry care. Teach 
hiin, in short, to rtjiedt, before you per- 
mit him fall indulgence to imo^ne." 

Here there was a pause. Monsieur 

D'A looked very ill-pleased, and 

poor Monsieur de G^ thought that 

somehow or other his romance writing 
was called into question. In order to 
soothe them, I introduced some sub- 
ject which pennitted a little national 
jQatteiy; the conversation thai tamed 
insensibly on the character of the 
Trench people. 

" Never," said Vincent, '' has there 
been a character more often described 
— ^never one less understood. Tou 
have been termed supeificial. I think, 
of all people, that you least deserve 
the accusation. With regard to the 
few, your philosophers, your mathe- 
maticians, jova men of science, are 
consulted by those of other nations, as 
tiome of their profoundest authorities. 
With regard to the many, the chaige 
is still more unfounded. Compare 
your mob, whether of gentlemen or 
plebeians, to those of Germany, Italy — 
even England — and I own, in spite of 
my national prepossessions, that the 
comparison is infinitely in your favour. 
The country gentleman, the lawyer, 
the petit maUre of England, are pro- 
verbiallyinane and ill-informed. With 
you, the classes of society that answer 
to those respective grades, have much 
information in literature, and often 
not a little in science. In like manner, 
your tradesmen, and your servants, 
are of better cultivated, and less pre- 
judiced minds than those ranks in 
England. The fact is, that all with 
you pretend to be aavana, and this is 
the chief reason why you have been 



censured as shallow. We see your 
fine gentleman, or your petit hour- 
geoU, give himself the airs of a critic 
or a philosopher; and because he is 
neither a Sodiger nor a Newton, we 
foiget that he is only the hourgeoia or 
the petiU rnaUre, and Inrand all your 
philosophers and critics with the cen- 
sure of superficiality, which this shal- 
low individual of a shallow order 
may justly have deserved. We, the 
Engliish, it is true, do not expose our- 
selves thus : our dandies, our trades- 
men, do not vent second-rate philo- 
sophy on the human mind, nor on 
teaheoMxaaU: but why is this ? Not 
because they are better informed than 
their correspondent ciphers in France, 
but because they are much worse 
informed; not because they can say 
a great deal more on the subject, but 
because they can say nothing at all." 
" You do us more than justice,** said 
Mens. D'A — 



-, " in this instance : 
are you disposed to do us justice in 
another ? It is a &vourite pr<^nsity 
of your countrymen to accuse us of 
heartlessness and want of feeling. 
Think you that this accusation is 
deserved?*' 

" By no means,** replied Vincent. 
"The same cause that brought on 
you the erroneous censure we have 
before mentioned, appears to me also 
to have created this ; viz., a sort of 
Palais Royal vanity, common to all 
your nation, which induces you to 
make as much display at the shop 
window as possible. You show great 
cordiality, and even enthusiasm, to 
strangers ; you turn your back on 
them — ^you forget them. * How heart- * 
less!' cry we. Not at all! The 
English show no cordiality, no enthu- 
siasm to strangers, it is true: but 
they equally turn their backs on 
them, and equally forget them ! The 
only respect, therefore, in which they 
differ from you, is the previous kind- 
ness: now if we are to receive strangers, 
I can really see no reason why we are 
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not to be as ciyil to them as possible ; 
and so fiur from imputing the desire 
to please them to a bad heart, I think 
it a thousand times more amiable 
and benevolent than telling them d 
VAnglaiee, by your morosity and 
reserve, that you do not care a pin 
what becomes of them. If I am only 
to walk a mile with a man, why should 
I not make that mile as pleasant to 
him as I can : or why, above all, if I 
choose to be sulky, and tell him to 
go and be d — d, am I to swell out my 
chest, colour with conscious virtue, 
and ciy, see what a good heart I 

have 1 * Ah, Monsieur d' A , since 

benevolence is inseparable from all 
morality, it must be clear that there 
is a benevolence in little things as 
well as in great, and that he who 
strives to make his fellow-creatures 
happy, though only for an instant, is 
a much better man than he who is 
Indifferent to, or (what is worse) 
despises it. Nor do I, to say truth, 
see that kindness to an acquaintance 
is at all destructive to sincerity to a 
friend ; on the contrary, I have yet to 
learn, that you are (according to the 
customs of your countiy) worse Mends, 

* Mr. Pelhatn, it will be lemembered, has 
prevised the reader, that Lord Vincent was 
somewhat addicted to paradox. His opinions 
on the French character are to be takea with 
a certain reserve^— ilutAor. 



worse husbands, or worse fathers than 
we are!" 

*' What I " cried I, *' you forget your- 
self, Vincent. How can the private 
virtues be cidtivated without a coal 
fire ? Is not domestic affection a syno- 
nymous term with domestic hearth ? 
and where do you find either, except 
in honest old England ? " 

" True," replied Vincent ; " and it is 
certainly impossible for a father and 
his funily to be as fond of each other 
on a bright day in the TuUeries, or at 
VersaiUeSf with music and dancing, 
and fresh air, as they would be in a 
back parlour, by a smoky hearth, 
occupied entirely by le bon p^re, et la 
bonne mire; while the poor little 
children sit at the other end of the 
table, whispering and shivering, de- 
barred the vent of all natural spirits, 
for fear of making a noise : and 
strangely uniting the idea of the 
domestic hearth with that of a hob- 
goblin, and the association of dear 
papa with that of a birch rod.'' 

We all laughed at this reply, and 

Monsieur d'A , rising to depart, 

said, " Well, well, milord^ your country- 
men are great generalisers in philo- 
sophy ; they reduce human actions to 
two grand touchstones. All hilarity, 
they consider the sign of a shallow 
mind ; and all kindness, the token of 
a fiEdse heart'' 
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CHAPTER XVL 



Quis si^iens bono 



Confidat fragiU ?«— Sbnjcca. 
Grammatici certant, et adhuc sub judice lis estf— JSor. 



"When I first went to Paris, I took 
a French master to perfect me in the 
Parisian pronunciation. This " Haber- 
dasher of pronouns " was a person of 
the name of Margot. He was a tall, 
solemn man, with a face of the most 
imperturbable gravity. He would have 
been inestimable as an undertaker. 
His hair was of a pale yellow ; you 
would have thought it had caught 
a bilious complaint from his com- 
plexion ; the latter was^ indeed, of so 
sombre a saffron, that it looked as if 
ten livers had been forced into a 
jaundice, in order to supply its colour. 
His forehead was high, bald, and very 
narrow. His cheekbones were ex- 
tremely prominent, and his cheeks so 
thin, that they seemed happier than 
Pyramus and Thisbe, and kissed each 
other inside without any separation or 
division. His £Ekce was as sharp and 
almost as long as an inverted pyramid, 
and was garnished on either side by a 
miserable half-starved whisker, which 
seemed scarcely able to maintain itself 
amidst the general symptoms of atro- 
phy and decay. This charming coun- 
tenance was supported by a figure so 
long, so straight, so shadowy, that 
you might have taken it for the 
monument in a consumption ! 

But the chief characteristic of the 
man was the utter and wonderful 
gravity I have before spoken of. You 

* What wise man confides in the fragile f 
— Sbnbca. 

t Grammarians dispute, and the matter 
is still under consideration of the judge,— ^ 

llORACK. 
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could no more have coaxed a smile 
out of his countenance than you could 
out of the poker ; and yet Monsieur 
Margot was by no means a melan- 
choly man. He loved his joke, and 
his wine, and his dinner, just as 
much as if he had been of a fatter 
frame ; and it was a fine specimen 
of the practical antithesis, to hear 
a good story, or a jovial expres- 
sion, leap friskily out of that 
long, curved mouth; it was at once 
a paradox and a bathos — it was the 
mouse coming out of its hole in Ely 
Cathedral. 

I said that this gravity was M. 
Margot's most especial characteristic. 
I forgot ; — he had two others equally 
remarkable; the one was an ardent 
admiration for the chivalrous, the 
other an ardent admiration for him- 
self. Both of these are traits common 
enough in a Frenchman, but in 
Monsieur Margot their excesses ren- 
dered them uTicommon. He was a 
most ultra specimen of U chevalier 
arrumreux — a mixture of Don Quixote 
and the Due de Lauzun. Whenever 
he spoke of the present tense, even 
en professeuTt he always gave a sigh 
to the preterite, and an anecdote of 
Bayard; whenever he conjugated a 
verb, he paused to tell me that the 
favourite one of his female pupils was 
je t aiTne, 

In short, he had tales of his own 
good fortune, and of other people's 
brave exploits, which, without much 
exaggeration, were almost as long, 
and had perhaps as little substance, 
o 3 
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as himself; bnt the former was his 
&YOurite topic: to hear him, one 
would have imagined that his &ce, in 
borrowing the sharpness of the needle, 
had borrowed also its attraction; — 
and then the prettiness of Monsieur 
Margot's modesty I 

" It is very extraordinary," said ho, 
"very extraordinary, for I have no 
time to give myself up to those affairs : 
it is not. Monsieur, as if I had your 
leisure to employ all the little preli- 
minary arts of creating la beUe pas- 
sion. Non, Monsieur, I go to church, 
to the play, to the Tuileries, for a 
brief relaxation — and vne voild par- 
tout accahU with my good fortune. I 
am not handsome. Monsieur, at least, 
not very ; it is true, that I have ex- 
pression, a certain air noble, (my first 
cousin. Monsieur, is the Chevalier de 
Margot,) and above all, soul in my 
physiognomy; the women love soul. 
Monsieur — something intellectual and 
spiritual always attracts them; yet 
my success certainly is singular." 

"Bah! Monsieur," replied I : "with 
dignity, expression, and soul, how 
could the heart of any French woman 
resist youl No, you do yourself in- 
justice. It was said of Caesar, that he 
was great without an effort; much 
more, then, may Monsieur Margot be 
happy without an exertion." 

" Ah, Monsieur I *' rejoined the 
Frenchman, still looking 

« Ab w«ak, as eaxnmb, and as gravely out 
As sober Lanesbro' danoing with the goat" 

"Ah, Monsieur, there is a depth 
and truth in your remarks, worthy of 
Montaigne. As it is impossible to 
account for the caprices of women, so 
it is impossible for ourselves to analyse 
the merit they discover in us ; but. 
Monsieur, hear me — at the house 
where I lodge there is an English lady 
en pension, Ehhien, Monsieur, you 
guess the rest; she has taken a ca- 
price for me, and this very night she 
will admit me to her apartment. She \ 



is veiy handsome, — Ah qu^eUe est 
beUe ! une jolie petite bouche, une den- 
ture SbUmissante, un nez Umt d fail 
grec, in fine, quite a hoiUon de rose,*' 

1 expressed my envy at Monsieur 
Margot's good fortune, and when he 
had sufficiently dilated upon it, he 
mthdrew. Shortly afterwards Vin- 
cent entered — " I have a dinner invi- 
tation for both of us to-day," said he ; 
" you will come V* 

"Most certainly," replied I; "but 
who is the person we are to honour?" 

" A Madame Laurent," replied Vin- 
cent ; " one of those ladies only found 
at Paris, who live upon anything 
rather than their income. She keeps 
a tolerable table, haunted with Poles, 
Russians, Austrians, and idle French- 
men, peregrinoB gentis amcenum hos- 
piHum, As yet she has not the hap- 
piness to be acquainted with any 
Englishmen, (though she boards one 
of our countiywomen) and (as she is 
desirous of making her fortune as soon 
as possible) she is very anxious of 
having that honour. She has heard 
vast reports of our wealth and wisdom, 
and flatters herself that we are so 
many ambulatory Indies : in good 
truth, a Frenchwoman thinks she is 
never in want of a fortune as long as 
there a rich fool in the world. 

* Stultitlam patiuntar opes,' 

is her hope : and 

* V( ta/ortunam, sio nos te, Celse, f eremus*' 

is her motto." 

"Madame Laurent!" repeated I, 
"why, surely that is the name of 
Mens. Margot's landlady." 

" I hope not," cried Vincent, " for 
the sake of our dinner ; he reflects no 
credit on her good cheer — 

'Who eats fat diimers, should himself 
be fat"* 

"At all events," said I, "we can 
try the good lady for once. I am very 
anxious to see a countrywoman of 
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ours, probably the very one you speak 
of, whom Mons. Margot eulogiaes in 
glowing colours, and who has, more- 
OYer> taken a violent fancy for my 
solemn preceptor. What think, you 
of that, Vincent r 

''Nothing extraordinary,'' replied 
Yinoent; "the lady only exclaims 
with the moralist — 

'Lore, yirtoe, yalonri yea, all buman 

obarms, 
Aie shrunk and oentred «i» that heap of bone*. 
Oh ! there are wondrous heautie^ in the 

grave I ' " 

I made some punning rejoinder, 
and we sallied out to earn an appetite 
in the Tuileriea for Madame.Laaieat's 
dinner; 

At the hour of half-past fiire. we 
repaired to our engagement. Madame 
liMirent received us with the most 
evident satisfaction, and introduced 
us forthwith to our countiywoman. 
She was a pretty, &ir, shrewd-looking 
person, with an eye and lip which, 
unless it greatly belied her, showed 
her much more inclined to be merry 
and wise, than honest and true. 

Presently Monsieur Margot made 
his appearance. Thou^ very much 
surprised at seeing me, he did not 
appear the least jealous of my atten- 
tions to his inamorata. Indeed, the 
good gentleman was far too much 
pleased with himself to be susceptible 
to the suspicions common to less for- 
tunate lovers. At dinner I sat next 
to the pretty Englishwoman, whose 
name was Green. 

"Monsieur Maigot," said I, "has 
often spoken to me of you before I 
had the happiness of being personally 
convinced howtrueandunexaggerated 
were his sentiments." 

"Oh!" cried Mrs. Green, with an 
arch laugh, " you are acquainted with 
Monsieur Margot^ then 1" 

" I have that honour," said I. " I 
receive from ^him every morning lea- 
sons both in love and languages. He 
is perfect master of both." 



Mrs. Green burst out laughing. 

" Ah, Itpativre Ifrofesseur /" cried 
she. " He is too absurd ! " 

"He tells moj" said I gravely, 
" that he is quite aecabU with his 
bonnes /ortunea — possibly he flatters 
himself that even you are not perfectly 
inaocessible.to his addresses." 

" Tell me, Mr. Pelham," said the &ir 
Mrs. Green, "can you pass by this 
street about half-past twelve to-night V* 

" I willmake a point of doing so," 
replied I, not a little surprised by the 
question. 

"Do," said she,. "and now let us 
talk of old England." 

When we went Away I told Yincent 
of my appointment. 

"What!" said he, "eclipse Mon- 
sieur Margot ! Impossible ! " 

" You are right," replied I, "nor is 
it my hope ; there is some trick afloat 
to which we may aa well be spec- 
tators." 

"With all my heart 1" answered 
Yincent; "let us go till then to the 

Duchesse de G ." I assented, and 

we drove to the Bue de . 

" The Duohesae de G was a fine 

relic of the. anden rigime — tall and 
stately, with her own grey hair crSpi, 
and surmounted by a high cap of the 
most dazzling blonde. She had been 
one of the earliest emigrants, and had 
stayed for many months with my 
mother, whom she professed to rank 
amongst her dearest friends. The 
Duchesse possessed to perfection that 
singular m&ange of ostentation and 
ignorance which was so peculiar to 
the ante-revolutionists.. She would 
talk of the last tragedy with the 
emphatic tone of a connoisseur, in the 
same breath that she would ask, with 
Marie Antoinette, why the poor 
people were so clamorous for bread, 
when they might buy such nice cakes 
for twopence a-piecel " To give you 
an idea of the Irish," said she one day 
to an inquisitive marquess, "know 
that thej prefer potatoes to mutton! " 
o 2 
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Her 8oiries were among the most 
agreeable at Paris — she united all the 
nnk and talenlrto be found in the 
ultra party, for she professed to be 
quite a female Mecaenas; and whether 
it was a mathematician or a romance- 
writer, a naturalist or a poet, she held 
open house for all, and conversed with 
each with equal fluency and self-satis- 
faction. 

A new play had just been acted, 
and the conversation, after a few pre- 
liminary hoverings, settled upon it. 

" You see," said the Duchesse, "that 
we have actors, you authors ; of what 
avail is it that you boast of a Shak- 
speare, since your Liseton, greitt as 
he is, cannot be compared with our 
Talma r' 

"And yet," said I, preserving my 
gravity with a pertinacity, which 
nearly made Vincent and the rest of 
our compatriots assembled lose theirs, 
" Madame must allow that there is a 
striking resemblance in their persons, 
and the sublimity of their acting?" 

" Pour jw, fen conviens,'* replied 
this critique de VEcole dea Femmes, 
**Mai8 cependant Liseton n*a paa la 
nature, rdme,lagrandeur deTcdmar* 

"And will you then allow us no 
actors of merit 1 " asked Vincent. 

"Mais oui ! — dansle genre comigue, 
par exemple voire hyffo Kean met dix 
foia plus d^esprit et de droUerie dans 
sea rdlea que La Porte." f 

" The impartial and profound judg- 
ment of Madame admits of no further 

• 

discussion on this point," said I. 
" What does she think of the present 
state of our dramatic literature ? " 

"Why," replied Madame, "you 
have many great poets; but when 
they write for the stage they lose 
themselves entirely : your Valter 

* I grant that; butListon, however, hat 
not the nature, the soul, M« grandeur, of 
Talma* 

t Ye9t in comedy, for instance, pour 
Kean has ten times more vivadtp and droU 
levy than La Porte, 



Scote's play of Eobe Roi is very 
inferior to his novel of the same 



name. 

" It is a great pity," said I, " that 
Byron did not turn his Childe Harold 
into a tragedy — it has so much 
energy, action — variety ! " 

" Very true," said Madame, with a 
sigh ; " but the tragedy is, after all, 
only suited to our nation — ^we alone 
carry it to perfection." 

" Yet," said I, " Ooldoni wrote a 
few fine tragediea'* 

"Eh Men/" said Madame, "one 
rose does not constitute a garden ! " 

And satisfied with this remark, la 
femme aavante turned to a celebrated 
traveller to discuss with him the 
chance of discovering the North Pole. 

There were one or two clever 
Englishmen present ; Vincent and I 
joined them. 

" Have you met the Persian prince 
yetl" said Sir George Lynton to me ; 
"he is a man of much talent, and 
great desire of knowledge. He intends 
to publish his observations on Paris, 
and I suppose we shall have an 
admirable supplement to Montes- 
quieu's Lettrea Peraannea ! " 

"I wish we had," said Vincent: 
"there are few better satires on a 
civilised country than the observa- 
tions of visitors less polished ; while 
on the contrary the civilised traveller, 
in describing the manners of the 
American barbarian, instead of con- 
veying ridicule upon the visited, 
points the sarcasm on the visitor; 
and Tacitus could not have thought of 
a finer or nobler satire on the Roman 
luxuries than that insinuated by his 
treatise on the German simplicity." 

"What," said Monsieur d'E 

(an intelligent ci-devant Emigre), 
"what political writer is generally 
esteemed as your besti " 

"It is difficult to say," replied 
Vincent, " since with so many parties 
we have many idols; but I think I 
might venture to name Bolingbroke 
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as among the most popular. Perhaps, 
indeed, it would be difficult to select 
a name more frequently quoted and 
discussed than his ; and yet his politi- 
cal works are not yery valuable from 
political knowledge: — they contaiu 
many lofty sentiments, and many 
beautiful yet scattered truths; but 
they were written when legislation, 
most debated, was least understood, 
and ought to be admired rather as 
excellent for the day than admirable 
in themselves. The life of Boling- 
broke would convey a juster moral 
than all his writings : and the author 
who gives us a full and impartial 
memoir of that extraordinary man, 
will have afforded both to the philo- 
sophical and political literature of Eng- 
land one of its greatest desiderata." 

"It seems tome," said Monsieur 
d'E f " that your national litera- 
ture is peculiarly deficient in bio- 
graphy—am I right in my opinion ? " 

" Indubitably! "said Vincent ; "we 
have not a single work that can be 
considered a model in biography (ex- 
cepting, perhaps, Middleton's Life of 
Cicero). This brings on a remark I 
have often made in distinguishing 
your philosophy from ours. It seems 
to me that you who excel so admira- 
bly in biography, memoirs, comedy, 
satirical observation on peculiar 
classes, and pointed aphorisms, are 
fonder of considering man in his 
relation to society and the active 
commerce of the world, than in the 
more abstracted and metaphysical 
operations of the mind. Our writers, 
on the contrary, love to indulge 
rather in abstruse speculations on 
their species — to regard man in an 
abstract and isolated point of view, and 
to see him think alone in his chamber, 
while you prefer beholding him ax:t 
with the multitude in the world." 

"It must be allowed," said Mon- 
sieur d'E , "that if this be true, our 

philosophy is the most useful, though 
yours may be the most profound." 



Vincent did not reply. 

"Yet," said Sir George Lynton, 
" there will be a disadvantage attend- 
ing your writings of this description, 
which, by diminishing their general 
applicability, diminish their general 
vJbUUy. Works which treat upon man 
in his relation to society, can only be 
strictly applicable so long as that 
relation to society treated upon con- 
tinues. For instance, the play which 
satirises a particular class, however 
deep its reflections and accurate its 
knowledge upon the subject satirised, 
must necessarily be obsolete when the 
class itself has become so. The poli- 
tical pamphlet, admirable for one 
state, may l>e absurd in another ; the 
novel which exactly delineates the 
present age may seem strange and 
unfamiliar to the next; and thus 
works which treat of men relatively, 
and not man in ae, must often confine 
their popularity to the age and even 
the country in which they were 
written. While on the other hand, 
the work which treats of man him- 
self, which seizes, discovers, analyses 
the human mind, as it is, whether in 
the ancient or the modem, the savage 
or the European, must evidently be 
applicable, and consequently useful, 
to all times and all nations. He who 
discovers the circulation of the blood, 
or the origin of ideas, must be a phi- 
losopher to every people who have 
veins or ideas ; but he who even most 
successfully delineates the manners 
of one country, or the actions of one 
individual, is only the philosopher of 
a single country, or a single age. If, 
Monsieur d'E— — , you will conde- 
scend to consider this, you will see 
perhaps that the philosophy which 
treats of man in his relations is not so 
useful, because neither so permanent 
nor so invariable, as that which treats 
of man in himself." '^ 

* Yet Hume holds the contrary opinion to 
this, and considers a good comedy more 
durable than a system of philosophy. Hume 
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I WBB nov somewliAt ireaiy of this 
oonTenation, and though It WM not 
yet twelve, I teized np<ni my appoint- 
ment as an exetise'to depart— aeooid- 
ingly I roie for that purpoee. ^'<I 



BappoM,** said I to Vincent, ''thai 
yon will not leare your disenBsion." 

"Pardon me/' said he, " amusement 
is qnite as profitable to a man of sense 
as metaphyiieB. AUoma." 



CEAJPSfSR T71L 

I was In this tarHUe titiuiUon n^oi the iMilket tloppad. 



Wb took our wiqt to tiie street in 
which Madame Laurent resided. 
Meanwhile suB^ me to ^ rid of 
myself, and to introduce you, dear 
Beader, to my friend. Monsieur Mar-" 
got, the whole of T^ose adyentures 
were sabsequently detailed to me by 
the garrulous Mre. Chreen. 

At the hour appointed he knocked 
at the door of my fair countiyweman, 
and was careftilly admitted. He was 
attired in a dressing-gown of sea-green 
ulk, in whidi his long, lean, hungry 
body, looked more like a stanredf^e 
than any thing human. 

''Madame," said he, with a solemn 
air, ''I return you my best thanks 
for the honour you hare done xne^— 
behold me at your foet!"—* «nd so 
saying, the lean lorer giwrely knelt 
down on one knee. 

"Rise, sir," said Mrs. Green, ** I 
confess that you hare- won my heart ; 



is rlgHt, If %y a system of pMlesopby is 
ande f ii to o a a pUe of -fasisfls, 'iaiae bat 
^laasiUe, set «p Iqr one age to be destroyed 
1^ the next Ingenaity cannot rescue error 
Crou otdiTlon ; ' bat the nmnent Wisdom 
has disooverM Truth, she has obtataied 
Immeiialtty.^-Sat Is Hume vight whno be 
savgasls that there vaaj come a Ume when 
Addison wiU be rcaid with delight, but Locke 
be utterly forgotten ? For my part, if the 
two were to be matched for peMerlty , I thfaik 
the odds would be in favoor of Loelca I very 
much donbt whether fire hondred years 
hence, Addison wfll be read at all, and I am 
quite sore that, a tboasaad yean henoe, 
Looke will not beltefoMMi. 



but that is aot all— you hare yet to 
show that you are worthy of the 
opinion I hame formed of you. It is 
not, Mensieu* Marg<et, your person 
that has won me — no! it is your 
chiyabmis and noble sentiments — 
prove that these are genuine, and 
you may command all from my 
admiration." 

"In what manner shall I prove it, 
madame?" said Monsieur Margot, 
rising, and gracefully drawing his sea- 
green gown more closely round him. 

"By your courage, your devotion, 
and your gallantly ! I ask but one 
proof — ^you can give it me on the 
spet. Tou remember, monsieur, that 
in the days of romance, a lady threw 
her giove upon the sta^ on which a 
Hon was exhibited, and told her lover 
to pick it up. Monsieur Margot, the 
trial to which I shall put you is less 
severe. Look, (and Mrs. Green tiirew 
open the -window) — ^look, I throw my 
glove out into tiie street — descend 
for it" 

*' Yoar commands are my law," said 
the romantic Margot. " I will go forth- 
with,* and so saying, he w^t to the 
door. 

''Hold, sir r said the lady, "it is 
not by that simple manner that you 
are to descend — ^you must go the same 
way as my glove, cut of the window,** 

"Out of the window, madamef* 
said Monsieur Margot, with astonished 
solemnity; "that is impossible, be- 
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osofle this spartment is three stories 
high, and consequently I shail be 
dashed to pieces." 

^ By no means,** answered the dame; 
** in that oomer of the room there is 
a basket, to which (already foreseeing 
your determination) I have affixed a 
rope; by that ba^et you shall de- 
scend. See, monsieur, what expe- 
dients a provident lore can suggest." 

«H— e— m ! " said, very slowly,Mon- 
sieur Maigot, by no means. liking the 
aiiy voyage imposed upon him; ''but 
the rope may break, or your hand may 
suffer it to slip." 

" Feel the rope," cried the lady, ''to 
satisfy you as to your first doubt ;-andy 
as tothesecondyoan you—- «0»you ima> 
gine that my affections wouldnot make 
me twice as caiefhl of your person 9A 
of my own ? Fie ! ungratefhl Mon- 
sieur Margotf fie!" 

The melancholy dievalier cast a 
rueful look at the basket. " Madame/' 
said he, " I own that I am very averse 
to the plan you propose : suffer me to 
go down stairs in the ordinary way ; 
your glove can be as easily picked up 
whether your adorer goes out of the 
door or the window. It is only, 
madame, when ordinaiy means fiul, 
that we should have recourse to the 
extraordinary." 

"Begone, sir rexdaimedMr8.Green 
-*-" begone ! J now perceive that your 
ohivaliy was only a pretence. Fool 
that l-jmA to love you as I have done 1 
— 4bol that I was to imagine a hero 
where I now find a " 

" Ftose, madame, I will obey you — 
my heart is firm — see that the rope 
ial " 



" Gallant Monsienr Margot !" cried 
the lady : . and going to her dressing- 
room, she called her woman to her 
assistence. The rope was of the most 
unquestionable thickness, the basket 
of the most capacious dimensions. 
The former was fastened to a strong 
hook — and tiie latter lowered. 

"I gOy madame," said MonaieBr 



Margot, feeling the rope ; " but it really 
is a most dangerous exploit." 

"Gk), monsieur! and St Lotus 
befriend you ! " 

" Stopr said Monsieur Margot,"lel 
me fetch my coat : the night is cold, 
and my dressing-gown thin." 

" Nay, nay, my chevalier," returned 
the dame, " I love you in that gown: 
it gives you an air of grace and dignity 
quite enchanting." 

" It will give me my death of cold, 
madame," said Monsieur Margot, eai^ 
neatly. 

"Bah!" said the Englishwoman: 
" what knight ever feared cold ? Be- 
sides, you mistekfl ; the night is warm, 
and you look so handsome in your 
gown." 

"Do I!" said the vain Monsieur 
Margot, with an iron expression of 
satis&ction. "If that is the case, I 
will mind it less ; but may I return by 
the door r 

" Yes," replied the lady ; "you see 
that I dio not require too much from 
your devotion — enter." 

"Behold me!" said the French 
master, inserting his body into the 
basket, which immediately b^an to 
descend. 

The hour and the police of course 
made the street empty; the lady's 
handkerchief waved in token of en- 
couragement and iriumph. When 
the basket was within five yards of 
the ground, Mrs. Ghreen cried to her 
lover, who had hitherto been elevat< 
ing his serious countenance towards 
her, in sober, yet gallant sadness — 

"Look, look, monsieur — straight 
before you," 

The lover tnmed.round, as rapidly 
as his habits would allow him, and at 
that instant the window was shut, the 
light extinguished, and the basket 
arrested. There stood Monsieur Mar- 
got, upright in the basket, and there 
stopped the basket, motionless in the 
air! 

What were the exact reflections cf 
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3IonBieur Margot, in that position, I 
cannot pretend to determine, because 
he never favoured me with them ; but 
about an hour afterwards, Vincent 
and I (who had been delayed on the 
road), strolling up the street, accord- 
ing to our appointment, perceived, bj 
the dim lamps, some opaque body 
leaning against the wall of Madame 
Laurent's house, at about the distance 
of fifteen feet from the ground. 

We hastened our steps towards it ; 
a measured and serious voice, which 
I well knew, accosted us — 

"For Gk)d's sake, gentlemen, pro- 
cure me assistance. I am the victim 
of a perfidious woman, and expect 
every moment to be precipitated to 
the earth." 

" Gk)od heavens !" said I, '* surely it 
19 Monsieur Margot whom I hear. 
What are you doing there ]" 

"Shivering with cold," answered 
Monsieur Margot in a tone tremu- 
lously slow. 

" But what are you in ? for I can 
see nothing but a dark substance." 

" I am in a basket," replied Mon- 
sieur Maigot, " and I should be very 
much obliged to you to let me out of 
it." 

« Well— indeed," said Vincent (for 
/ was too much engaged in laughing 
to give a ready reply), " your Chdteaur 
Margot has but a cool cellar. But 
there are some things in the world 
Qasier said than done. How are we 
to remove you to a more desirable 
place?" 

" Ah," returned Monsieur Margot, 
" how indeed 1 There is, to be sure, 
a ladder in the porter's lodge long 
enough to deliver me ; but then, think 
of the gibes and jeers of the porter ! 
— it will get wind — I shall be ridi- 
culed, gentlemen — I shall be ridiculed 
— ^and what is worse, I shall lose my 
pupils." 

" My good friend," said I, " you had 
better lose your pupils than your life ; 
and the day-light will soon come, and 



then, instead of being ridiculed by the 
porter, you will be ridiculed by the 
whole street !" 

Monsieur Margot groaned. " Go, 
then, my friend," said he, " procure 
the ladder ! Oh, those she devils ! — 
what could make me such a fool ! " 

Whilst Monsieur Margot was vent- 
ing his spleen in a scarcely articulate 
mutter, we repaired to the lodge, 
knocked up the porter, communicated 
the accident, and procured the ladder. 
However, an observant eye had been 
kept upon our proceedings, and the 
window above was re-opened, though 
so silently that I only perceived the 
action. The porter, a jolly, bluflT, 
hearty-looking fellow, stood grinning 
below with a lantern, while we set 
the ladder (which only just reached 
the basket) against the wall. 

The chevalier looked wistfully forth, 
and then, by the light of the lantern, 
we had a fidr view of his ridiculous 
figure. His teeth chattered woefully, 
and the united cold without and 
anxiety within, threw a double sad- 
ness and solemnity upon his withered 
countenance. The night was very 
windy, and every instant a rapid cur- 
rent seized the unhappy sea-green 
vesture, whirled it in the air, and 
threw it, as if in scorn, over the very 
face of the miserable professor. The 
constant recurrence of this sportive 
irreverence of the gales — the high 
sides of the basket, and the trembling 
agitation of the inmate, never too 
agile, rendered it a work of some 
time for Monsieur Margot to transfer 
himself from the basket to the ladder. 
At length, he had fairly got out one 
thin, shivering leg. 

"Thank Heaven!" said the pious 
professor — when at that instant the 
thanksgiving was checked, and, to 
Monsieur Margot's inexpressible asto- 
nishment and dismay, the basket rose 
five feet from the ladder, leaving its 
tenant with one leg dangling out, 
like a flag from a balloon. 
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The ascent was too rapid to allow 
Monsieur Margot even time for an 
exclamation, and it was not till he 
had had sufficient leisure in his pre- 
sent elevation to perceive all its con- 
sequences, that he found words to 
say, with the most earnest tone of 
thoughtful lamentation, ''One could 
not have foreseen this ! — it is really ex- 
tremely distressing — would to Heaven 
that I could get my leg in, or my 
hodyout!" 

While we were yet too convulsed 
with laughter to make any comment 
unon the unlooked-for ascent of the 
luminous Monsieur Margot, the bas- 
ket descended with such force as to 
dash the lantern out of the hand of 
the porter, and to bring the professor 
so precipitously to the ground, that 
all the bones in his skin rattled 
audibly. 

" Mon Dieu /" said he, " I am done 
for ! Be witness how Inhumanly I 
have been murdered." 

We pulled him out of the basket, 
and carried him between us into the 
porter's lodge. But the woes of 
Monsieur Margot were not yet at 
their termination. The room was 
crowded. There was Madame Laurent, 
— there was the Oerman count, whom 
the professor was teaching French — 
there was the French viscount, whom 
\q was teaching German — there were 
all his fellow-lodgers, the ladies whom 
he had boasted of, the men he had 
boasted to, Don Juan, in the infernal 
regions, could not have met with a 
more unwelcome set of old acquaint- 
ances than Monsieur Margot had the 
happiness of opening his bewildered 
eyes upon in the porter's lodge. 

" What !" cried they all, " Monsieur 
Margot, is that you who have been 
frightening us so ? We thought the 
house was attacked. The Russian 
general is at this very moment load- 
ing his pistols ; lucky for you that 
you did not dwoae to stay longer in 
that situation. Pray, monsieur, what 



could induce you to exhibit yourself 
so, in your dressing-gown too, and 
the night so cold ? Ar'n't you ashamed 
of yourself?" 

All this, and infinitely more, was 
levelled against the miserable pro- 
fessor, who stood shivering with cold 
and fright ; and turning his eyes first 
on one, and then on another, as the 
exclamations circulated round the 
room. 

" I do assure you " at length 

he began. 

" No, no,** cried one, " it is of no 
use explaining now !" 

** Mais, Messieurs " querulously 

recommenced the unhappy Margot. 

"Hold your tongue," exclaimed 
Madame Laurent, "you have been 
disgracing my house." 

" Mais, Madame, Scouiez-moi " 

" No, no," cried the German, " we 
saw you — ^we saw you." 

" Mais, Monsieur le Corrtte " 

" Fie, fie !" cried the Frenchman. 

" Mais, Monsieur le ViconUe " 

At this every mouth was opened, 
and the patience of Monsieur Margot 
being by this time exhausted, he flew 
into a violent rage; his tormentors 
pretended an equal indignation, and 
at length he fought his way out of 
the room, as fast as his shattered 
bones would allow him, followed by 
the whole body, screaming, and shout- 
ing, and scolding, and laughing after 
him. 

The next morning passed with- 
out my usual lesson from Monsieur 
Margot; that was natural enough; 
but when the next day, and the 
next, rolled on, and brought neither 
Monsieur Margot nor his excuse, I 
began to be uneasy for the poor 
man. Accordingly I sent to Madame 
Laurent's to inquire after him : judge 
of my surprise at hearing that he 
had, early the day after his adventure, 
left his lodgings with his small pos- 
session of books and clothes, leaving 
only a note to Madame Laurent^ 
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endoBing the amount of his debt to 
her, and that none had since seen or 
heaxdof him. 

From that day to this I have never 
onee bdiehl him. The poor profeflior 



lost even the little money due to him 
for his lessons — so true is it, that in 
a man of Monsieur Margot's temper, 
eren interest is a subordinate passion 
to vanity ! 



OHAPTEB XYUL 

It ia good to be merry and wise, 
It 's good to be honest and true ; 

It is good to: be off with the old love. 
Before you be on with tibe new.— Am^. 



Ons morning, when I was riding 
to the Bois de Boulogne, (the cele- 
brated place of assignation), in order 
to meet Madame d'Anville, I saw a 
lady on horseback, in the most immi- 
nent danger of being thrown. Her 
horse had taken fright at an English 
tandem, or its driver, and was plunging 
violently; the lady was evidently 
much frightened, and lost her presence 
of mind more and more every.moment. 
A man who was with her, and who 
could scarcely manage his own horse, 
appeared to be exceedingly desirous, 
but perfectly unable, to assist her; 
and a great number of people were 
looking on, doing nothing, and saying, 
"Mon Dieu, how dangerous !" 

I have always had a great horror of 
being a hero in scenes, and « still 
greater antipathy to "femaUaindia- 
tresa." However, so great is the effect 
of sympathy upon the most hardened 
of OS, that I stopped for a fewmoments, 
first to look on, and secondly to assist. 
Jvst when a moment's delay might 
have been dangerous, I threw myself 
off my horse, seized her's with one 
hand, by the rein which she no longer 
had the strength to hold, and assisted 
herwith the other to dismount. When 
all the peril was over. Monsieur, her 
companion, managed also to 'find his 
legs ; and I did not, I confess, wonder 
at his previous delay, when I dis- 
oovered that the lady in danger had 



been his wife. JTie gave me a profusion 
of thanks, and she made them more 
than complimentary by the glance 
which accompanied them. Their 
carriage was in attendance at a short 
distance behind. The husband went 
for it — I remained with the lady. 

"Mr. Pelham,** she said, "I have 
heard much of you from my friend 
Madame d'Anville, and have long 
been anxious for your acquaintance. 
I did not think I should commence 
it with so great an obligation." 

Flattered by being already known 
by name, and a subject of previous 
interest, you may be sure that I tried 
every method to improve the oppor- 
tunity I had gained; and when I 
handed my new acquaintance into 
her carriage, my pressure of her hand 
was somewhat more than slightly 
returned. 

" Shall you be at the English am- 
bassador's to-night V said the lady, 
as they were about to shut the door 
of the carriage. 

" Certainly, if you are to be there," 
was my answer. 

''We shall meet then,*' said Madame, 
and her look said more. 

I rode into the Bois ; and giving 
my horse to my servant, as I came 
near Pasay, where I was to meet 
Madame d'Anville, I proceeded thither 
on foot. I was just in sight of the 
spot, and indeed of my tnomoroto, 
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1H16& two men passed, talking very 
eaamestlj; they did not remark me, 
bot whiUi individual eonld ever esoi^ 
my notioe 1 The one wss Thornton ; 
tlra othtp— who oonULke bet Where 
had I seen that pale fl&d remarkable 
countenance before 1 I looked again. 
I was satisfied that I was mistaken in 
my first thought ; the hair was of a 
completely different colour. "No, 
no," said I, " it is not he : yet how 
like!" 

I was distrait and absent during the 
whole time I was with Madame d'An- 
yille. The face of Thornton's compa- 
nion haunted me .like a dream ; and, 
to say the truth, there were also mo- 
ments when tlie recollection of my 
new engagement for the eyeningmade 
me tired with that which I was enjoy- 
ing the troubleeome honour of keeping. 

Madame d'Anyille was nat slow in 
pereeiying the coldness of my b^a- 
yiour. Though « Frenchwoman, she 
was rather grieyedthan resentful. 

" You are growing tired of me, my 
friend," she said; "and whoi I con- 
sider your youth and temptations, I 
cannot be surprised «t it-^yet, I own, 
that this thought giyes me much 
greater ipain than I could faaye sup^ 
posed." 

" Bah ! ma heUe amUe," cried I, " you 
deceiye yourself — ^I adore you — I shall 
always adore you; but it's getting 
veiy late !" 

Madame d'Anyille sighed, and we 
parted. ^< She is not hiJf so pretty or 
i^;reeablea3 she was," thought I, as I 
moonted my horse, and remembered 
my iqipointment at the ambassadoifs. 

I took unusual pains ^with my ap- 
pearance that eyening, and droye to 
the ambassador's hotel in the Rue 
Faubourg St. Honors, full half an 
hour earlier than I had eyer done 
before. I had been some time in the 
rooms without disoorering my heroine 
of the morning. The Duchess of 
H rn passed by. 

"What a wonderfully beautiful 



woman ! " said Mr. Howard de Howard, 
a lean gtnUeman, who yalued himself 
on his ancestors, to Mr. Aberton. 

" Ay," aaawerad Aberton, " but to 
my taste, the Dnehesse de Perpignan 
is quite equal to her— do yon know 
herr 

"No — yes!" said Mr. Howard de 
Howard; "that is, not exactly — not 
well." An Englishman neyer owns 
that he does not know a duchess. 

" Hem !" said Mr. Aberton, thrust- 
ing his large hand through his lank 
light hair. " Hem — could one do any 
thing, do you think, in that quarter ?" 

" I should think one might, with a 
tolerable person !" answered the spec- 
tral aristocrat, looking down at a pair 
of most shadowy supporters. 

"Pray," said Aberton, "what do 

you think of Miss ] they say she 

is an heiress." 

"Think of her !" said Mr. Howard 
de Howard, who was as poor as he 
was thin, "why, I have thought of 
her!" 

" They say that fool Pelham makes 
up to her." (Little did Mr. Aberton 
imagine, when he made this remark, 
that I was dose behind him.) 

"I should not imagine that was 
true," said the secretary ;" he is so 
occupied with Madame d'Anyille." 

" Pooh 1 " said Aberton, dictatorially, 
"she neyer had any thing to say to 
him." 

"Why are you so sore?" said Mr. 
Howard de Howard. 

"Why— ^because be neyer showed, 
any notes from her, nor eyereyen said 
he had a Uaison with her I " 

^* Ah ! that is quite enough !" said 
Mr. Howard de Howard. "But, i» 
not that the Duchesse de Perpignant" 

Mr. Aberton turned, and so did I 
— our eyes met — ^his fell — well they 
might, after his courteous epithet to 
my name; however, I had far too 
good an opinion of myself to care one 
straw about his ; besides, at that mo- 
ment, I was wholly lost in my surprise 
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and pleasure, in finding that this 
Buchesse de Perpignan was 'no other 
than my acquaintance of the morning. 
She caught my gaze and smiled as she 
bowed. *' Now," thought I, as I ap- 
proached her, " let us see if we cannot 
eclipse Mr. Aberton.'' 



All love-making is just the same, 
and, therefore, I shall spare the reader 
my conversation that evening. When 
he recollects that it was Henry Pelham 
who was the gallant, I am persuaded 
that he will be pretty certain as to the 
snocesB. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



Alea sequa vorax species certissima f urti 

Non oontenta bonis, animum quoque perfida mergit ;— 

Furoa, f uxax— iufamis, inera, furiosa, ndna.*— Pctr. Dial. 



I DIKED the next day at the Freres 
Proven9aux; an excellent restaura- 
teur's, by-the-by, where one gets irre- 
proachable gibieTf and meets few Eng- 
lish.f After dinner, I strolled into the 
various gambling-houses, with which 
the Palais Boyal abounds. 

In one of these the crowd and 
heat were so great, that I should 
immediately have retired if I had not 
been struck with the intense expres- 
sion of interest in the countenance 
of one of the spectators at the rouge 
et noir table. He was a man about 
forty years of age ; his complexion 
was dark and sallow; the features 
prominent, and what are generally 
called handsome ; but there was a 
certun sinister expression in his eyes 
and mouth, which rendered the effect 
of his physiognomy rather disagree- 
able than prepossessing. At a small 
distance from him, and playing, with 
an air which, in its carelessness and 
Twnchalance, formed a remarkable 
contrast to the painful anxiety of the 



* Oatning, that direst felon of the breast* 
Steal* more than fortune from its 
wretched thrall. 
Spreads o*er the soul the inert devour^ 
ing pest. 
And gnaws, and rots, and taints, 
and ruins aj/.— Paraphrasb. 
f Mr. Pelhaxn ooald not say as much for 
the Frires Frovenpaux at preeent ! 



man I have just described, sate Mr. 
Thornton. 

At first sight, these two appeared 
to be the only Englishmen present 
beside myself; I was more struck by 
seeing the former in that scene than 
I was at meeting Thornton there ; for 
there was something distinguished in 
the mien of the stranger, which 
suited fiir worse with the appearance 
of the place, than the air and dress of 
my cirdevanb second. 

"What! another Englishman 1" 
thought I, as I turned round and 
perceived a thick, rough great coat, 
which could possibly belong to no 
continental shoulders. . The wearer 
was standing directly opposite the 
seat of the swarthy stranger ; his hat 
was slouched over his &ce ; I moved 
in order to get a clearer view of his 
countenance. It was the same per- 
son I had seen with Thornton that 
morning. Never to this moment 
have I foiigotten the stem and fero- 
cious expression with which he was 
gazing upon the keen and agitated 
features of the gambler opposite. In 
the eye and lip there was neither 
pleasure, hatred, nor scorn, in their 
simple and unalloyed elements; but 
each seemed blent and mingled into 
one deadly concentration of evil pas- 
sions. 
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This man neither played, nor spoke^ 
nor mored. He appeared utterly 
insensible of every feeling in common 
'with those around. There he stood, 
wrapped in his own dark and inscru- 
table thoughts, never, for one instant, 
taking his looks from the varying 
countenance which did not observe 
their gaze, nor altering the withering 
character of their almost demoniacal 
expression. I could not tear myself 
from the spot. I felt chained by some 
mysterious and undefinable interest ; 
my attention was first diverted into 
a new channel, by a loud exclamation 
from the dark-visaged gambler at the 
table ; it was the first he had uttered, 
notwithstanding his anxiety; and, 
from the deep, thrilling tone in which 
it was expressed, it conveyed a keen 
sympathy with the overchaiged fed- 
ings which it burst from. 

With a trembling hand, he took 
frt)m an old purse the few Napoleons 
that were still left there. He set 
them all at one hazard on the rouge. 
He hung over the table with a drop- 
ping lip; his hands were tightly 
clasped in each other; his nerves 
seemed strained into the last agony 



of excitation. I ventured to raise my 
eyes upon the gaze, which I/eU must 
still be upon the gambler — there it 
was fixed, and stem as before ! — ^but 
it now conveyed a deeper expression 
of joy than it had hitherto assumed ; 
yet a joy so malignant and fiendish, 
that no look of mere anger or hatred 
could have equally chilled my heart. 
I dropped my eyes. I redoubled my 
attention to the cards — ^the last two 
were to be turned up. A moment 
more ! — the fortune was to the noir. 
The stranger had lost! He did not 
utter a single word. He looked with 
a vacant eye on the long mace, with 
which the marker had swept away his 
last hopes, with his last coin, and 
then, rising, left the room, and dis- 
appeared. 

The other Englishman was not 
long in following him. He uttered a 
short, low, laugh, unheard, perhaps, 
by any one but myself ; and, pushing 
through the atmosphere of sacrSs/ 
and mille tonnerres ! which filled that 
pandemonium, strode quickly to the 
door. I felt as if a load had been 
taken from my bosom, when he was 
gone. 



OHAFTBB TIT , 



I wi> Mtering onr mj brsakfiat 
tba next monung, and i.hinHn(f of 
the iMt night's M«ne, wbaa. Laid 
Tincont WBa aananantid. 

" How &raa the galkut FelhMD 
mi he, m he entered the room. 

" Why, to B»y the Imtb," I replied, 
" T am rather under the inSaenee of 
bine derile Uu> morning, and jour 
Tint a like a aQn-beun in November." 

"A bright thtmght," said Vincent, 
" and I shftlt make jou a very prett; 
little poet Boon ; pablish yon in a. 
neat octaTo, and dedicate yon to Itfd; 

D e. Pray, by-tho-by, have 

yon ever read her ptayal You. know 
Ihey were only privately priatedl" 

" No," aaid I, (for in good truth, 
had hia lordabip interrogatod ma 
touching any other literary prodne- 
tion, I Bhonld have eEteemed it a part 
of my present character to retnin the 

"No!" repeated Vincent; "pe^ 
mit me to tell you, that you muat 
never aeem ignorant of any work not 
published. To be admired, one must 
alvaya know what other people don't 
-— «iid then one has fiill liberty to 
sneer at the value of what other peo- 
ple do know. Renounce the threshold 
of knowledge. There, every new 
proselyte can meet yon. Boast of 
your acquaintance with the sanctum, 
and not one in ten thoasand can dis- 
pute i( with you. Have yon read 
Monsieur de C 'a pamphlet T" 

"Eeally," a^d I, "I have been so 

' TJv appropriatijtatlci tortt mcA tAadt 



" Ah, nten omit " oriodVinceat, 
" the greatett aga of an idle man is 
to complain of being bosy. Bat yon 
have had a loas: the pamphlet ia 

good. C , by the way, has an 

extmordinaiT, thongh not an ex- 
panded mind : it is like a citizen's 
garden near London ,- a pretty par- 
terre hsr^and aChineae pagodathere; 
an oak tree, in one comer, and a 
mu^iroom bed in the other : and 
above all, a.Qothic Bain oppoaits the 
bay-window-I Too cu^ traveiao the 
whole in a stride ; it is the four qoai- 
of the globe in a mole-hill. Yet 
rything is good in ita kind ; and 
is ndt^er without degance nor design 

its arrangement." 

" What do yon think," aud I, " of 



the ] 






"Of him!" replied Tmcont — 

9tQl itCi Bt iqiiat, tad peepa bat from iie 

is dark and bewildered — full of 
1 visions of the ancient rfgime ;— 
i a bat hovering about the cells of 
old abbey. Poor, aniiqiK iittte 
donl ! but I will say nothing mote 



the soul of the Barou de ! " 

Finding Lord Vincent so disposed 
the biting mood, I immediately di- 
rected his 7uiie# towards Mr. Aberton. 
'Aberton," sud Vincent, inanswer 
my question, if he knew that 
amiable young gentleman — " Yes ) a 
f man who, speaking of the best 
society, saya a«--who sticks his beat 
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' cards on his chimn^-piece^ and writes 
himself biUeta-daux from duchesses. 
A duodecimo of ' precious conceits/ 
bound in calf-skin — ^I know the man 
well; does he not dress decently^ 
Pelham r 

"His clothes ore weQ made/' said 
I^ candidly. 

"Ah!" said Vincent, "I should 
think he went to the best tailor, and 
said, * Give me a collar like Lord So 
and So's/ ; one who would not dare 
to have a new waistcoat till it had 
been authoritatively patronised, and 
who took his fashions, like his follies, 
from the best proficients. Such fel- 
lows are always too ashamed of them- 
selves not to be proud of their clothes; 
— like the Chinese mariners, they 
bum incense b^ore the needle!" 

"And Mr. Howard de Howard," 
said I, laughing, "what do you think 
of him?" 



(f 



What ! the thin Eupatridr cried 
Tlncent. " He is the mathematical 
definition of a straight line — length 
without breadth. His inseparable 
friend, Mr. Aberton, was running up 
the Bue St. Honor6 yesterday in 
order to catch him, and when I saw 
him chasing that meagre apparition, 
I said to Bennington, ' I have found 
out the real Peter Schlemiir 'WhomV 
(asked his grave lordship, with serious 
nalvetS) — ' Mr. Aberton/ said I ; 
* don't you see him running after Ma 
shadow V ,Bnt the pride of the lean 
thing is so amusing ! He is fifteenth 
cousin to the duke, and so his favourite 
exordium is, 'Whenever I succeed to 
the titles of my ancestors.' It was 
but the other day, that he heard two 
or three silly young men discussing 
church and state, and they began by 
talking irreligion — (Mr. Howard de 
Howard is too unsubstantial not to 
be spiritually inclined) — however he 
only fidgeted in his chair. They 
then proceeded to be exceedingly 
disloyal. Mr. Howard de Howard 
fidgeted again. They then passed 



to vituperations on the aristocracy v— 
this the attenuated pomposity {ynaqni 
Tumunw iim&ra) oould brook no longer. 
He rose up, cast a severe look on l^e 
abashed youtfai^ and thus addressed 
them — ' Gentlemen, I have sate by in 
silence, and heard my King derided, 
and my God blasphemed; but now 
when yon attack the aristocraej, I 
can no longer refrain from noticing 
so obviously intentional an insaltt 
You have become personal* " 

"Pray, Vincent," said I, after a 
short pause, " did you ever meet with 
a Mr. Thornton at Paris?" 

"Thornton, Thornton," said Vin- 
cent, musingly; "what, Tom Thorn- 
ton?" 

"I should think, very likely," I 
replied; "just the sort of man who 
would be Tom Thornton — has a broad 
fitce, with a colour, and wears a spotted 
neckcloth ; Tom — ^what could his name 
be but Tom?" 

" Is he about five-and-thirty ?" asked 
Vincent, "rather short, and with 
reddish-coloured hair and whiskers?" 

"Precisely," said I; "are not all 
Toms alike?" 

" Ah," said Vincent, " I know him 
well : he is a clever, shrewd fellow, 
but a most unmitigated rascal. He 
is the son of a steward in Lancashire, 
and received an attorney's education ; 
but being a humorous, noisy fellow, 
he became a great fitvourite with his 
father's employer, who was a sort of 
Mecsenas to cudgel-players, boxers, 
and horse -jockeys. At his house, 
Thornton met many persons of rank, 
but of a taste similar to their host's : 
and they, mistaking his vulgar coarse- 
ness for honesty, and his quaint pro- 
verbs for wit, admitted him into their 
society. It was with one of them that 
I have seen him. I believe of late, 
that his character has been of a veiy 
indifferent odour : and whatever has 
brought bim among the English at 
Paris — those white-washed abomina- 
tions — those 'innocent blacknesses/ as 
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Charles Lamb calls chimney-sweepers, 
it does not argue well for his pro- 
fessional occupations. I should think 
however, that he manages to live here ; 
for wherever there are English fools, 
there are fine pickings for an English 
rogue." 

" Ay," said I, " but are there enough 
fools here to feed the rogues?" 

"Yes, because rogues are like 
spiders, and eat each other, when there 
is nothing else to catch; and Tom 
Thornton is safe, as long as the ordi- 



nary law of nature lasts, that the 
greater knave preys on the lesser, — 
for there cannot possibly be a greater 
knave than he is ! If you have made 
his acquaintance, my dear Pelham, I 
advise you most soberly to look to 
yourself, for if he doth not steal, beg, 
or borrow of you, Mr. Howard de 
Howard will grow fat, and even Mr. 
Aberton cease to be a fool. And 
now, most noble Pelham, farewell. 
Jl est plus aisi d'itre sage pour les 
atUres gtie de ritre pour soi-mime."* 



CHAPTER XXI. 



This is a notable couple— and hare met 

Bat for some secret knavery. — 7%e Tanner of Tyburn, 



I HAD now been several weeks in 
Paris, and I was not ^together dis- 
satisfied with the manner in which 
they had been spent. I had enjoyed 
myself to the utmost, while I had, as 
much as possible, combined profit 
with pleasure ; viz., if I went to the 
Opera in the evening, I learned to 
dance in the morning ; if I drove to 
a 8oir^ at the Duchesse de Perpig- 
nan's, it was not till I had fenced an 
hour at the SalondesAssatUsd^Armes; 
in short, I took the greatest pains to 
complete my education. — I wish all 
young men who frequented the Con- 
tinent for that purpose could say the 
same ! 

One day (about a week after the 
conversation with Vincent, recorded 
in my last chapter) I was walking 
slowly along one of the paths in the 
Jardin des Plantes, meditating upon 
the various excellencies of the Rocher 
de CajKxde and the Duchesse de Per- 
pignan, when I perceived a tall man, 
with a thick, rough coat, of a dark 
<H)lour (which I recognised long before 
I did the face of the wearer) emerg- 
ing from an intersecting path. He 



stopped a few moments, and looked 
round as if expecting some one. Pre- 
sently a woman, apparently about 
thirty, and meanly dressed, appeared 
in an opposite direction. She ap- 
proached him ; they exchanged a few 
words, and then, the woman taking 
his arm, they struck into another 
path, and were soon out of sight. I 
suppose that the reader has already 
discovered that this man was Thorn- 
ton's companion in the Bois de Bou- 
logne and the hero of the gaming- 
house, in the Palais Royal. I could 
not have supposed that so noble a 
countenance, even in its frowns, could 
ever have wasted its smiles upon a 
mistress of the low station to which 
the woman who had met him evi- 
dently belonged. However, we all have 
our little foibles, as the Frenchman 
said, when he boiled his grandmother's 
head in a pipkin. 

I myself was, at that time, the sort 
of person that is always taken by a 
pretty face, however coarse mav be 



* It is more easy to he wise for others 
than for oneself. 
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the gannentB which set it off; and 
although I cannot say that I ever 
stooped BO fiur as to become amorous 
of a chambermaid, yet I could be 
lolerably lenient to any man under 
thirty who did. As a proof of this 
gentleness of disposition, ten minutes 
after I had witnessed so unsuitable a 
reficontre, I found myself following 
a pretty little griaette into a small sort 
of cabaret, which was, at the time I 
speak of (and most probably still is), 
in the midst of the gardens. I sat 
down, and called for my fftYOurite 
drink of lemonade ; the little grisette, 
who was with an old woman, possibly 
her mother, and un beau groa gargon, 
probably her lover, sat opposite, and 
began, with all the ineffable coquetries 
of her country, to divide her attention 
between the said gargon and myself. 
Poor fellow, he seemed to be very 
little pleased by the significant glances 
exchanged over his right shoulder, 
and at last, under pretence of screen- 
ing her from the draught of the 
opened window, placed himself exactly 
between us. This, however ingenious, 
did not at all answer his expectations ; 
fi>r he had not sufficiently taken into 
consideration, that /also was endowed 
with the power of locomotion; ac- 
cordingly I shifted my chair about 
three feet, and entirely defeated the 
countermarch of the enemy. 

But this flirtation did not last long; 
the youth and the old woman ap- 
peared very much of the same opinion 
as to its impropriety; and accordingly, 
like experience generals, resolved to 
conquer by a retreat ; they drank up 
their orgeat — ^paid for it — ^placed the 
wavering regiment in the middle, and 
quitted the field. I was not, however, 
of a disposition to break my heart at 
such an occurrence, and I remained 
by the window, drinking my lemonade, 
and muttering to myself, " After all, 
women are a bore !" 

On the outside of the cabaret, and 
just under my window, was a bench, 



which, for a certain number of sous, 
one might appropriate to the entire 
and unparticipated use of one's self 
and party. An old woman (so at 
least I suppose by her voice, for I did 
not give myself the trouble of look- 
ing, — though, indeed as to that 
matter, it might have been the shrill 
treble of Mr. Howard de Howard !) 
had been hitherto engrossing this set- 
tlement with some gallant or other. 
In Paris, no woman is too old to get 
an amant, either by love or money. 
This couple soon paired off, and was 
immediately succeeded by another. 
The first tones of the man's voice, 
low as they were, made me start from 
my seat. I cast one quick glance before 
I resumed it. The new pair were the 
Englishman I had before noted in the 
garden, and the female companion 
who had joined him. 

''Two hundred pounds, you say 1" 
muttered the man; ''we must have 
it all." 

" But," returned the woman, in the 
same whispered voice, " he says, that 
he will never touch another card." • 

The man laughed. "Fool," said 
he, "the passions are not so easily 
quelled — ^how many days is it since 
he had this remittance from England 1 " 

" About three," replied the woman. 

" And is it absolutely the veiy last 
remnant of his property?" 

" The last." 

"I am then to understand, that 
when this is spent there is nothing 
between him and beggary 1" 

" Nothing," said the woman, with 
a half sigh. • 

The man laughed again, and then 
rejoined in an altered tone, "Then, 
then will this parching thirst be 
quenched at last. I tell you, woman, 
that it is many months since I have 
known a day — ^night — hour, in which 
my life has been as the life of other 
nien. My whole soul has been melted 
down into one burning, burning 
thought. Feel this hand— ay, you 
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mAjwdl start — ^bat what is the fever 
of the frame to that within?" 

Here the voice sank bo low as to be 
inaudible. The woman seemed as if 
endeayouring to soothe him ; at length 
she said — 

*^But poor Tyrrell — you will not, 
snrely, suffer him to starve, te die 
•f actaal want, abandoned and alone !" 

'' Alone ! no ! " cried her companion, 
fiercely. ''When the last agonies shall 
be upon that man — when, sick with 
weariness, pain, disease, hunger, he 
lies down to die — ^when the death- 
guigle is in the throaty and the eye 
swims beneath i^e last dull film — 
when remembrance peoples the cham- 
ber with Hell, and his cowardice 



would &lter forth its dastard recanta- 
tion to Heaven — then — rna/y I he 
there/*" 

There was a long pause, only broken 
by the woman's sobs, which she ap- 
peared endeavouring to stifle. At last 
the man rose, and in a tone so soft 
that it seemed literally like music, 
addressed her in the most endearing 
terms. She soon yielded to their 
persuasion, and replied to them with 
interest. 

** Spite of liie stings of my remorse," 
she said, "as long as I lose not you, 
I will lose life, honour, hope, even 
soul itself!" 

They both quitted the spot as she 
said thia. 



CHAPTER XXn. 

At length the treaf^erons mare wa« laid. 
Poor pug was caught— to town conv^'d ; 
There sold. How envied waa his doom, 
Madetnpttre in a lady's room !— Gay's FalbiUs, 



I WAS sitting alone a morning or 
two after this adventure, when Bedos, 
entering, announced vne dame. 

This dame was a fine tall thing, 
dxessed out like a print in the Maga- 
sm des Modes. She sate herself down, 
threw up her veil, and, after a momen- 
tary pause, asked me if I liked my 
apartment? 

"Yery much," said I, somewhat 
surprised at the nature oi the interro- 
gatory. 

'' Perhaps you would wish it altered 
in some way r' rejoined the lady. 

'' Non — miUe remiem/imeMl" said I 
— " yott are very good to be so intw- 
ested in my accommodation." 

''Those curtains might be better 
arxanged — ^that sofsk replaced with a 
more elegant one," continued my new 
supedbitendant 

" Really," said I, "I am too, too 
much flattered. Perhaps you would 



like to have my rooms altogether; 
if so, make at least no scruple of 
saying it." 

** Oh, no," replied the lady, " I have 
no objection to your staying here." 

" You are too kind," said I, with a 
low bow. 

There was a pause of some moments 
— ^I took advantage of it. 

" I think, madame, I have the 
honour of speaking to — ^to — to — " 

"The mistress of the hotel," said 
the lady, quietly. " I merely called to 
ask you how you did, and hope yon 
were well accommodated." 

"Rather late, considering I have 
been six weeks in the house," thought 
I, revolving in my mind various 
reports I had heard of my present 
visitor^s disposition to gallantry. How- 
ever, seeing it was all over with me, I 
resigned myself, with the patience of a 
i martyr, to the fate that I foresaw. I 
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voae, approached her chair, took her 
hand (yeiy hard aad thin it was too), 
and thanked her with a most affec- 
tionate squeeze. 

'' I have seen much English !" said 
the lacty, £Nr the first time speaking in 
oorlangnage. 

" Ah ! " said I, giving another 
squeeze. 

''Ton are a handsome ffarfon,** 
renewed the lady. 

'' I am so," I replied. 

At that moment Bedos entered, and 
whispered that Madame d' Anyille was 
in the ante-room. 

" Oood Heayens I ** said I, knowing 
lier jealousy of disposition, "what is 
to be done? Oblige me, madame," 
adzing the unfortunate mistress of the 
hotel, and opening the door to the 
back entrance — " There " said I, ^you 
can easily escape. Bon jour," 

Hardly had I closed the door, and 
put the key in my pocket, before 
Madame d* Anyille entered. 

'' la it by your oirder that your 
■errant keeps me waiting in your 
ante-room r' said she, haughtily. 

I endeavoured to make my peace; 
bat all my comf^aisance was in vain — 
she was jealous of my intimacy with 
the Duchesse de Perpignan and glad of 
any excuse to vent her pique. Fortu- 
nately, however, she was going to the 
Luxembouig ; and my only chance of 
soothing her anger was to accompany 
her. 

Down stairs, therefore, we went, and 
drove to the Luxembourg; I gave 
Bedos, before my departure, various 
little commissions, and told him he 
need not be at home till the evening. 
Long before the expiration of an hour, 
Madame d'Anville's ill humour had 
given me an excuse for affecting it 
myielt Tired to death of her, and 
panting for release, I took a high tone 
—complained of her ill-temper, and 
her want of love — spoke rapidly — 
waited for no reply, and, leaving her at 
the Luxembourg; proceeded forthwith 



to Qalignani's, like a man just deli- 
vered from a strait waistcoat. 

Leave me now, for a few minutes, 
in the reading-room at Qalignaui's, 
and return to the mistress of the hotel, 
whom I had so unceremoniously thrust 
out of my salon. The passage into 
which she had been put communicated 
by one door with my rooms, and by 
another with the staircase. Now, it 
BO hf^pened, that Bedos was in the 
habit of locking the latter door, and 
keeping the key; the other egress, it 
will be remembered, I myself had 
secured ; so that the unfortunate mis- 
tress of the hotel was no sooner turned 
into this passage, than she found her- 
self in a sort of dungeon, ten feet by 
five, and surrounded, like Eve in 
Paradise, by a whole creation — not of 
birds, beaflts, and fishes, but of brooms, 
brushes, linen for the laundress, and 
— a wood basket ! What she was to 
do in this dilemma was utterly incon- 
cdvable ; scream, indeed, she might, 
but then the shame and ridicule of 
being discovered in so equivocal a 
situation, were somewhat more than 
our discreet landlady could endure. 
Besides, such an exposS might be 
attended with a loss the good woman 
valued more than reputation, viz., 
lodgers ; for the possessors of the two 
best floors were both Englishwomen 
of a certain rank ; and my landlady 
had heard such accounts of our na- 
tional virtue, that she feared an 
instantaneous emigration of such in- 
veterate prudes, if her screams and 
situation reached their ears. 

Quietly then, and soberly, did the 
good lady sit, eyeing the brooms and 
brushes as they grew darker and 
darker with the approach of the even- 
ing, and consoling herself with the 
certainty that her release must event- 
ually take place. 

Meanwhile, to return to myself— I 
found Lord Yincent at GaHgnani's, 
carefully looking over " Choice Ex- 
tiaets from the best English Authors.'' 
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« Ah, my good fellow T said he, " I 
am del^hted to see jou : I made such 
a capital quotation just now: the 
young Benningtons w;ere drown- 
ing a poor devil of a puppy; the 
youngest (to whom the mother be- 
longed) looked on with a grave, 
earnest face, tiU the last kick was 
over, and then burst into tears. ' Why 
do you cry soT said I. 'Because it 
was so cruel in us to drown the poor 
puppy!' replied the juvenile Philo- 
cunos. ' Pooh ! ' said I ; " Quid juvat 
errores mersd jam puppe feteri?" 
Was it not good 1 — ^you remember it 
inClaudian, eh, Pelhami Think of 
its being thrown away on those Latin- 
less young lubbers ! Have you seen 
anything of Mr. Thornton lately 1 *' 

"No," saidi, "I Ve not; buti am de- 
termined to have that pleasure soon." 

" You will do as you please," said 
Vincent, "but you will be like the 
child playing with edged tools." 

" I am not a child," said I, " so the 
simile is not good. He must be the 
devil himself, or a Scotchman at 
least, to take me in." 

Yincent shook his head. " Come 
and dine with me at the Rocher," said 
he; "we are a party of six— choice 
spirits all" 

'^Volontiers; but we can stroll in 
the Tuileries first, if you have no 
other engagement." 

" None," said Yincent, putting his 
arm in mine. 

After an hour's walk, Yincent 
suddenly recollected that he had a 
commission of a very important na- 
ture in the Rue J. J. Rousseau. This 
was — ^to buy a monkey. "It is for 
Wormwood," sud he, "who has written 
me'a long letter, describing its quali- 
ties and qualifications. I suppose he 
wants it for some practical joke — 
some embodied bitterness — Heaven 
forbid I should thwart him in so 
charitable a design ! " 

" Amen," said I ; and we proceeded 
together to the moxikey-&ncier. After 



much deliberation, we at last decided 
upon the most hideous animal I ever 
beheld — ^it was of a — no, I will not 
attempt to describe it — it would be 
quite impossible! Yincent was so 
delighted with our choice, that he 
insisted upon carrying it away imme- 
diately. 

" Is it quite quiet?" I asked. 

" C<mvme un oiseau," said the man. 

We called a fiacre — paid for mon- 
sieur Jocko, and drove to Yincent's 
apartments ; there we found, however, 
that his valet had gone out and taken 
the key. 

" Hang it," said Yincent, " it does 
not signify! Well carry le petit- 
monsieur with us to the Rocher." 

Accordingly we all three once more 
entered the ^cre, and drove to the 
celebrated restaurateur's of the Rue 
Mont Orgueil. 0, blissful recollect 
tions of that dinner ! how at this mo- 
ment you crowd upon my delighted 
remembrance ! Lonely and sorrowful 
as I now sit, digesting with many a 
throe the iron thews of a British beef- 
steak — more Anglico — immeasurably 
tough — I see the grateful apparitions 
of EscaUopes de Saumon and LaU- 
ances de Carpes rise in a gentle vapour 
before my eyes ! breathing a sweet and 
pleasant odour, and contrasting the 
dream-like delicacies of their hue and 
aspect, with the dire and dure realities 
which now weigh so heavily on the 
region below my heart 1 And thou, 
most beautiful of all — thou evening 
star of entremets — ^thou that deiightest 
in truffles, and gloriest in a dark cloud 
of sauces — eiquisite/ote ffras ! — Have 
I forgotten thee ? Do I not, on the 
contraiy, see thee — smell thee — taste 
thee — and almost die with rapture of 
thy possession? What, though the 
goose, of which thou art a part, has, 
indeed, been roasted alive by a slow 
fire, in order to increase thy divine 
proportions — ^yet has not ora Alm4i' 
najch — the Almanadi dea Oourmands 
— ^truly declared that the goose re- 
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joiced amid all her tortures — because 
of the gloiythat awaited her? Did 
she not, in prophetic vision, behold 
her enlarged and ennobled fine dilate 
iD\xipAU8 and steam into savtiB — ^the 
companion of tmffles— the glory of 
dishes— the delight — the treasure — 
the transport of gourmands! 0, 
exalted among birds — apotheosised 
goose, did not thy heart exult even 
when thy liver parched and swelled 
within thee, from that most agonising 
death; and didst thou not, like the 
Indian at the stake, triumph in the 
very torments which alone could ren- 
der thee illustrious] 

- After dinner we grew exceedingly 
merry. Yincent puimed and quoted; 
we laughed and applauded ; and our 
Burgundy went round with an alacrity 
to which every new joke gave an addi- 
tional impetus. Monsieur Jocko was 
by no means the dullest in the party ; 
he cracked his nuts with as much 
grace as we did our jests, and grinned 
and chattered as &cetiousIy as the 
best of us. After coffee we were aU so 
pleased with one another, that we 
resolved not to separate, and accord- 
ingly we acljoumed to my rooms, 
Jocko and all, to find new revelries 
and grow brilliant over Cura9oa punch. 

We entered my salon with a roar, 
and set Bedos to work at the punch 
forthwith. Bedos, that Gkinymede of 
a valet, had himself but just arrived, 
and was unlocking the door as we 
entered. We soon blew up a glorious 
fire, and our spirits brightened in 
proportion. Monsieur Jocko sate on 
Vincent's knee — "^e monstrum," as 
he classically termed it. One of our 
compotatores was playing with it. 
Jocko grew suddenly in earnest — a 
grin — a scratch, and a bite^ were the 
work of a moment. 

" Ne quid nirau — now," said Vin- 
cent, gravely, instead of endeavouring 
to soothe the afflicted party, who grew 
into a towering passion. Nothing but 
Jocko's absolute disgrace could indeed 



have saved his life from the vengeance 
of the sufferer. 

"Whither shall we banish him?" 
said Vincent. 

« Oh," I replied, "put him out in 
that back passage ; the outer door is 
shut; hell be quite safe ;" and to the 
passage he was therefore immediately 
consigned. 

It was in this place, the reader will 
remember, that the hapless dame du 
Ch&teau was at that very instant in 
" durance vile." Unconscious of this 
fiict, I gave Bedos the key, he took 
the condemned monkey, opened the 
door, thrust Jocko in, and closed it 
again. Meanwhile we resumed our 
merriment. 

" Nunc est bibendum" said Vincent, 
as Bedos placed the punch on the 
table. " Give us a toast, Dartmore." 

Lord Dartmore was a young man, 
with tremendous spirits, which made 
up for wit. He was j ust about to reply, 
when a loud shriek was heard from 
Jocko's place of banishment : a sort of 
scramble ensued, and the next mo- 
ment the door was thrown violently 
open, and in rushed the terrified land- 
lady, screaming like a sea-gull, and 
bearing Jocko aloft upon her shoul- 
ders, from which "bad eminence" he 
was grinning and chattering with the 
fury of fifty devils. She ran twice 
round the room, and then sank on the 
floor in hysterics, feigned or real. We 
lost no time in hastening to her assist- 
ance ; but the warlike Jocko, still sit- 
ting upon her, refused to permit one 
of us to approach. There he sat, turn- 
ing from side to side, showing his 
sharp, white teeth, and uttering from 
time to time the most menacing and 
diabolical sounds. 

"What the deuce shall we dol" 
cried Dartmore. 

"Do ?" said Vincent, who was con- 
vulsed with laughter, and yet endea- 
vouring to speak gravely; "why, 
watch like L. Opimius, *ne quid res- 
publica detrimenti caperet,* 
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''By J ore, PeUunn, he will scratch 
out the lady's beaux yeua,** cried the 
good-natured Dartmore, endeayonring 
to seize the monkey by the tail, for 
which he very narrowly escaped with 
aa nnmatilated visage. But ihe 
man who had befiore suffered by 
Jocko's ferocity, and idiose breast was 
still swelling with revenge, was glad 
of so &yourable an opportunity and 
excuse for wreaking it. He seized the 
poker, made three strides to Jocko, 
who set up an inefiable cry of defiance 
— and with a single blow split the 
skull of the unhappy monkey in twain. 
It fell with one convulsion on the 
ground and gave up the ghost 

We then raised the unfortunate 
landlady, placed her on the bo&, and 
Dartmore administered a plentiful 
potation of the Oura^ punch. By 
slow degrees she revived, gave three 
most doleful suspintions, and then, 
starting up, gazed wildly around her. 
Half of us were still laughing — ^my 
unfortimate self among the number ; 
this the enraged landladyno sooner 



pereaved than she imagined hersdf 
the victim of some preconcerted vil- 
lany. Her lips trembled with passion 
-^she uttered the most dreadful im- 
precations ; and had I not retired into 
a comer, and armed myself with the 
dead body of Jocko, which I wielded 
with exceeding valour, she mighty 
with the rimple weapons with which 
nature had provided her hands, have 
for ever dem<dished the loves and 
graces that abide in the &ce of Heniy 
Pelham. 

When at last she saw that nothing 
hostile was at present to be effected, 
she drew herself up, and giving 
Bedos a tremendous box on the ear, 
as he stood grinning beside her, 
marched out of the room. 

We then again rallied around the 
table, more than ever disposed to be 
brilliant, and kept up till day-break a 
continued fire of jests upon the heroine 
of the passage : " cum qud (as Vincent 
happily observed) daucUitur adversU 
innoxia simiafidUi * 
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CHAPTER XXUL 

Show xae not ffay painted beauties, 

Theae impostorea I defy.— Oborsb WnHsna. 

Tlie eaTO of Pialrl amelt sot more d^ieately ;— on every aide appeared the marks of 
afod gLottony. At the npper «id of the cave the aorcerer lay extended, St c. 

Mirglip the P$nian, in (he Talet of the OeniL 



I woKB the next morning with an 
aelnng head and feverifih frame. Ah, 
those midnight caroaealfiy how glo- 
rious they would be if there were no 
next morning ! I took my acmkme and 
soda-water in my dressing-room : and, 
as indisposition always makes me 
medltatiye, I thought oyer all I had 
done since my arriyal at Paris. I had 
become (that, Heaven knows, I soon 
manage to do) rather a talked-of and 
noted character. It is true that I was 
everywhere abused— -one found &ult 
with my neckcloth — another with my 
mind — the lank Mr. Aberton declared 
that I put my hair in papers, and the 
stuffed Sir Henry MUlington said I 
was a thread-paper myself. One blamed 
my riding — ^a second my dancing — a 
third wondered how any woman could 
like me, and a fourth said that no 
woman ever could. 

On <me point, however, all — ^friends 
and foes — ^were alike agreed : viz., that 
I was a consummate puppy, and ex- 
cessively well satisfied with myself. 
Perhaps, they were not much mis- 
taken there. Why is it, by-the-by, 
that to be pleased with one's-self is 
the surest way of offending everybody 
else ? If any one, male or female, an 
evident admirer of his or her own 
perfections, enter a room, how per- 
turbed, restless, and unhappy every 
individual of the offender's sex in- 
stantly becomes : for them not only 
enjoyment but tranquillity is over, 
and if they could annihilate the un- 
conscious victim of their spleen, I 



fully believe no Christian toleration 
would come in the way of that last 
extreme of animosity. For a cox- 
comb there is no mercy — for a 
coquette no pardon. They are, as it 
were, the dissenters of society — ^no 
crime is too bad to be imputed to 
them ; they do not believe the religion 
of others— they set up a deity of 
their own vanity — all the orthodox 
vanities of others are offended. Then 
comes the bigotry — ^the stake — ^the 
auto-dorfi of scandal. What, alas ! is 
so implacable as the rage of vanity? 
What BO restless as its persecution] 
Take from a man his fortune, his 
house, his reputation, but flatter his 
vanity in each, and he will forgive 
you. Heap upon him benefits, fill him 
with blessings: but irritate his self< 
love, and you have made the very 
best man ungrateful. He will sting 
you if he can : you cannot blame him ; 
you yourself have instilled the venom. 
This is one reason why you must 
rarely reckon upon gratitude in coii- 
ferring an obligation. It is a very 
high mind to which gratitude is not a 
painful sensation. 11 you wish to 
please, you will find it wiser to receive 
— solicit even — ^fevours, than accord 
them : for the vanity of the obLiger. 
is always flattered — ^that of the obligee 
rarely. 

Well, this is an unforeseen digres- 
sion : let me return ! I had mixed, 
of late, very little with the English. 
My mother's introductions had jhto- 
cured me the enJbr^ of the best French 
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houses; and to them, therefore^ my 
eyenings were osually devoted. Alas ! 
that was a happy time, when my car- 
riage used to await me at the door of 
the Bocher de Cancale, and then whirl 
me to a succession of visits, varying 
in their degree and nature as the 
whim prompted : now to the brilliant 

toiriet of Madame de , or to the 

appartement au troisUme of some less 
celebrated daughter of dissipation and 
ioart6 ; — ^now to the literary conver- 
saziones of the Duchess de D s, 

or the Vicomte d' — 



—, and then to 
the feverish excitement of the gam- 
bling house. Passing from each with 
the appetite for amusement kept alive 
by variety ; finding in none a disap- 
pointment, and in every one a wel- 
come ; full of the health which 
supports, and the youth which colours 
all excess or excitement, I drained, 
with an unsparing lip, whatever en- 
joyment that enchanting metropolis 
could afford. 

I have hitherto said but little of 
the Duchesse de Perpignan ; I think 
it necessary now to give some account 
of that personage. Ever since the 
evening I had met her at the ambas- 
sador's, I paid her the most unceasing 
attentions. I soon discovered that 
she had a curious sort of liaison with 
one of the attacMs — a short ill-made 
gentleman, with high shoulders and 
a pale face, who wore a blue coat and 
buff waistcoat, wrote bad verses, and 
thought himself handsome. All Paris 
said she was excessively enamoured 
of this youth. As for me, I had not 
known her four days before I dis- 
covered that she could not be exces- 
sively enamoured of anything but an 
oyster pdti and Lord Byron's Corsair. 
Her mind was the most marvellous 
milange of sentiment and its opposite. 
In her amours she was Lucretia her- 
self; in her epicurism Apicius would 
have yielded to her. She was pleased 
with sighs, but she adored suppers. 
She would leave everything for her 



lover, except her dinner. The ctUacki 
soon quarrelled with her, and I was 
installed into the platonic honours of 
his office. 

At first, I own that I was flattered 
by her choice, and though she was 
terribly exacting of my petite aoins, I 
managed to keep up her affection, 
and, what is still more wonderful, my 
own, for the better part of a month. 
What then cooled me was the follow- 
ing occurrence : — 

I was in her boudoir one evening, 
when her femmt de chawJbre came to 
tell us that the Due was in the pas- 
sage. Notwithstanding the innocence 
of our attachment, the Duchesse was 
in a violent fright ; a small door was 
at the left of the ottoman, on which 
we were sitting. "Oh, no, no, not 
there," cried the lady; but I, who 
saw no other refuge, entered it forth- 
with, and before she could ferret me 
out, the Due was in the room. 

In the meanwhile, I amused my- 
self by examining the wonders of the 
new world into which I had so abruptly 
immerged: on a small table before 
me, was deposited a remarkably con- 
structed night-cap ; I examined it as 
a curiosity ; on each side was placed 
une petite eotelettede veau cru, sewed 
on with gpreen-coloured silk (I remem- 
ber even the smallest minutise); a 
beautiful golden wig (the Duchesse 
never liked me to play with her hair) 
was on a block close by, and on 
another table was a set of teeth, cPune 
blancheur iblouissarUe. . In this ma- 
nufiustory of a beauty I remaraed for 
a quarter of an hour ; at the end of 
that time, the abigail (the Duchesse 
had the grace to disappear) released 
me, and I flew down stairs like a 
spirit from purgatory. 

From that moment the Duchesse 
honoured me with her most deadly 
abhorrence. Equally silly and wicked, 
her schemes of revenge were as ludi- 
crous in their execution as remorse- 
less in their design: at one time I 
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narrowly escaped poison in a cup of 
eofifee — ^at another, she endeayoured 
to stab me to the heart with a paper 
cutter. 

Notwithstanding my preservation 
from these attacks, my fidr enemy 
had resolved on my destmction, and 
another means of attempting it still 
remained, which the reader will yet 
have the pleasure of learning. 

Mr. Thornton had called upon me 
twice, and twice I had returned the 
visit, but neither of us had been at 
home to benefit by these reciprocities 
of politeness. His acquaintance with 
my mysterious hero of the gambling 
house and the Jardin dea PlarUes, 
and the keen interest I took, in spite 
of myself, in that unaccountable 
person, whom I was persuaded I had 
seen before in some very different 
scene, and under very different cir- 
cumstances, made me desirous to 
improve an acquaintance, which, from 
Vincent's detail, I shoidd otherwise 
have been anxious to avoid. I there- 
fore resolved to make another at- 
tempt to find him at home ; and my 
headache being somewhat better, I 
took my way to his apartments in the 
Faubourg St. Germain. 

I love that quartier ! — if ever I go 
to Paris again I shall reside there. 
It is a different world from the streets 
usually known to, and tenanted by 
the English — (here, indeed, you are 
among the French, the fossilised re- 
mains of the old rigime — ^the very 
houses have an air of desolate, yet 
venerable grandeur — ^you never pass 
by the white and modem mansion of 
a Tiowveau riche; all, even to the 
mggedness of the pavi, breathes a 
haughty disdain of innovation — you 
cross one of the numerous bridges, 
and you enter into another time — ^you 
are inhaling the atmosphere of a past 
century; no flaunting &(m^i^, French 
in its trumpery, English in its prices, 
stares you in the face ; no stiff coats 
and unnatural gaits are seen angli- 



cinng up the melancholy streets. 
Vast hotels, with their gloomy front- 
als, and magnificent contempt of 
comfort : shops, such as shops might 
have been in the aristocratic days of 
Louis Quatorze, ere British conta- 
mination made them insolent and 
dear ; public edifices, still eloquent of 
the superb charities of le grand mon- 
arqm — carriages with their huge 
bodies and ample decorations; horses, 
with their Norman dimensions and 
undocked honours; men, on whose 
more high though not less courteous 
demeanour, the Eevolution seems to 
have wrought no democratic plebeian- 
ism — all strike on the mind with a 
vague and nameless impression of 
antiquity; a something solemn even 
in gaiety, and faded in pomp, appears 
to linger over all you behold; there 
are the Great French People unadul- 
terated by change, unsullied with the 
commerce of the vagrant and various 
tribes that throng their mighty mart 
of enjoyments. 

The strangers who fill the gtuirtiers 
on this side the Seine pass not there ; 
between them and ihe Faubourg there 
is a gulf; the very skies seem differ- 
ent — your own feelings, thoughts- 
nature itself — alter, when you have 
passed that Styx which divides the 
wanderers from the habitants; your 
spirits are not so much damped, as 
tinged, refined, ennobled by a certain 
inexpressible awe — ^you are girt with 
the stateliness of eld, and you tread 
the gloomy streets with the dignity 
of a man, who is recalling the splen- 
dours of an ancient court where he 
once did homage.* 

•I arrived at Thornton's chambers 
in the Rue St. Dominique. " Mon- 
sieur, est-il ckez lui?" said I to the 
ancient porteress, who was reading 
one of Crebillon's novels. 



* It was in 1827 that this was first pub- 
lished ; the glory (by this time) has probably 
left the Faubourg. 
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"(hd M&fmennr, cm qwaJbriime^ 
was the answer. I turned to the dark 
and melean stair-case, and, after in- 
credible exertion and &tigae, arnved, 
at last, at the eleysted abode of 
Mr. Thornton. 

"Enirez,'* cried a ydee, in answer 
to m J rap. I obeyed the iignal, and 
found myself in a room of tolerable 
dimensions and multiplied utilities. 
A decayed silk curtain of a dingy 
blue, drawn across a recess, separated 
the chainhfre d ooucher from the sdUm, 
It was at present only half drawn, 
and did not, therefore, conceal the 
mysteries of Uie den within ; the bed 
was still unmade, and apparently of 
no yeiy inviting cleanliness; a red 
handkerchief, that served as a night- 
cap, hung pendent from the foot of 
the bed : at a little distance from it, 
more towards the pillow, were a shawl, 
a parasol, and an old slipper. On a 
table, which stood between the two 
dull, filmy windows, were placed a 
cracked bowl, still reeking with the 
lees of gin-punch, two bottles half full, 
a mouldy cheese, and a salad dish: 
on the ground beneath the table lay 
two huge books, and a woman's 
bonnet. 

Thornton himself sat by a small 
oonsumptiye fire^ in an easy chair; 
another table, still spread with the 
appliances of breakfast, viz., a coffee- 
pot, a milk-jug, two cups, a broken 
loaf, and an empty dish, mingled with 
a pack of cards, <me dice, and an 
open book de maumm ffo^U, stood 
immediately before him. 

Every thing acound bore some 
testimony of low debauchery; and the 
man himself, with his flushed and 
sensual countenance, his unwashed 
hands, and the slovenly rakishneas 
of lus whole appearance, made no 
unfitting representation of the Genius 
loci. 

All that I have described, together 

with a flitting shadow of feminine tell you what, my good fellow ^I 

appearance, escaping through another , beg pardon^-I mean Mr. Pelham — 



door, my qm.dL eye discovered in the 
same instant that I mademy salutation. 

Thornton rose, with an air half- 
careless and half-abashed, and ex< 
pressed, in more appropriate tenns 
than his appearance warranted, his 
pleasurable surprise at seeing me 
at last There was, however, a singu- 
larity in his conversation which gave 
it an air both of shrewdness and 
vulgarity. This was, as may before 
have been noted, a profuse inter- 
mixture of proverbs^ some stale, some 
new, some s^isible enou^ and all 
savouring of a vocabulary carefully 
eschewed by every man of ordinaiy 
refinement in conversation. 

"I have but a small tenement,'^ 
said he, smiling ; ^ but, thank Heaven, 
at Paris a man is not made by his 
lodgings. Small house, small care. 
Few ffOTfOiu have indeed a more 
sumptuous apartment than myself." 

" True," said I ; "and if I may judge 
by the bottles on the opposite table, 
and the bonnet beneath it, you find 
that no abode is too humble or too 
exalted for the solace of the senses." 

" 'Fore Gad, yon are in the right, 
Mr. Pelham," replied Thornton, with 
a loud, coarse, chuckling laugh, which, 
more than a year's conversation could 
have done, let me into the secrets of 
his diaracter. ''I care not a rush for 
the decorations of the table, so that 
the cheer be good ; nor for the gew- 
gaws of the head-dress, so long as 
the fiuse is pretty — * the taste of the 
kitchen is better than the smell.' Do 
yon go much to Madame B ' s in 
the Bue Qr6try — eh, Mr. Pelham V— 
ah, 1 11 be bound you do." 

"No," said I, with a loud laugh,, 
but internal shiver; "but you know 
where to find le bon vin et les jciies 
JUki, As for me, I am still a stranger 
in Paris, and amuse mjrself but veiy 
indifferently." 
Thornton's &ce brightened. "I 
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I can show yon the best sport in the 
world, if you can only spare me a 
little of your time — ^this very evening, 
perhaps 1 *' 

" I fear,** said I, " I am engaged all 
the present week; but I long for 
nothing more than to cultivate an 
acquaintance, seemingly to eaxLcUy to 
my oumUute." 

Thornton's grey eyes twinkled. 
"Will you break&st with me on 
Saturday ] " said he. 

" I shall be too happy/' I replied. 

There was now a short pause. I 
took advantage of it. "I think," 
said. I, "I have seen you once or 
twice with a tall, handsome man, in 
a loose great coat of veiy singular 
colour. Pray, if not impertinent, who 
is he I I am sure I have seen him 
before in England." 

I looked full upon Thornton as I 
said this; he changed colour, and 
answered my gaze with a quick glance 
from his small, glittering eye, before 
he replied, ** I scarcely know who you 
mean, my acquaintance is so hu:ge 
and miscellaneous at Paris. It might 
have been Johnson, or Smith, or 
Howard, or anybody, in short" 

" It is a man nearly six feet high," 
said I, "thin, and remarkably well 
made, of a pale complexion, light 
eyes;, and very black hadr, mustachios 
and whiskers. I saw him with you 
once in the Bois de Boulogne, and once 
in a hdl in the Palais Boyal. Surely, 
notpyoa wiU recollect who he is ]" 



Thornton wasevidently disconcerted. 
" Oh ! " said he, after a short pause, 
and another of his peculiarly quick, 
sly glances. — " Oh, thai man ; I have 
known him a very short time. What 
is his name % — let m6 see ! " and Mr. 
Thornton affected to look down in a 
complete reverie of dim remembrances. 

I saw, however, that^ from time to 
time, his eye glanced up to me, with 
a restless, inquisitive expression, and 
as instantly retired. 

"Ah," said I, carelessly, "I think 
I know who he is ! " 

" Who]" cried Thornton, eagerly, 
and utterly off his guard. 

"And yet," I pursued, without 
noticing the interruption, " it scarcely 
can be — the colour of the hair is so 
very different." 

Thornton again appeared to rekpse 
into his recollections. 

"War — Warbur — ah, I have it 
now I " cried he, " Warburton — ^that 'a 
it — that's the name — ^is it the one 
you supposed, Mr. Pelham 1 " 

" No," said I, apparently perfectly 
satisfied. " I was quite mistaken. 
Good morning, I did not think it was 
so late. On Saturday, then, Mr. 
Thornton — au plaiair ! " 

" A cunning dog ! " sud I to myself, 
as I left the apartments. " However, 
071 peub Stre trop Jin, I shall have 
him yet" 

The surest way to make a dupe, 
is to let your victim suppose you 
are his. 
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YoiUt de I'ernditlon.*— £« Femmet SavtmUs, 



I FotrvD, on my return, covered 
with blood, and foaming with passion, 
my inestimable valet — Bedos ! 

" What 's the matter] " said I. 

''Matter!" repeated Bedos, in a 
tone ahnost inarticulate with rage ; 
and then, rejoicing at the opportunity 
of unbosoming his wrath, he poured 
out a vast volley of ivrognea and 
carognes, against our damedu ch&teau, 
of monkey reminiscence. With great 
difficulty, I gathered at last, from his 
vituperations, that the enraged land- 
lady, determined to wreak her venge- 
ance on some one, had sent for him 
into her appartement, accosted him 
with a smile, bade him sit down, re- 
galed him with cold vol-au^verU, and 
a glass of Oura9oa, and, while he 
was felicitating himself on his good 
fortune, slipped out of the room : pre- 
sently, three tall fellows entered with 
sticks. 

" We 11 teach you," said, the biggest 
of them — "well teach you to lock 
up ladies, for the indulgence of your 
vulgar amusement;" and, without 
one other word, they fell upon Bedos 
with incredible zeal and vigour. The 
valiant valet defended himself, tooth 
and nail, for some time, for which he 
only got the more soundly belaboured. 
In the meanwhile the landlady en- 
tered, and, with the same gentle smile 
as before, begged him to make no 
ceremony, to proceed with his present 
amusement, and when he was tired 
with the exercise, hoped he would 
refresh himself with another glass of 
Cnra9oa. 

" It was this," said Bedos, with a 

♦ nere V erudition /or pau. 



whimper, " which hurt me the most, 
to think she should serve me so 
cruelly, after I had eaten so plenti- 
fhlly of the vol-atu'veTU ; envy and 
injustice I can bear, but treachery 
stabs me to the heart." 

When these threshers of men were 
tired, the lady satisfied, and Bedos 
half dead, they suffered the unhappy 
valet to withdraw ,* the mistress of the 
hotel giving him a note, which she 
desired, with great civility, that he 
would transmit to me on my return. 
This, I found, inclosed my bill, and 
informed me that, my month being 
out on the morrow, she had pro* 
mised my rooms to a particular 
friend, and begged I would, therefore, 
have the bonU to choose another 
apartment. 

" Carry my luggage forthwith," said 
I, "to the Hdtel de Mirabeau :" and 
that very evening I changed my abode. 

I was engaged that day to a literary 

dinner at the Marquis d'Al ; and 

as I knew I should meet Yincent, I 
felt some pleasure in repairing to my 
entertainer's hotel. They were just 
going to dinner as I entered. A good 
many English were of the party. The 
good-natured, in all senses of the word. 

Lady , who always affected to pet 

me, cried aloud, "Pelham, mon jdi 
petit mignon, I have not seen you for 
an age — do give me your arm." 

Madame d'Anville was just before 
me, and, as I looked at her, I saw that 
her eyes were full of tears ; my heart 
smote me for my late inattention, 
and going up to her, I only nodded 

to Lady , and said, in reply to 

her invitation, "Nonj perfide, it is my 
turn to be cruel now. Remember 
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your flirtation with Mr. Howard de 
Howard." 

"Pooh!" said Lady , taking 

Ix>rd Vincent's arm, "your jealousy 
does indeed rest upon ' a trifle light 
as air.' " 

" Do you forgive me 1" whispered I 
to Madame d'Anville, as I handed her 
to the saUe d manger, 

"Does not love foigive every- 
thing 1" was her answer. 

"At least," thought I, "it never 
talks in those pretty phrases !" 

The conversation soon turned upon 
books. As for me, I rarely at tiiat 
time took a share in those discussions; 
indeed, I have long hud it down as a 
rule, that when your fame, or your 
notoriety, is once established, you 
never gain by talking to more than 
one person at a time. If you don't 
shine, you are a fool— -if you do, you 
are a bore. Tou must become either 
ridiculous or unpopular — either hurt 
your own self-love by stupidity, or 
that of others by wit. I therefore sat 
in silence, looking exceedingly edified, 
and now and then muttering " good !" 
" true I" Thank heaven, however, the 
suspension of one &culty only iu- 
creaaes the vivacity of the others; 
my eyes and ears always watch like 
sentinels over the repose of my lips. 
Careless and indifierent as I seem to 
all things, nothing ever escapes me : 
I have two peculiarities which serve 
me, it may be, instead of talent ; / 
observe, arid I remember, 

"You have seen Tony's 'Hermite 
de la ChauBs^e d'AntinV" said our 
host to Lord Vincent. 

" I have, and think meanly of it. 
There is a perpetual aim at something 
pointed, which as perpetually merges 
into something dull. He is like a 
bad swimmer, strikes out with great 
force, makes a confounded splash, 
and never gets a yard the further for 
it. It is a great effort not to sink. 
Indeed, Monsieur d' A , your lite- 
rature is at a very reduced ebb; — 



bombastic in the drama — shallow in 
philosophy — mawkish in poetry, your 
writers in the present day seem to 
think, with Boileau — 

' Souvent de tons no* nuraz la raiflon eat le 
pire.*"* 

" Surely," cried Madame d'Anville, 
"you will allow De la Martine's 
poetry to be beautifull" 

" I allow it," said he, "to be among 
the best you have ; and I know vexy 
few lines in your language equal to 
the two first stanzas in his 'Medi- 
tation on Napoleon,' or to those 
exquisite verses called 'ZeXoc;' but 
you will allow also, that he wants 
originality and nerve. His thought* 
are pathetic, but not deep; he whines, 
but sheds no tears. He has, in his 
imitation of Lord Byron, reversed the 
great miracle; instead of turning 
water into wine, he has turned wine 
into water. Besides, he is so unpar- 
donably obscure. He thinks, with 

Bacchus — (you remember, D'A , 

the line in Euripides, which I will not 
quote), that ' there is something au- 
gust in the shades ;' but he has applied 
this thought wrongly — in his ob- 
scurity there is nothing sublime — it 
is the back-ground of a Dutch picture. 
It is only a red herring, or an old 
hat, which he has invested with such 
pomposity of shadow and darkness." 

"But his verses are so smooth," 
said Lady . 

" Ah ! " answered Vincent. 

« ( Quand la rime enfin se trouve an boot 
dee vers, 
Qu' importe que le reste y soit mis do 
traver8?*"t 

"Hdasr said the Viscount d'A— , 
an author of no small celebrity him- 
self; "I agree with you — we shall 

* Q/2en €faU our Hit the teortt it reat&m. 

t No matter what the ttvjf^ if good tt« 

rhtme— 
The rt^ble ttandt cemented with the Ihrne. 

FaaAPHBAaa. 
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never again see a Voltaire or a 
Bonflseau." 

''There is bat little justice in those 
complaints, often as thej are made," 
replied Vincent. " You may not, it 
is true, see a Voltaire or a Bousseau, 
but you will see their equals. Genius 
can never be exhausted by one indi- 
TiduaL In our country, the poets 
after Chaucer in the fifteenth century 
complained of the decay of their art 
—they did not anticipate Shakspeare. 
In Hayle/s time, who ever dreamt of 
the ascension of Byron ? Tet Shak- 
speare and Byron came like the bride- 
groom 'in the dead of night;' and 
you have the same probability of pro- 
ducing — not, indeed, another Bous- 
seau, but a writer to do equal h<mour 
to your literature.* 

"I think," said Lady , "that 

Bousseau's 'Julie' is over-rated. I 
had heard so much of ' La Nouvelle 
H61oise' when I was a girl, and been 
80 often told that it was destruction 
to read it, that I bought the book the 
very day after I was married. I own 
to you that I could not get through 
it." 

"I am not surprised at it," an- 
swered Vincent; "but Bousseau is 
not the less a genius lor aU that. 
There is no plot in his novel to bear 
out the style, and he himself is right 
when he says, ' this book will suit 
few readers.' One letter would de- 
light every one — four volumes of 
them are a surfeit — ^it is the Umjcmrs 
perdrix. But the chief beauty of 
that wonderful conception of an im- 
passioned and meditative mind is to 
be found in the inimitable manner in 
which the thoughts are embodied, 
and in the tenderness, the truth, the 
profundity of the thoughts them- 
selves. When Lord Edouard says, 
* c*e8t le chemin dee pcuaiona qui m*a 
conduit d la philosophie/* he incul- 

* It it the path of the patiiotu vfhieh ha* 
cottduetid me to philosophy. 



cates, in one simple phrase, a pro- 
found and unanswerable truth. It is 
in these remarks that nature is chiefly 
found in the writings of Bousseau. 
Too much engrossed in himself to be 
deeply skilled in the characters of 
others, that very sdf-gtudy had yet 
given him a knowledge of the more 
hidden recesses of the heart. He 
could perceive at once the motive 
and the cause of actions, but he wanted 
the patience to trace the elaborate and 
winding progress of their effects. He 
saw the passions in their home, but 
he could not follow them abroad. He 
knew mankind in the general, but 
not men in the detail. Thus, when 
he makes an aphorism, or reflection, 
it comes home at once to you as true ; 
but when he would andtyae that 
reflection — ^when he argues, reasons, 
and attempts to prove, you reject him 
as unnatural, or you refute him as &lse. 
It is then that he partakes of that 
mamie eommuTie which he imputes to 
other philosophers, *de nier ce qui 
estj et d^exfUquer ce qui n'est pas* " * 

There was a short pause. "I think," 
said Madame d'Anville, "that it is in 
those reflections which you admire so 
much in Bousseau, that our authors 
in general excel." 

"You are right," said Vincent, 
"and for this reason — ^with you men 
of letters are nearly always men of 
the world. Hence their quick per- 
ceptions are devoted to human beings 
as well as to books. They make ob- 
servations acutely, and embody them 
with grace ; but it is worth remark- 
ing, that the same cause which pro- 
duced the aphorism, frequently pre- 
vents its being profound. These 
literary gen>8 du monde have the tact 
to observe, but not the patience, per- 
haps not the time, to investigate. 
They make the maxim, but they 
never explain to you the train of 



* To deny that which is, and explain 
that vhieh is not. 
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g vhieh led to it Hence 
they tie more brillumt than (roe. 
An Bng iiali initer will teldam dare 
to make a m&iim, involving, perhaps, 
in two lines, one of the most import&Dt 
of monl problems, vithoat bringing 
pages to sappoit his dictam. A 
French essqist iMvei it wholl; to 
ilael£ He tells jou neither how he 
ftfcmff bj his reftsoQs, nor their con- 
dndou ; 'le pbu /ou toave^l ttt It 
flut lati^ait.'* Conseqoentl;, if leu 
todiona than Qu Englishj jonr raa- 
souen are more dsngerons, and ought 
mther to be eonndered u modds of 
teneneas than of reSeetion. A man 
might leam to thini sooner from yoni 
writers, bnt he win leam to thitii 
juitfy Booner from oan. Many ob- 
eerrationB of la, BniyBre and Boebe- 
foacault — the latter edpeeially— have 
obtuned credit for tmth sold; from 
their point. The; pouew exutl; the 
tame merit as the very sensible — per- 
mit me to add— very Rtnth line in 
Comeille: — 



The marquis tooh advantage of the 
^ence whi^h followed Tincent's eriti' 
eiam, to riie from table. We all 
{except Tinceot, who took leave) 
a^ionmed to the salon. " Qui td di 
hommi Ik f said one, "coBtmt U at 
^rritdehd^nSmer " How silly he is," 
cried another — " How ugly," said a 
lUnL " What a t«sto in litemUre 









— anch a talker — such shallawness, 
and incb asiDranee — not worth the 
answering — could not slip in a word 
— diasgreeable, reyolting, awkward, 
slovenly," were the most complimen- 
tary opinions bestowed upon tbe on- 
fortnoate Tincent. Tbe old railed at 
hisflui(niucrott(,andthe young at his 
matmait ertur, for the former always 
attribnto whatever does not corre- 
spond with their sentiments, to a 
perveraioQ of taste ; and the Uttor, 
whatever does not come np to tb^ 
enthuBiaam, to a depravity of heart. 

As for me, I went home, enriched 
with two new observations ; Erst, thai 
one may not speak of anything rela- 
tive to a foreign country, as one 
would if one were a native. National 
censnres become particular affronts. 
Secondly, that those who know maa- 
kind la theory, seldom know it in 
practice ; tbe very wisdom that con- 
eeivea a mle, is accompanied with the 
abstraction, or tbe vanity, which de- 
stroys it, I mean, that tbe philosopher 
of tjie cabinet isoltontoo diffident to 
pat into acUon his observations, or 
too eager for display to conceal their 
design. Lord Vincent valaes himself 
upon his acKiux dti monde. He has 
read mncb npon men, he bos reflected 
more; he lays down aphorisms to 
govern or to please them. He goea 
into society ; he is cheated by the one 
half, and the olber balf be oSends. 
The sage in the cabinet i« but a fool 
in the salon ; and the most conanm- 
mato men of tbe world are those who 
have considered the least on it^ 



■Mhvplrttiiit/9r^k»tt. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Falitqffl—ynuki money is in my pnne ? 

P«^— Seven groata and iwo-peaoe^— Second Pari ^Senry IV 

En itemm Critpinus ! 



The next day a note was brought 
me, which had been sent to my former 
lod^ngs in the Hdtel de Paris ; it was 
from Thornton. 

"Mr DKAa Sir,'' (it began) 

"I am very sorry that particular 
business will prevent me the pleasure 
of seeing you at my rooms on Satur- 
day. I hope to be more fortunate 
some other day. I should be glad to 
introduce you, the first opportunity, 
to my friends in the Bue Qr&ry, for I 
like obliging my countrymen. I am 
sure, if you were to go there, you 
would cut and come again — one 
shoulder of mutton drives down 
another. 

"I beg you to accept my repeated 
excuses, and remain, 

"Dear Sir, 
" Tour Tery obedient servant, 

'* Thoxas TnoBm^oN. 

" Bue St. Dominique, 
Friday Morning." 

This letter produced in me many 
and manifold cogitations. What could 
possibly have induced Mr. Tom Thorn- 
ton, rogue as he was, to postpone thus 
of his own accord, the plucking of a 
pigeon, which he had such good reason 
to believe he had entrapped? There 
was evidently no longer the same 
avidity to cdtivate my acquaintance 
as before ; in putting off our appoint- 
ment with so little ceremony, he did 
not even fix a day for another meet- 



ing. What had altered his original 
designs towards me ? for if Yincent'B 
account were true, it was natural to 
suppose that he wished to profit by 
any acquaintance he might form with 
me, and therefore such an acquaint- 
ance his own interests would induce 
him to continue and confirm. 

Either, then, he no longer had the 
same necessity for a dupe, or he no 
longer imagined I should become one. 
Yet neither of these suppositions was 
probable. It was not likely that he 
should grow suddenly honest, or sud- 
denly rich : nor had I, on the other 
hand, given him any reason to sup- 
pose I was a jot more wary than any 
other individual he might have im- 
posed upon. On the contrary, I had 
appeared to seek his acquaintance 
with an eagerness which said but 
little for my knowledge of the world. 
The more I reflected, the more I 
should have been puzzled, had I not 
connected his present backwardness 
with his acquaintance with the 
stranger, whom he termed Warbur- 
ton. It is true, that I had no reason 
to suppose so: it was a conjecture 
wholly unsupported, and, indeed, 
against my better sense; yet, from 
some unanalysed associations, I could 
not divest myself of the supposition. 

"I will soon see," thought I; and, 
wrapping myself in my cloak, for the 
day was bitterly cold, I bent my way to 
Thornton's lodgings. I could not ex- 
plain to myself the deep interest I 
took in whatever was connected with 
(the so-called) Warburtonj or whatever 



OB, ADVENTUBBS OF A GEITPLBMAK. 



65 



pTomised to disooyer more clearly any 
pariicalarB respecting him. His be- 
hayiour in the gambling-house ; his 
eonyersation with the woman in' the 
JardindeaPlaraea; and the singular 
circumstance, that a man of so yery 
aristocratic an appearance should be 
connected with Thornton, and only 
seen in such low scenes, and with such 
low sociely, would nothaye been suffi- 
cient so strongly to occupy my mind, 
had it not been for certain dim recol- 
lections, and undefinable associations, 
that his appearance when present, and 
my thoughts of him when absent, 
perpetually recalled. 

As, engrossed with meditations of 
this nature, I was passing oyer the 
Pont Neuff I perceiyed the man whom 
Warburton had so earnestly watched 
in the gambling-house, and whom my 
conjectures identified with the "Tyr- 
rell,'' who had formed the subject of 
conyersationinthe«7arc2in deaPlantes, 
pass slowly before me. There was an 
appearance of great exhaustion in his 
swarthy and strongly-marked coun- 
tenance. He walked carelessly on, 
neither looking to the right nor the 
left, with that air of thought and ab- 
straction common to all men in the 
habit of indulging any engrossing and 
exciting passion. 

We were just on the other side of 
the >S'ei7i6,when I perceiyed the woman 
of the Jardin dea Plantes approach. 
Tyrrell (for that, I afterwards dis- 
coyered, was really his name) started 
as she came near, and asked her in 
a tone of some asperity, where she had 
been! As I was but a few paces 
behind, I had a clear, full yiew of the 
woman's countenance. She was about 
twenty-eight or thirty years of age. 
Her features were decidedly hand- 
some, though somewhat too sharp and 
aquiline. Her eyes were light and 
rather sunken; and her complexion 
bespoke somewhat of the paleness and 
languor of ill-health. On the whole, 
the expression of her &ce, though 

No. 46. 



decided, was not unpleasing, and when 
she returned l^yirell's rather rude 
salutation, it was with a smile, which 
made her, for the moment, absolutely 
beautiful. 

" Where haye I been to 1 " she said, 
in answer to his interrogatory; "Why, 
I went to look at the New Church, 
which they told me was so superbe" 

"Methinks," replied the man, "that 
ours are not precisely the circum- 
stances in which such spectacles are 
amusing." 

"Nay, Tyrrell," said the woman, 
as, taking his arm, they walked on 
together a few paces before me, " nay, 
we are quite rich now to what we 
haye been ; and, if you do play again, 
our two hundred pounds may swell 
into a fortune. Your losses haye 
brought you skill, and you may now 
turn them into actual adyantages." 

Tyrrell did not reply exactly to 
these remarks, but appeared as if 
debating with himself. "Two hun- 
dred pounds — ^twenty already gone ! — 
in a few months all will haye melted 
away. What is it then now but a re- 
spite from staryation ] — but with luck 
it may become a competence." 

" And why not haye luck ? many a 
fortune has been made with a worse 
beginning," said the woman. 

"True, Margaret," pursued the 
gambler, "and eyen without luck, 
our fate can only commence a month 
or two sooner — better a short doom 
than a lingering torture." 

" What think you of trying some 
new game where you haye more 
experience, or where the chances are 
greater than in that of rouge et noir f" 
asked the woman. " Could you not 
make something out of that tall, 
handsome man, who, Thornton says, 
is so rich]" 

" Ah, if one could ! " sighed Tyrrell, 
wistfully. " Thornton tells me, that 
he has won thousands from him, imd 
that they are mere drops in his in- 
come. Thornton is a good, easy, 
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eardeMh fellow, and might let me into 
a^share of the hwtj; bni then, in 
what games can I engage himl" 

Here I pasBed thifr wdl-euitod pair, 
and lost the remainder of their con- 
venation. '«Wei^'' thought I, <Mf 
this precious personage doea starve at 
last, he will most richly desen^ it, 
partljfor his designfl on the stranger, 
f rindpally for his opinion of Thorn- 
ton. If he were a knave Gsdj, one 
might pity him.; bat a kaaye and 
fool both, are a combination of eril, 
for which there is no< intermediate 
purgatory of opinion— Hiothing short 
of utter damnationJ' 

I soon arrived at Mr. Thornton's 
abode. The same old women, poring 
over the same novel of Gtebiflon>made 
me the same reply aa before; and 
accordingly again I ascended the ob* 
ficnre and ragged stairs^ which seemed 
to indicate, that the road to yice is 
not so easy as one generally supposes. 
I knocked at the door, an<^ reeeiving 
no answeringacknowledgmemt, (^^ed 
it at once. The fimt tldng I saw was 
the dark, rough coat of WarburUm; 
that person's back was tamed to me, 
and he was talking with seme energy 
to Thornton (who lounged idly in a 
chair, with one nngartered leg ti^wn. 
over the elbow)* 

'' Ah, Mr. Pelhan^" exclaimed the 
latter, starting from his not v'exj 
gracefiil position, " it gives me great 
pleasure to see you — l£r, Warburton, 
Mr. Pelham— Mr. Pelham^ Mr. Waa> 
barton." 

My new-made, and mysterious ao- 
qnaintanee drew himself up to his 
fhll height, and bowed very aMghtly 
to my own acknowledgment of the 
introduction. A low person would 
have thought him rude. I only sup- 
posed him ignorant of the world. No 
man of the world is undviL He 
turned round, after this stiff con- 
descension, and saB^ down on the 
S0&, with his back towards me. 
^ /'I was mistaken," thovg^I, ''when | 



I b^^ed him to be above soeh 
associates aa Thornton ■ they aoa well 
matched." 

^'My dear sir," said Thornton,. ''X 
am very sorry I couldr not see yon to 
break&st — a. particnlar engagement 
prevented me — verbum mp-. Mr. 
Plslham, you take me, I suppose— 
black eye^ white Ain, and such a& 
ankle!" and the fdlow rubbed hia 
great hands and chadded.. 

"Well,"fflaid I, '^ I cannot blame 
you,, whatever may be my loss — a 
dark eye and a stcai^it ankle are 
powerful excuses. What says Mk, 
Warburton to them?" and I tumect 
to the object of my interrogatory. 

^Beally," he answered drily, (but 
in a voice that struek me as foigned 
and artificial^ and without moving 
from his uncourteoua position, " Mt. 
Thornton only can judge of the'nicar 
ties of his peculiar tastes, or the 
justice of has* general excuses." 

" Mr. Warburton said this in a sat*- 
castie bitter tone. Thomtoa bit ly» 
lips, moro^ I shoidd thank, at the 
manner than the WQffd8,and hisstnall 
guey eyes sparkled vrith. a malignant 
and stem expression^ which suited 
the diaracter of hia &ee far better 
than the eareless levity whkh hift 
glances usually denoted. 

''They are no such great friends 
after all/' tlteught I; ''and now let 
me change my attack. Pray," I 
asked, "am^ig all your numereus 
acquamtanees at Paxifl> did you. ever 
meet with aMr. TyrrdU?" 

Warburton stairted from his ehauv 
and as instantly roHKated himself, 
Thornton eyed me with one of those 
peeuliar looks whidi^se strongly re> 
minded me of a- dog, in deliberatioiL 
whether to Mte or run away. 

*'I do know a Mr Tyrrell!" he 
said, after a diort pauses 

"What sort of aperson is hel" I 
asked with an indlSerent aix-»"a 
great gamester, is he not? " 
"He does alap^it down on the 
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colours now and then," replied Thorn- 
ton. "I hope yon don't know him, 
Mr. Pelhaml" 

"Whyl" said I, evading the ques- 
Hon. " His character is not affected 
by a propensity so common, unless, 
indeed, you suppose him to be mose 
a gambler than a gamester, yiz., more 
acute than unlucky." 

^'Heayen forbid that 1 should ssy 
any such tBmg,'' replied Thornton ; 
''you wonH catch an aid lawyer in 
such imprudence." 

^^Shs gBeatenthaiEidii^.tlifigradar 
the: lihoi;' mbk Wsburton^ miik a 



*« liO)" ramattL Th0BSto% '^i know 

IBat mayi i*a mry gwMt mn^ and I 
bdioFet bs ib;. bolu av ft &iend^ Mir. 
Eslfcom^ ^Hal Mc Thomiwi giew 
qpjia: aftclioBate)> I adidBO) yoa to> 
bOTQ! a» little m poMiiila' toi do: wUsh 
t&KAmfrtofpeeple/' 

^Tnilgr," snid \ '^jmL hanm. now 
eioHaA mjv cnsiotity.. BFotibing, you; 
know, ia batf s» inyii&g aa mystery." 

ThcaartoiL looked av i£ he had ex- 
peeted ax yssBf dSffamak reply; and 
VarburiiMii ffriil, in. an. abrupt tondP— 

^ WhoeveircBaBiiers* an. unknown road 
in a fbg maf eai^ly^bsft Mmadf.? 

**Tn»^" MBi I;: '*but tibait very 
chance is more agreeable tiian- a toad 



where one knows eyery tree ! Danger 
and noyelty are more to my taste 
than safety and sameness. Besides, 
as I rarely gamble myself, I can lose 
little by an acquaintance with those 
who do." 

Another pause ensued — and, find- 
ing I had got all from Mr. Thornton 
and Mb uncourteous gnest that I was 
likely to do, I took my hat and my 
departure. 

<< I do not know," thought I, 
"whether I have profited much by 
this visii. Let meconaider. Im the 
I first place, I have not aaeertainad why 
I was put off by Mr. Thomton-^oi 
as to his excuse,, it eonld only have 
an^ailed one day, and had he. been 
anfldouft for my acquaintance, he 
would have named' another. I have, 
however,. discovei»d». fint,. that he. 
does not wish me to form any cour 
nection with Tyrrell;, secondly, from 
Warburton's sarcasm, and his glance of 
reply, that there is but little fiiend* 
ship between those two, whatever be 
the mtimacy ; and,' tiiiirdly, that 
Warburton, from his dorsal positions, 
so studioasly preserved, either wished 
to be uncivil or unnotised." The 
latter, after all, was the most probable 
snppoedtion ; and, upon, the whole, I 
felt more than ever convinced that he 
was the person L suspected hint ta be.. 



F 2 



68 



PELHAM; 



CHAPTEB XXVI. 

Tell bow the fates my giddy ooune did gnidet 
The inocmstant tunu of erery changing hour. 

Ficres QavetUm, by M. Drayton 

Je me retire done— Adlen, Paris, adieu !— Boilsau. 



When I returned home, I found on 
my table the following letter from my 
mother : — ■ 

" Mt DEA.S Henbt, 

" I am rejoiced to hear you are so 
well entertained at Paris — that yon 

have been so often to the D s and 

C 8; that Coulon says yon are his 

best pupil — ^that your fevourite horse 
is so much admbred — ^and that you 
have only exceeded your allowance 
by £1,000. With some difficulty I 
have persuaded your uncle to trans- 
mit you an order for 1,600/., which 
will, I trust, nuJ^e up all your defi- 
ciencies. 

" You must not, my dear child, be 
so extravagant for the future, and for 
a yery good reason, viz., I do not see 
how you can. Your uncle, I fear, will 
not again be so generous, and your 
father cannot assist you. You will 
therefore see more clearly than ever 
the necessity of marrying an heiress : 
there are only two in England (the 
daughters of gentlemen) worthy of 
you — ^the most deserving of these has 
10,0002. a year, the otiier has 100,0002. 
The former is old, ugly, and very ill- 
tempered ; the latter tolerably pretty, 
and agreeable, and just of age ; but 
you will perceive the impropriety of 
even thinking of her till we have 
tried the other. I am going to ask 
both to my Sunday soiries, where I 
never admit any single men, so that 
there, at least, you will have no rivals. 
" And now, my dear son^ before I 



enter into a subject of great impor- 
tance to you, I wish to recall to your 
mind that pleasure is never an end, . 
but a means — ^viz., that in your horses 
and amusements at Paris — ^your visits 
and your liaisona — ^you have always, 
I trust, remembered that these were 
only so far desirable as the methods 
of shining in society. I have now a 
new scene on which you are to enter, 
with very dififerent objects in view, 
and where any pleasures you may find 
have nothing the least in common 
with those you at present enjoy. 

" I know that this preface Will not 
frighten you, as it might many silly 
young men. Your education has 
been too carefully attended to, for 
you to imagine that any step can be 
rough or unpleasant which raises you 
in the world. 

"To come at once to the point. 
One of the seats in your uncle's 
borough of BuyemaU is every day 
expected to be vacated ; the present 
member, Mr. Toolington, cannot pos- 
sibly live a week, and your uncle is 
very desirous that you should fill the 
vacancy which Mr. Toolington's death 
will create. Though I called it Lord 
Glenmorris's borough, yet it is not 
entirely at his disposal, which I think 
very strange, since my father, who 
was not half so rich as your uncle, 
could send two members to Parliament 
without the least trouble in the 
world — but I don't understand these 
matters. Possibly your uncle (poor 
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man) does not manage them well. 
Howeyer, he says no time Ib to be 
lost You are to return immediately 
to England, and come down to hia 

house in shire. It is supposed 

you will have some contest, but be 
certain eyentually to come in. 

" You will also, in this visit to Lord 
Glenmorris, have an excellent oppor- 
tunity of securing his affection ; you 
kaow it is some time since he saw 
you,'and the greater part of his pro- 
perty is unentailed. If you come into 
the House, you must deyote yourself 
wholly to it, and I have no fear of 
your succeeding; for I remember, 
when you were quite a child, how well 
you spoke, * My name is Nerval/ and 
'BomanSy countrymen, and lovers,' 
&c. I heard Mr. Canning speak the 
other day, and I think his voice is 
quite like yours. In short, I make 
no doubt of seeing you in the ministry 
in a very few years. 

" You see, my dear son, that it is 
absolutely necessaiy you should set 
out immediately. You will call on 

Lady , and you will endeavour 

to make firm Mends of the most 
desirable among your present acquain- 
tance; so that you may be on the 
same footing you are now, should you 
return to Paris. This a little civility 
will easily do; nobody (as I before 
observed), except in England, ever 
loses by politeness ;-— by the by, that 
last word is one you must never use, 
' it is too Cfloucester-place like, 

*' You will also he careful, in return- 
ing to England, to mi^e very little 
•use of French phrases ; no vulgarity 
is more unpleasing. I could not help 
being exceedingly amused by a book 
written the other day, which professes 
to give an accurate description of good 
society. Not knowing what to make 
ns say in English, the author has 
made us talk nothing but Frendi. I 
have often wondered what common 
people think of us, since in their novels 
they always affect to pourtray us so 



different from themselves. I am very 
much afraid we are in all things ex- 
actly like them, except in being moro 
simple and unaffected. The higher 
the rank, indeed, the less pretence^ 
because there is less to pretend tow 
This is the chief reason why our man- 
ners are better than low persons: 
ours are more natural, because they 
imitate no one else; theirs are affected, 
because they think to imitate ours ; 
and whatever is evidently borrowed 
becomes vulgar. Original affectation 
is sometimes good ton, — imitated 
affectation, always bad. 

** Well, my dear Henry, I must now 
conclude this letter, already too long 
to be interesting. I hope to see you 
about ten days after you receive this ; 
and if you can bring me a Cachemire 
shawl, it would give me great pleasure 
to see your taste in its choice. God 
bless you, my dear son. 

" Your very affectionate, 

" Frances Pblham." 

"P.S. I hope you go to church 
sometimes: I am sony to see the 
young men of the present day so irre- 
ligious ; it is very bad taste I Per- 
haps you could get my old friend, 

Madame de , to choose the'Cache- 

mire ; — take care of your health." 

This letter, which I read carefrdly 
twice over, threw me into a most 
serious meditation. My first feel- 
ing was regret at leaving Paris ; my 
second, was a certain exultation at the 
new prospects so unexpectedly opened 
to me. The great aim of a philoso- 
pher is, to reconcile every disadvantage 
by some counterbalance of good; 
where he cannot create this, he t^ould 
imagine it. I began, therefore, to 
consider less what I should lose than 
what I should gain, by quitting Paris. 
In the first place, I was tolerably tired 
of its amusements: no business is 
half so fiitiguing as pleasure. I longed 
for a change : behold, a change was 
at hand I Then, to say truth, I was 
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iMMrtUyglad Dfiappetanee cf eicaping 
from a numerous cohort of fcXim 
^mBOwrSf mtb Madame d'Anyille at 
lihe ihfiad'; jmd the Tcoy circnmstBnee 
judiifdiineiiwho {ilay theiGenaan Ante 
and iiil <in lore would hai» oonaidfiEBd 
;iheiBOHbtyezaid«^ I ngavded as ilhe 
most consolatoiy. 

Hy aosmd being -tbniB xeiioTred finn 
Its pitimafy vogret .at jbsj 4ep8]:tnz^ 
I tiow suffeied it io look foitmod io 
the adTamtagBB itif on j return do Bng^ 
land. My lore ^of eKeiiiement aiid 
sariety made an 'election, dn -which 
I was to have hesiih ^ importuLoe of 
ihe eoocteat and HQie certainty of the 
aaceess, a Tfw§ jigiafiahle ofejject «f 
antioquition. 

I WBsalso hytiiisttime xxeaidedirlCh 
«iy attttidanoe tipeft 'WDmen^Jooid eager 



to exchange it for the ordinary ol^ots 
of ambition to men : and my Taniiy 
whispeced that my snccess in (the one 
WIS no unfarousaUe omen uf my 
jxroaperity in the other. On my re- 
^taim to iBnglandy fwith a new saene 
and a new matiTe for <eondttet, I 
jeeolTed ihat I wonld commence a 
different dhanicter from that I hail 
'hitherto aasnmad. Hoiw&rliceptthaB 
TOBoInfian :tibie midouB events hereafter 
tobeshomiwilltbBBtify. iFortmysel^ 
IMti&atl^wBB nowfltait to enter 
a mozse crowded >aoene n[pon -a more 
elevated asoont; and jny ^sBrioiK 
experiflnee of fanman tuitmre^ras auf- 
fieient to iBon?iftoe me ihat my safety 
reqnised m moie «Dnfinnal flincuxB- 
qpeobion, Jttd jBydmeoBSs^a sune ^- 
idfied hearing. 



CHAPTER xrVTL 
JejiotOEBi ceJa, maflamft damiaaiilivrer-MoLUBBx. 



I Ajf not one of -those jpersons who 
are many di^ in deciding what may 
be effected in one. ''On the third day 
from this," said I to Bedos, "at half- 
¥Mt sine in jkhe mocning,! shall leave 
£!MRiB for England.'' 

** 0^ my poor wife ! ** eaidiheTalet, 
"^ifdie ^R^ break her Jieart if i Jeaye 

" Themtiiy/aaidl. iBedoaBfaEBg^sd 
Jueahmildem. 

^ I ;pMfer hfiing nriiih Moiiaieur tto 
ax ^ih^." 

^* W^ii, <e¥en to your wife T* OIhe 
aoujRteoroB mscal placed his jund >to 
ius heact and bowed. " Tou «haU 
not «u£gar tby your £deli<gF — yon ahaU 
iafee your wdfe with jrou." 

T3o» coxyugal vatet'^ veountenance 
m. ^''Kq/' he <Baid, ''no; he could 
aiat MeXadTontage of Monsieur's 



^ I insist upon ai«— sot 'anofher 

-" 1 beg a thousand 'pardons of Mon- 
sieur; but— but my wife as yery H^ 
and unable to travcL" 

^ Then, in ihat case, so excellent a 
iiui^and cannot think of levdng a sick 
and destitute wife." 

" Poyerty has no law; if I consuitet 
•my heart, and stayed, I &ould starye^ 

*^Je nfC^n vms jme la mSeessUS,** f 
nfHied I, as I got into w^ earsiage. 
flhat irepartee, by the mtty, S caomot 
tichum as my -own.; it iis tiie yeiy na- 
anawerable answer >af a judge to an 
ez|>OBtulafcing :thie£, 

i made the nwnd Df rec&proeal 
tregrets, aceoBdmg ia tiie orthodox 



* Onemuttlive. 

i I dant ste tht meiMtty c/VMf . 
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formnla. IFhelDiidkeBBeiiePerpignan' 
iras -the laBt7--'i(lUdiime d'AsindOle I 
reserred fer another day)— tliat yip- 
tvLom and wise "pereenage -was in the 
heudow <S TBceprtien. I glanced at 
the &tal door -aB 1 entered. I hsuve a 
great ayersioiiy after any thing has 
once happened imd fiiirl j mtbmded, 
to ^make any idlnsdon to its fcrmer 
enfitence. i ne^er, therefore, talked 
to the Bndiesg about onr ancient 
^Sffcaremens. I ^c^^e, this morning, 
fif the marriage of ^me person, ^e 
death of another, and lastly, the 
departure of my individual selfl 

"When do ^ynn gol* 'rihe said, 
eagerly. 

" In two days : my departure will 
be softened, if I can execute any 
commissions in England for Madame." 

''None," said she; and then in a 
low tone (that none of the idlers, 
who were always found at her morning 
levies, should hear), she added, ''you 
will receiy^ a jaote iicom me this 
evening." 

I bowed, changed the conversation, 
snd withdrew. I dined in my own 
TDoms, and spent the evening in 
looldng over l&e vaaiouB biUeta-doux, 
Teeeived during my 8l^<mr at Paris. 

" Where shall I put all these locks 
of hairl" asked Bedos, opening a 
drawer full. 

" Into my scrap-'book.*' 

" And aUtiiese letters]" 

^ Into the fife.' 

I was just getSng into l)ed when 
iBie l>udhe8se de Perpignan's note ar- 
lived— it was as follows : — 

'^ My dhar ^^KiEirD, 
" For that word, so doubtful in our 
language, I may at least call you in 
yotir own, I am unwilling that you 
[E^iould leave this country with those 
sentiments you now entertain of me, 
nnahered, yet I cannot imagine any 
form of words of sufficient magic to 
change them. Oh ! if you knew how 
mnxeh I am to be pitied; if yon could 



look 'for Jone momeBt into tius loaafy 
and blighted heart; if yon eoulA 
traee, step by step, the progress I 
have made infoUy and sin, you would 
see how mndh of w4iat you now eon- 
demn and despise, I have owed ta 
cireumBtanceB, rather than to tiie<viee 
of my dispoSlion. I was bom i 
Iseauly, educated b beauty, lywed 
lame, rank, power to beauty ; and ft 
is to the advantages I have derifed 
from person that I owe the ruin cf 
my n^d. Ton have seen how mndk 
I now derive ^m -art; I loa&e my- 
self as I write that sentence ; l)ut ii» 
matter: from that moment yoa 
loathed me too. You did not tafee 
into consideration that I had been 
living on excitement all my youth, 
and that in my maturer years I could 
not relinquish it. I had reigned by 
my attractions, and I thought every 
art preferable to resigning my empire : 
but, in feeding my vanity, I had not 
been able to stifle the dictates of jx)j 
heart Love is so natural to a WQma% 
that she is scarcely a woman who 
resists it: l)ut in me it has been a 
sentiment, not a passion. 

^ Sentiment, then, and vanity, hwm 
been my seducers. I said, that 1 
owed my errors to circumstances, noit 
to nature. Ton will say, that in 
confessing love and vanity to be my 
seducers, I contradict this assertion—* 
you are mistalken. I mean, Unft 
though vanity and sentiment were 
in me, yet the scenes in which I have 
been placed, and the events which I 
have witnessed, gave to those latent 
currents of action a wrong and n 
dangerous direction. I was formed 
to love ; for one irham I did love I 
could have made every sacrifice. 1 
married a man I hated, and I asStf 
learnt the depths of my heart when H 
was too late. 

"Enough of this; you will leave 
this country; we shall never meet 
again— never! You miqr return t» 
Paris, but I ahaXl \2a«DL \j^ i» TassRs^ 



72 



PELHAM; 



nVmpofie— -I fihaU be nnehanged to 
the Uuil «/e maurrai en rnfte. 

'' As a latest pledge of what I. haye 
ftit for you, I Bend jovl the enclosed 
chain and ring; as a latest &your, I 
request yon to wear them for six 
jnonthSp and, above all, for two hours 
in the Tuileries to-morrow. You will 
langh at this request : it seems idle 
and romantic — ^perhaps it is so. Lore 
has many exaggerations in sentiment, 
-iriiich reason would despise. What 
wonder, then, that mine, above that 
of all others^ should conceive them 1 
Ton will not, I know, deny this 
request Farewell! — in this world 
we shall never meet again. Farewell 1 

« E. P." 



" A most sensible efiusion," said I 
to myself, when I had read this bil- 
let ; " and yet, alter all, it shows more 
feeling and more character than I 
could have supposed she possessed." 
I took up the chain: it was of 
Maltese workmanship; not very 
handsome, nor, indeed, in any way 
remarkable, except for a plain hair 
ring which was attached to it, and 
which I found myself unable to take 
off, witiiout breaking. '' It is a very 
singular request," tiiought I, "but 
then it comes from a very singular 
person ; and as it rather partakes of 
adventure and intrigue, I shall at all 
events appear in the Tuileries to- 
morrow, (iuiined and ringed,** 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Thy incivility shall not make me fail to do what becomes me ; and since thou hast more 
' ipalour than courtesy, I for thee will hazard that life which thou wouldst take from me.— 
, Cttuandra, ** OeganUy done into English bjf Sir Charlbs Cottkrell." 



About the usual hour for the pro- 
menade in the Tuileries, I conveyed 
myself thither. I set the chain and 
ring in full display, rendered still 
more conspicuous by Ihe dark-coloured 
dress which I always wore. I had not 
been in thegardens ten minutes, before 
I perceived a young Frenchman, 
scarcely twenty years of age, look 
with a very peculiar air at my new 
decorations. He passed and repassed 
me, much oftener than the alterna- 
tions of the walk warranted ; and at 
last, taking off his hat said in a low 
tone, that he wished much for the 
honour of exchanging a few words 
with me in private. I saw, at the 
first glance, that he was a gentleman, 
and accorcUngly witiidrew with him 
among the trees, in the more reUred 
part of the garden. 

^' Permit me," said he, " to Inquire 
how that ring and ch^ came into 
jronrpoflseasionl'' 



"Monsieur," I replied, "you will 
understand me, when I say, that the 
honour of another person is impli- 
cated in my concealment of that 
secret." 

" Sir," said the Frenchman, colour- 
ing violently, "I have seen them 
before — ^in a word, they belong to 
mel" 

I smiled — my young hero fired at 
this. "Out, Monsieur" said he, 
speaking very loud, and very quick, 
" they belong to me, and I insist upon 
your immediately restoring them, or 
vindicating your claim to them by 
arms." 

"You leave me but one answer. 
Monsieur," said I ; "I will find a 
friend to wait upon you immediately. 
Allow me to inquire your address 1 " 
The Frenchman, who was greatly 
agitated, produced a card. We bowed 
and separated. 

I was glancing over the addresa 
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I held in my hand, which was — 
C, de VatUran, Hue de Bourbon, 
NunUrO'- — when my ears were 
saluted with — 

" Now do you know me l-^lhou Bhouldst be 
Alonzo.** 

I did not require the faculty of 
sight to recognise Lord Vincent. 
''My dear feUow," said I, "I am 
rejoiced to see you! " and thereupon I 
poured into his ear the particulars of 
my morning adventure. Lord Vin- 
cent listened to me with much appa- 
rent interest, and spoke very unaffect- 
edly of his readiness to serve me, and 
his regret at the occasion. 

" Pooh ! " said I, " a duel in France 
is not like one in England ; the for- 
mer is a matter of course ; a trifle of 
common occurrence; one makes an 
engagement to fight, in the same 
breath as an engagement to dinQ ; but 
the latter is a thing of state and 
solemnity — ^long fiwjes — early rising — 
and will-making. But do get this 
business over as soon as you can, 
that we may dine at the Bocher 
afterwards.'" 

" Well, my dear Pelham," said Vin- 
cent, ''I cannot refuse you my ser- 
vices; and as I suppose Monsieur 
de VatUran will choose swords, I ven- 
ture to augur every thing from your 
skUl iu that species of weapon. It is 
the first time I have ever interfered 
in afi&irs of this nature, but I hope to 
get well through the present. 

' Nobilis ornatur lauro coll^a seeundo* 

as Juvenal says : au revoir" and away 
went Lord Viucent, half forgetting 
all his late anxiety for my life in his 
paternal pleasure for the delivery of 
his quotation. . 

Viucent is the only punster I ever 
knew with a good heart. No action, 
to that race in general, is so serious an 
occupation as the play upon words; 
and the remorseless habit of murder- 
ing a phrase, renders them perfectly 



obdurate to the simple death of a 
friend. I walked through every 
variety the straight paths of the Tuil- 
eries could afford, and was beginning 
to get exceedingly tired, when Lord 
Viucent returned. He looked very 
grave, and I saw at once that he was 
come to particularise the circum- 
stances of the last extreme. '' The, 
Bote de Boulogne — pistoU — in one 
hour," were the three leading features 
of his detai]. 

" Pistols ! '* said I ; "well, be it so. 
I would rather have had swords, for 
the young man's sake as much as my 
own : but thirteen paces and a steady 
aim will settle the business as soon. 
We will try a bottle of the Cham- 
bertin to-day, Vincent." The punster 
smiled £untly, and for once in his life 
made no reply. We walked gravely 
and soberly to my lodgings for the 
pistols, and then proceeded to the 
engagement as silently as philosophers 
should do. 

The Frenchman and his second 
were on the ground first. I saw that 
the former was pale and agitated, not, 
I think, from fear, but passion. When 
we took our ground, Vincent came to 
me, and said, in a low tone, ''For 
Heaven's sake, suffer me to accommo- 
date this, if possible ! " 

"It is not in our power," said I, 
receiving the pistol. I looked steadily 
at de Vautran, and took my aim. His 
pistol, owing, I suppose, to the trem- 
bling of his hand, went off a moment 
sooner than he had anticipated — ^the 
ball grazed my hat. My aim was 
more successful — I struck him in the 
shoulder — the exact place I had 
intended. He staggered a few paces, 
but did not fall. 

We hastened towards him — his 
cheek assumed a still more livid hue 
as I approached 1 he muttered some 
half-formed curses between his teetii, 
and turned from me to his second, i 

"You will inquire whether- Mon- 
sieur de Vautnsi ^s^ «a^As&sA4' ^3ia.\ 
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I to Tliteeaiy Bad refired ^ a ^ort 
^stance. 

«H]fiB600iid,''«uaTiBceDt, ^tftera 
iMnef ocofoFenoe -with iihiit perBon,) 
^vepUes io my qxifiBtiodi, thBt Mon- 
ifiear de Taiitnai'« weimd has left 
lihn, for lihe preBent, mo BhemsiiTO.'* 
Upon this angwer I >tofi^ Tlneenf b 
siniiy and we vetnriked fertliwitk to 
my carriage 

"*' I eon^skdate yon most -idnoerely 
on the event of this duel," ndd Ym- 
eent. ** Monsieur de M— (dc Yau- 
tranls seeond) infonned w^, when I 
waited vn. imn, ^tbat your anftagonwt 
was one of the most -oelebrated pistol 
diots in PariSy and ihiit « lac^ wi1& 



whom he had been long in love^ made 
the death of the ohain-bearerthe price 
itf her IsvonrB. BeyiHsh iuokj for 
you, my good fellow, that his hand 
trembled so ; but I did not know you 
were so good a shof 

"Why," I answered, "I am Tiot 
mhsA B Ti^garly tenned 'a crack 
liiot ' — I cannot «plit a bullet on a 
penknife ; bat I am wane of a target 
somewhat 4smailler than a man : and 
my hand is as oertun in the field as it 
is in the practioe-yard." 

** Le aenUmera de noe forces les avs^ 
WKJwfe," * ireplied Tineent. *' Shall I 
tell the coachman to dnye to the 
Eocher?" 



XIHJLKCER XXIX. 



btttfythat maheflihe inTltatiao, 
lEo jjQur om oost, to iiis /or/ honm eoUatian. 

l^rcHnaar's GetU. Dancing Master. 

Worn iwuw IAbb Jegerqae 9e«'aana<paB grande peine h me consoler d'one dhose ibmt 
^ vaeimtiB d^fiamaal^ tute UtiaiM^—LtUre* deSoixm&u. 



A« IwaB wadkaaig hdmewith Yin- 
cent from the Mue MwH^JirffueU, I 
flaw, on entering the Sue iSft. Honor 6, 
two figores before as; 1^ tidl «nd 
Boble statme of the one I oevild not 
far « moment aniBtalce. Theytrtopped 
at the 'door of an hotel, whidh opeoMd 
in that noisdeBs manner >80 pecaMsr 
to -tiie Condergerie of Eranee. I was 
«t the door Idie moment 4^egr dis- 
appeased, bat not before I had eaoght 
« glance «f l^e dark locflu and 
pale countenance of Warinutton, — 
my eye tfdl npem Hke lunnfoer of the 
hotel 

'««iire9y,^«dd I,<1 htm toen in 
that honse befine.* 

** Likely enonghy^igrowled Yiacent> 
wiiewas glorionBfy drank. ''I^ is a 
iKtme dof inRia^okl irtflit y y on may 



pli^ with iBSTds, or 'Coquet wi^ 
women, ^ndneh yon please."' 

At i^iese words I remembered iSks 
hotel and ito inmateB immediately, it 
bdonged to «n old nobleman, who« 
though on i;he brink of the grm% 
was still gfaeping at tihe good ifhinga 
on the margin. He lived with a 
pretty and clever woman, who bore 
the 9iame and honours of Mb wife. 
They loBpt up two mUms, one powr -^e 
petiU souper, and ihs •erther pour le 
pet/U jeu. You saw mueh hearts mA 
more love-making, and lost your lieait 
and your money with «qaal &cility. 
In -a wovd, the ansrqnis and lus joHe 
p^Hte fenvme were a wise and pros- 



^The conviction of our forca augmenXs 

iJWHI. 
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perouB oimple, iiviio loaie the %Grt of 
tiieir ilvreB, and lived (tbeeiiil3r Juid 
konomrMgr iipen oilier ^people. 

^AUanB, Belhamr Hsried YJoioent^ 
M I <ira8 afcUl 4Bta]idiiig tsb rflie 4M>r ia 
deUOMfsSion; "'hxm^mm6k longer iviH 
jMi Iceep me to cQsigeal in flik "^ e&ger 
a&d ]il|]>piaQg liir' — ^'QiWBLdiii pstiea- 
€am coBteam abntfice, Catiliiia/"' 

'^Oiiet in 'enkec,'' ndd I. '^'i iivre 
the run of iBae ^onse, and ma noaj 
find " 

"'Some young vices — some &ir 
iniquities,'" interrupted Vincent, with 
a hiccup — 

** * Leade oii,good fellowe,' quoth RcfliiAHooQ, ■ 
< Lead on, I do bid thee.* " 

t 

And with these words, tfie d»or 
opened in obedience to my rap, and 
we mounted to i^ jnasquis^ iane- 
ment au premidre. 

jilifi «oom was pretty foil— <th0jio»- 
dtittwfe mflErqniBe sivas flitliiig frmn 
table to table— bettkig lat leaohf And 
eoig[Qetting with tiXli »nd lihe ouurquis 
himsftlf, with a jnaist ^ye and a 
Aaking hteui, was affiicfaing the I>oii 
Juan with the ▼arieiiB JGlTOEaa and 
Ajomaa with which liis «iUm was 
CBMrdad. Yineent ^nas trying to 
&II0W jne ibtovif^ the <crowd, bnt 
hu aoniused Tisioa and unsteady 
ifiMtiiig led Mm itsm one <eiitangle-i 
anent 4o anotiifiiv till ite was ^nite; 
suable to {Mrooeed. A tall, coqiidfiaDLt; 
^Hwrnfflmmi, «s foot bgr fi^e, was; 
JoMUBi^ fa ffreat mnd wei^biy dbjeo- 
AMM^Just hefosehiiQ, sitter^ opeapied 
m. i&e tvieissitiideB of an 4osapU tabl^ 
«nd uoncQDfloioQS of Fineenirs sepeated 
«ffinrts, £r8t 401 (me^ide^ and ithen on 
•the od^ to |»8B Mm. 

At last, the .peiqdesEed wit, getting 
JBUDBB irascible as iie >gsew more 
tefildened* saddesfly seksed the vast 
fBfflMmhrttnoe by the^nn, and aaid to 
hiok, m a .tfttarp, «quenilfifiiB ton^ 
-''Pngr, KonMomv wlqr are you ilULe 
'tkue lake tiee in JiCahomet'a .^eivienth 



^JSirJ** ciifid thejaatfim^i^ Jleeiidk- 



%:" BeeamHe," (eootmved TlngflaKt,jMfr< 
sweaang iua own enigaBia)— '* becana^ 
beyond (gov. Hbere tu .so paatSngJ " 

The Frenchman (one of that race 
who always foigi;Re any vthing for « 
ban mot) smiled, bowed, and drew 
himself aside. Tincent ttteered *bg^ 
and jodmng Joe, Mccuped out, 'To»- 
tiaque adyenosiip^onitepeclpQiarebus." 

Meanwhile I had looked round the 
room for the objects of my pursuit : 
to my great surprise I could not 
perceive them; they maybe in the 
other room, thought I, and to the 
other i?oom I went; the supper was 
laid out, and an old bonne was quietly 
bdpiing heraetf iK> some sweetmeat. 
All other liuman beings (if, indeed, 
aa old woman osn be called a human 
being !) were, however, invisible, and 
Isemained pecfiacUy bewildered as to 
the SLOiMqpspefttsnoe of Warborton and 
lusicoimiamon. I ^arf^red the gamiig; 
romn oaice fmoie — I loolced ronnd la 
livery cacnof — I examined every Jmw 
— 4)nt in vaia ; and with a leeling of 
disappointment very disproportioaiflt 
to my loss, I took Yincent^ aon, bbA 
we withdEow. 

The aext saoraiag I :q>ent witik 
Madamotd'Anville. A Franehwomaaa 
easUy eonsdes horsed lor the loss of 
a loveiP-Hahe iOOWFeits him into m 
Mflad, and .thiniBB herself (nor xs^die 
muoh -deoeiAFedl) . benefited iby the 
eKehaage. We talked of ova^ai m 
mamiBs, und hade <eafih fflther adiSR 
la .aatithesea. .Ahi it is Ji. pleasant 
thing to drink with Alcidonis (^m. 
Marmontel ss Tale) <£ the loseiooloiired 
phial— 4o i^aoct 'm£k the i&ncy, ao& 
to brood lOver the passion «f youth. 
There is a time wdiea the heac^ from 
Yejj tenderness, nms ove^ «ad (so 
mu«h do our virtaes as well as Tices 
flow from onr passions) then i^ 
perhapi^ raUier'hope than anxiety 
for ihe &tore in that excess. Tlieig 

if BUdSBOt «I«, 3\i Sna j^BBV^'^BittMi^ 
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leasiiesSy not deflign ; and Love, wan- 
dering over flowers, "proflTers honey, 
but bears not a sting." Ah ! happy 
time 1 in the lines of one who can so 
well translate feeling into words— 

** Fate has not darkened thee— Hope has not 

made 
The blossoms expand it but opens to fade; 
lYothing is known of those wearing fears 
Which will shadow the light of our after 

yean."— 3%« Improvitatriee* 



Pardon this digression— not much, 
it must be confessed, in my ordinary 
strain — ^but let me, dear reader, very 
seriously advise thee not to judge of 
me yet. When thou hast got to the 
end of my book, if thou dost condemn 
it or its hero— why " I will let thee 
alone" (as honest Dogberry advises) 
" till thou art sober; and, if thou make 
me not, then, the better answer, thou 
art not the man I took thee for." 



CHAPTER XXX. 



It must be confessed, that flattery comes mightily eaqr to one's month in the presence of 
royalty.— £«(t«r« (/Stcphkn Montaouk. 

Tis he.— How came he thence-^what dotii he here ?— Laka. 



I HAD received for that evening 
(my last at Paris) an invitation from 

the Duchesse de B , I knew that 

the party was to be small, and that 
very few besides the royal £unily 
would compose it. I had owed the 
honour of this invitation to my 

intimacy with the s, the great 

friends of the duchesse, and I pro- 
mised myself some pleasure in the 
engagement. 

There were but eight or nine 
persons present when I entered the 
royal cluunber. The most distin- 
guished of these I recognised imme- 
diately as the . He came forward 

with much grace as I approached, 
and expressed his pleasure at seeing 
me. 

"You were presented, I think, 

about a month ago," added the , 

with a smile of singular &scination ; 
*' I remember it weU." 

I bowed low to this compliment. 

''Do yon propose staying long at 
Paris 1" continued the , 

" I protracted," I replied, " my 
departure solely for the honour this 
erening affords me. In so doing, 



please your — , I have followed the 
wise maxim of keeping the greatest 
pleasure to the last." 

The royal chevalier bowed to my 
answer with a smile still sweeter than 
before, and began a conversation with 
me which lasted for several minutes. 

I was much struck with the ^'s 

air and bearing. They possess great 
dignity, without any affectation of its 
assumption. He speaks peculiarly 
good English, and the compliment of 
addressing me in that language was 
therefore as judicious as delicate. His 
observations owed little to his rank; 
they would have struck you as appro- 
priate, and the air which accompanied 
them pleased you as graceful, even in 
a simple individual. Judge, then, if 

they charmed me in the . The 

upper part of his countenance is pro- 
minent and handsome, and his eyes 
have much softness of expression. 
His figure is slight and particularly 
well knit; perhaps he is altogether 
more adapted to strike in private 
than with public effect. Upon the 
whole, he is one of those very few 
persons of great rank whom yov 
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would have had )[>Tide in knowing as 
an equal, and have pleasure in ac- 
knowledging as a superior.* 

As the — paused, and turned 
with great courtesy to the Due de 
«— ', I bowed my way to the Dnchesse 
de B That personage, whose 

liyeliness and piquancy of manner 
always make one wish for one's own 
sake that her rank was less exalted, 
was speaking with great yolubUity to 
a tall, stupid-looking man, one of the 
ministers, and smiled most graciously 
upon me as I drew near. She spoke 
to me of our national amusements. 
*' You are not," said she, " so fond of 
dancing as we are." 

''We have not the same exalted 
example to be at once our motiye and 
our model," said I, in allusion to the 
Buchesse's well-known attachment to 
that accomplishment. The Duchesse 

d'A- came up as I said this, and 

the conversation flowed on evenly 

enough till the ^'s whist party was 

formed. His partner was Madame de 
laR — 



the heroine of La Yend6e. 
She was a tall and very stout woman, 
singularly lively and entertaining, and 
appeared to possess both the moral 
and the physical energy to accomplish 
feats still more noble than those she 
performed. 

I soon saw that it would not do for 
me to stay very long. I had already 
made a favourable impression, and, 
in such cases, it is my constant rule 
immediately to retire. Stay, if it be 
whole hours, until you have pleased, 
but leave the moment after your suc- 
cess. A great genius should not 



* The aketoh of these unfortunate mem- 
bers of an exiled and illustrious family may 
not be the less interesting from the reverses 
which, since the first publication of this 
work, placed the Orleans family on the 
Bourbon throne. As for the erring Charles X., 
he was neither a great monarch nor a wise 
inan, but he was, in air, grace, and manner, 
the most thorough-bred gentleman I ever 
met.— jr. P. 



linger too long either in the &al(m or 
the world. He must quit each with 
6dat, Ll obedience to this rule, I 
no sooner found that my court had 
been effectually made than I rose to 
withdraw. 

"You will return soon to Paris,**, 
said the Duchesse de B 

"I cannot resist it," I replied. 
" Mon corps reuiendra povr chercker 
mon cceur" 

" We shall not forget you," said the 
Duchesse. 

''Your Boyal Highness has now 
given me my only inducement not to 
return," I answered, as I bowed out of 
the room. 

It was much too early to go home ; 
at that time I was too young and rest- 
less to sleep till long after midnight; 
and while I was deliberating in what 
manner to pass the hours, I suddenly 
recollected the hotel in the Bue St. 
Honor6, to which Vincent and I had 
paid so unceremonious a visit the 
night before. Impressed with the 
hope that I might be more successful 
in meeting Warburton than I had 
then been, I ordered the coachman 
to drive to the abode of the old 
Marquis , 

The salon was as crowded as usual. 
I lost a few Napoleons at 6cartS in 
order to pay my entrSe, and then 
commenced a desultory flirtation with 
one of the fair decoys. In this occu- 
pation my eye and my mind frequently 
wandered. I could not divest myself 
of the hope of once more seeing 
"Warburton before my departure from 
Paris, and every reflection which con- 
firmed my suspicions of his identity 
redoubled my interest in his con- 
nection with Tyrrell and the vulgar 
dUbawM of the Bue St. Dominique. 
I was making some languid reply to 
my Cynthia of the minute, when my 
ear was suddenly greeted by an English 
voice. I looked round, and saw 
Thornton in close ooilversation with 
a man whose back, "^ireft tnxsk»AL\f^\&s^, 
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Imt whom liAghAfeuiti^ani, t»be 
TjmH 

iKmer, ''and well UeeitMn mgt^kitf 
lo-nifi^ ftiBvnjtiagdtBriiai.jWi 
who play so mnch better sheold; net 
hwnfloomd him jHteEdagr evenSng;'' 

l^yrrell replitd ia % iOM la lawnm 
t» be inaadibb, wd % wkamltm after- 
wwda the door opened^aad Wavbnrton 
entered. He came up instantiy to* 
Themtoi aid Ua eonpaoiaa; and 
after a few words of ordinajy aafaita' 
tbn, Warbnrtonflaid^ ioL one «f those 
modniatail M} ardfidal tonea sa pe^ 
aliar ta htiflBeli^ '' I SBi: aoiie^ Tyxsell, 
that yon must be eager fbir yonr 
iBfenge; To loac to audi amere l^ro 
aa myad^B qnite eaaofjlik ta donbte 
tfw-poin of d^satyaiLd. tb» dasiie of 
ataJ&Ktiom'' 

I did not hearTymll'a i^ly^bvt the 
ia6B praaentlyniovefbtowaidg 1A« dbo^ 
whkh tm theu i had not ootusac^ 
and which waa probably the entranee 
ifer our hosteaB?B haudoif, ^e: ao^ 
ditcmbe marqoise op^ed it herself 
ftv which kind! offiea Thonten, ^ave- 
bar a leer and & wink; diasairteriatie 
ofldftdaimstegallantiy. When>the 
door was again closed upon them^ I 
wvni up to the marqaiae^ and after a 
flar comptimentB^ asked whether the 
Ba«B MoHdenralea Anglaia hadenteied 
WM equally open to adl gnesta) 

''Why," said she, with a slight 
baaitation^ «-^oBe gBBtlemenif play fiir 
blgfaerstRkea tfa|Bi we usually do hens,. 
asd one of then* is apt to get indtated 
by the adTioe and axpostulafeiooff of 
the lookers-on^ and so after they had 
I&yed a short time in the aakm last 
nighty Honsfeur Thornton^ a Teiy dd 
fiiind of mini^ (here tiie hidy looked 
dawn,) asked me pennission to oe- 
capy the innerrooaa; and aa I knew 
hxm aewell, 1 cenld have na sompie 
in. obliging- hikAr** 

^Tl^ I soppose," Slid I, * that aa 
a atnmger, I hiaye not penuBHsan to 
iolmd* span thoDi] " 



'^aiaU I inqmca?'" answered tiuL- 



' ^'Ko!" said:!, ''it ianot woBdL 
■wJUie;.'' and aceoEdingiy I re-seated 
mysd^ and a]^»eazed once more eo«' 
cB^icd hi saying- dea hdleai ekoaea^ te> 
my kind-hearted nei^bour. I eeuUb 
noty however, witb all my disffimniaK 
tiDn> saataina conversation ilrom whieh^ 
my present ftdingawere sO' estranged,, 
for moae tban aE&wminates ; andl waa- 
never more glad than> wlien my oomr 
panion,. displeased with my inattsDr 
tikm^ roae, and. left me to my own- 
reflectionah. 

What eould WaKburton (if he were- 
the person I suspected) gain by the 
disgniae he had assumed? He was 
too xieh to ^x>fit by any suma her. 
coidd win from Tyrrell, and toa muidi 
cemoTed from Thornton's station in 
life, to derive any pleasure or benefit 
fbom hia acqnatntanoe with that per- 
sen» Hia dark threats of vengeance: 
IB, the JwrcSa dea Pkmtes, and his 
refevenee to the two hundred pounds: 
Tiyrrdi poaseased, gave me, indeed,, 
soma due aa to his real object; but. 
then—- why this disguise t Had he 
known l^yrreU: before, in his proper 
semblanee^i i w id- i md anythinfir nassed 
between them,, which rend^ed. this 
concealment now expedient! — thia^. 
indeedy-aeemedprobable enough;, but, 
waa l^omton entrusted with the 
seeret^— and,.if revenge was the ob*' 
ject, waa that low man a partaka; in. 
ita execution? — or was he not, more; 
probably, playing the traitor to both> 
Aft for Tyrrell himself his own designa 
upon Warburton were sufficient te^ 
prevent pity for any fall into the pit 
he had digged for others. 

Meanwhile, time passed on, the. 
hour grew late, and the greater part 
of the guests were gone; still I could 
net tear myself away; I looked from 
time to time at the door, with an 
indescribable foeling of anxiety. I 
longed, yet dreaded, for it to open; I 
felt, as if my own fote were in some 
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degree implicated in what was then 
agitating within^ and I could not 
resolve to depart, until I had formed 
some conclusions on the result. 

At length the door opened; Tyrrell 
came forth — his countenanoe was 
perfectly hueless, his cheek was sunk 
and hoUow; i^ excitement ef two 
hours had been sufficient to render it 
80. I observed that his teeth were 
aet^ and. his hand clenched,, as. they 
are when wa idly seek, by theatrained 
and extreme tension, of the nerves, to 
•ostain the fever and the agony of 
the mind. Watburton and Thornton 
followed him; tka latter with his 
usual air of reekless indifference — 
his. quick rofling eye glaneed &om 
the marquis to myself and though 
hia colour changed slightly, his nod of 
recognition was made with its wonted 
impudence and ease f but Warbnrton 
passed on^ Dke Tynell, without no- 
ticing or heeding anylliing around* 
He fixed his lai^ bright eye upon 
the figure which, preceded him, with- 
out once altering its direction, and 
the extreme beaui^ of his. features, 
which, not all the dishevelled length 
of his hair and whiskers could dis- 
guise, was %hteiL up with a. joyous 
but savage ej^teaaon,, which made 
me turaaway, almoaiwitiiaaenseition 
of fiaar. 

Jutt as Tynelli was Uamag the 
room, Warburton put hia hand upon, 
his shouldes — ** Stay," said h^ " I am 
going your way, and will acesn^^y 
you." He turned round tn Thornton 
(wha was already talking with the 
marquis) as he said tills, and waved 
hia hand, as if to prevent hia fdlow- 
ing; the next moment, T^prelLajid 
himself had lefb the room. 

I could not now remain longer: I 
£elt a feverish restiessness, whick im- 
pelled me onwards. I quitted tiie 
aalon, and was on the staircase before 
the gamesters had descended. War- 
barton was, indeedy but a few atepa 
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before me ; the stairs were but very 
dimly lighted by one expiring lamp ; 
he did not turn round to see me, and 
was probably too much engrossed to 
hear me. 

*'You may yet have a fiivourable 
reverse,** said he to Tyrrell. 

^'ImpoBRblel" replied the latter, 
in a. tone of such deep anguish, that 
it thrilled me to the very heart. " I am 
an utter beggan — I have nothing in 
the would — I have no e:]^ectation.bui 
to starve!*' 

While he was saying thiff,. I pe& 
oeived by the £unt and unoertam 
light, that Warburton*s hand was 
raised to his own countenance^. 

''Have yon na hope — no spot 
wherein to look for comfort — ^ia beg- 
gary your absolute and only possible 
resource firom fiuninel** he replied^in 
a low and suppressed, tone. 

At that moment we were just 
descending into the conriryaid. Wajv 
burton was but one step bdilnd 
Tyrrell :. the latter made na answer ; 
but as he passed &om the dark stair- 
case into'tiie dear moonli^t of the 
court, I caiught a glimpse of the big 
tears whidi rolled heanly and silentiisr 
down his dieeks. Warburton laid 
;his.hand upon hiuL. 
r *< Turn,*' he cried, suddenly,. " your 
lenp'is not yet foll-r-look upon me— 
asud. remember !" 

I pressed forwards— the light shone 
fall upon the oountenance ef the 
speak^:< — the dark hair was gone>— 
my suspicions were true — Iddseovered 
at one glance the bright locks and 
lofty bn>w of BeginakL Glanv^Be^ 
Slowly TyireU gazed, asi if he were 
endeavouring ta repel some tetribk 
remembrance, which, gathered, with, 
every instanilv more foarfully upoxL 
him ;. until,, as the atem ceuntenance 
of Ghinville grew daricer and darii:er 
in its mingled scorn and defiance, he 
uttered one low cij, and sank senseless 
upon the earth. 
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;CHAPTBB XXXL 

Well, Le is gone, and with him go these thoughts.— Shakspbabs. 

What ho ! for England I— Ibid. 



" 1 BAYS always had an insape'rable 
horror of being placed in what the 
vulgar call a predtccmterU. In a 
predicament I was most certainly 
placed at the present moment. A 
man at my feet in a fit — ^the cause of 
it haying very wisely disappeared, 
derolying upon me the charge of 
watching, recovering, and conducting 
home the afflicted person — made a 
concatenation of disagreeable circum- 
stances, as much unsuited to the 
temper of Henry Pelham, as his evil 
fortune could possibly have contrived. 

After a short pause of deliberation, 
I knocked up the porter, procured 
some cold water, and bathed Tyrrell's 
temples for several moments before 
he recovered. He opened his eyes 
slowly, and looked carefully round 
with a fearful and suspicious glance : 
" Gone — ^gone — (he muttered) — ^ay — 
what did he here at such a moment 1 
— vengeance — for whati / could 
not tell it would have killed her — let 
him thank his own folly. I do not 
fear ; I defy his malice." And with 
these words Tyrrell sprung to his feet. 

"Can I assist you to your home?" 
said I; "you are still unwell — pray 
suffer me to have that pleasure." 

I spoke with some degree of warmth 
and sincerity; the unfortunate man 
stared wildly at me for a moment, 
before he replied. "Who," said he, 
at last, " who speaks to me — ^the lost 
— the guilty — the ruined, in the 
accents of interest and kindness?" 

I placed his arm in mine, and drew 
him out of the yard into the open 
street. He looked at me with an 



eager and wistful survey, and then, 
by degrees, appearing to recover his 
fiill consciousness of the present, and 
recollection of the past, he pressed 
my hand warmly, and after a short 
silence, during which we moved on 
slowly towards the Tuileries, he said, 
— "Pardon me, sir, if I have not 
sufficiently thanked you for your 
kindness and attention. I am now 
quite restored; the close room in 
which I have been sitting for so many 
hours, and the feverish excitement of 
play, acting upon a frame much de- 
bilitated by ill health, occasioned 
my momentary indisposition. I am 
now, I repeat, qmte recovered, and 
will no longer trespass upon your 
good nature." 

"Really," said I, "you had better 
not discard my services yet. Do suffer 
me to accompany you home ? " 

"Home!" muttered Tyrrell, with 
a deep sigh; "no — no!" and then, 
as if recollecting himself, he said, " I 
thank you, sir, but — ^but — " 

I saw his embarrassment, and inter- 
rupted him. 

" Well, if I cannot assist you any 
further, I will take your dismissal. I 
trust we shall meet again under 
auspices better calculated for im- 
proving acquaintance." 

Tyrrell bowed, once more pressed 
my hand, and we parted^ I hurried 
on up the long street towards my 
hotel. 

When I had got several paces 
beyond Tyrrell, I turned back to look 
at him. He was standing in the 
same place in which I had left him. 
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I saw by the moonlight that his &ce 
and hands were raised towards Heaven. 
It was but for a moment : his attitude 
changed whUe I was yet looking, and 
he slowly and calmly continued his 
way in the same direction as myself. 
When I reached my chambers, I 
hastened immediately to bed, but not 
to sleep: the extraordinary scene I 
had witnessed ; the dark and ferocious 
expression of Glanyille's countenance, 
so strongly impressed with every 
withering and deadly passion; the 
fearful and unaecountable remem- 
brance that had seemed to gather 
over the livid and varying &ce of the 
gamester ; the mystery of Glanville's 
disguise ; the intensity of a revenge 
so terribly expressed, together with 
the restless and burning anxiety I 
felt — not from idle curiosity, but, 
from my early and intimate friendship 
for Glanville, to fathom its cause — all 
crowded upon my mind with a feverish 
confusion, that effectually banished 
repose. 

It was with that singular sensation 
of pleasure which none but those who 
have passed frequent nights in restless 
and painful agitation, can recognise, 
that I saw the bright sun penetrate 
through my shutters, and heard Bedos 
move across my room. 

"What hour will Monsieur have 
the post-horses r* said that praise- 
worthy valet 

"At eleven," answered I, springing 
out of bed with joy at the change of 
scene which the very mention of my 
journey brought before my mind. 

I was turning listlessly, as I sate at 



breakfast, over the pages of Galig- 
nani's Messenger, when the following 
paragraph caught my attention : — 

" It is rumoured among the circles 
of the Faubourg that a duel was 
fought on — , between a young 

Englishman and Monsieur D ; 

the cause of it is said to be the 
pretensions of both to the beautiful 

Duchesse de P , who, if report be 

true, cares for neither of the gallants, 
but lavishes her $tvours upon a certaia 
aUaM to the English embassy." 

"Such," thought I, "are the mate- 
rials for all human histories. Every 
one who reads, will eagerly swallow 
this account as true: if an author 
were writing the memoirs of the court, 
he would compile his facts and scandal 
from this very collection of records ; 
and yet, though so near the truth, 
how totally false it is ! Thank Heaven, 
however, that, at least, I am not sus- 
pected of the degradation of the 
duchess's love : — ^to fight for her may 
make me seem a fool — ^to be loved by 
her would constitute me a villain." 

"The horses, sir!" said Bedos; 
and " The bill, sir V* said the gar^xm. 
Alas! that those and thai should be 
so coupled together; and that we 
can never take our departure without 
such awful witnesses of our sojourn. 
Well — ^to be brief— the bill for once 
was discharged — ^the horses snorted — 
the carriage-door was opened — I 
entered — Bedos mounted behind — 
crack went the whips — off went the 
steeds, and so terminated my adven- 
tures at dear Paris. 
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CHAPTER XXXIL 

O, cousia,^ou knov Kim— the fine gwitieinaii tbejr talk of m much in town. 

Wycbkrly's Dancing Master, 



By the bright days of my youth, 
there k something truly delightful m 
the quick motion of.four, ay, or even 
two pofit-horseBl In Fntnee, where 
one's steeds are none of the swiftest, 
the pleasures of travelling are not 
quite BO great as in England; still, 
however, to a man who is tired of one 
scene — panting for another — in love 
with excitement, and yet not wearied 
of its pursuit — ^the tumpik6>road is 
more grateful than the easiest chair 
ever invented, and the little prison 
we entitle a carriage, more cheerful 
than the state rooms of Devcmshire 
House. 

We reached <:ialaffl in safely, and in 

good time, ihe next day. 

" Will Hcmsieur dine in his rooms, 
or at the table d^hdte f" 

"In his rooms, of course,'' said 
Bedos, indigBantly deciding the ques- 
tion. A French valei*« dignity is 
always involved in his master^s. 

'' Yon are too good, Bedos/' said I, 
''I shall dine at the Udtle dhdte-^ 
whom have you tiiere m generall" 

"Really,*' said -the gar^on, "we 
have such a swift succession of guests, 
that we seldom see the same fiiees 
two days running. We faaye as many 
changes as an English administra- 
tion." 

" You are facetious," sud I. 

"No," returned the gargon, who 
was a philosopher as well as a wit; 
"no, my digestive organs are very 
weak, and par consequence, I am 
naturally melancholy — Ah, ma foi, 
tria trUte I " and with these words the 
sentimental plate-changer placed his 
hand — ^I can scarcely say, whether on 



his heart, or his stomach, and aghed 
l>itterly{ 

" How long,* «ud I, " does it want 
to dinner 1" My question restored 
the goTfon io himarff. 

*' Two hours. Monsieur, two hours," 
and twirling faSs gerviette with an air 
of exceeding imp<nianoe, off went my 
melancholy acqoalntanoe to compli- 
ment new customers, and complain of 
his digestion. 

After I had arranged my toilette-^ 
yawned throe times, and drunk two 
bottles of soda-water, I strolled into 
the town. As I wis sauntering along 
leisurely enough, I heard my name 
pronounced behind me. I turned, 
and mm Sir WiDonghby Townshend, 
an old baronet of an antediluvian age 
•— « dossil witness of the wonders of 
England, before the deluge of French 
manners swept away ancient customs^ 
and created, outof the wrecks of what 
had been, a new order of things^ and 
a new race of mankind. 

"Ah! my dear Mr. Pelham, how 
are you? and the worthy Lady Fiances, 
your mother, and your excellent fother, 
all wcAlt — ^I^m delighted to hear it. 
Russelton," ccmtinued Sir Willoughby, 
turning to a middle^iged man, whose 
aim he held, " you remember Pdham 
— true Whig — ^great friend of Sheri- 
dan's? — let me introduce his son to 
you. Mr. Russelton, Mr. Pelham; 
Mr. Pelham, Mr. Russelton." 

At the name of the person thus 
introduced to me, a thousand recol- 
lections crowded upon my mind ; the 
contemporary and rival of Napoleon 
— ^the autocrat of the great world 
of &idiion and cravats— the mighty 
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genius before whom arislioeraeyliath 
been humbled and ton abashed — at 
whose nod the haaghtiest nobkaae ci 
Europe had qnailed— who had intro- 
duced, by a fongle «xample, Btarek 
into neokeloths, and had fed the pam- 
pered appetite of his boot^epe ob 
champagne— whose ooat and whose 
Iriend were cut with an equal grace— 
and whose name was eoiuneeted with 
every triumph that the w<»id's great 
•virtue of audacity could addeFO— the 
illustrious, the immortal Busseltcm, 
(Stood before me I I recognised m him 
a congenial, though a superior spirit, 
and I bowed with a profundity of yeno- 
ntion, with which no other huoAn 
being has erer insi»red me. 

Mr. Busselton seemed pleased wiili 
my evident respect, and returned my 
salutation with a mock dignity which 
tenchanted me. He ofiS^ed me his 
disengaged arm ; I took it with tran- 
sport, and we all three proceeded up 

"So," said Sir WiUoughby-^so, 
Busselton, you like your quarters 
here ; plenty of sport among the Eng- 
lish, I should .i^nk : you have not 
forgot the art of quisring; eh, old 
fellow?" 

" Even if I had," said Mr. Busselton, 
speaking very slowly, "the sight of 
Sir Willoughby Townshend would be 
quite sufficient to re&esh my memory. 
Yes," continued the venerable wret^ 
after a short pause — ** yes, I like my 
remdence pretty well ,- I enjoy a calm 
eonscience, and a dean shirt : what 
more can man desire ? I have laade 
acquaintance with a tame parrot, and 
I have taught it to say, whenever an 
English fool with a st^neck and a 
loose swagger passes him— -'Tme 
Briton — true Briton.' I take caze of 
Biy health, and reflect upon old age. 
I have read Gil Bias, and the Whole 
Dniiy of Man; and, in short, what 
with inskructing my parrot, and im- 
proving myiel^ I think I pass my 
time aa creditahly and deeoroiudy as 



the Bishop of Winchester, or my Lord 

of A himself. So you have just 

come from Paris, I presume, Mr. 
PdUiamT* 

*I left it yesterday!* 

^TuSl of those horrid English, I 
suppose; ilirusting their broad luits 
and narrow minds into eveiy shop in 
the Pakbis BoycA — ^winking their dull 
eyes at the damsds of the counter, 
and manufiMturing thdbr notions of 
Frendi into a higgle for aow. Oh ! 
the monsters 1 — ^they bring ona bilious 
attack whenever I l^iink ^ them : the 
othei' day one of them accosted me, 
and talked me into a nervous fever 
about patriotism and roast pigs: 
luckily I was near my own houses 
and reached it before the thing be- 
came fatal ; but only Ihink, had I 
wandered too &r when he met me 1 
at my time of life, the shock would 
have been too great; I should cer- 
tainly have periiSied in a fit. I hope, 
at least, they would have put the cause 
of my death in my epitaph—' Died, of 
an I^glishman, John Busselton, Esq., 
aged,' fre. Pahl You are not engaged, 
Mr. Pdham ; dine with me to-day ; 
Willoughby and his umbrella are 
coming." 

" Vohrdieral* said I, ** though I was 
going to make observations on men 
and manners at the tMe cPhdte of 
my hotel." 

'' I am moat truly grieved," replied 
Mr. Busselton, "at depriving you of 
se much amusement. Wilii me you 
win only find some tolerable Lafitte^ 
and an aenomaloiis ^Ush my cmeiniire 
calls a mcatton diop. Itwillbeeurious 
to see what variation in the monotony 
of mutton cite will adopt to<lay. The 
first time I ordered ' a ch<^,' I thought 
I had amply explained every neces- 
sary partknlar ; a eertain portion of 
fleah, and a gric^ron : at seven o'dodc, 
tL]^t6metke4ideUep€BnSe/ FaitOede 
nUeux, I swallowed the composition, 
drowned as it was in& mQR^'^«rQ&s3sKra& 
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the nightinare^ in confiequence. The 
next day, I imagined no mistake could 
be made: Bauce was strictly prohi- 
bited ; all extra ingredients laid under 
a most special veto^ and a natural 
gravy gently recommended : the cover 
was removed^ and lo! a breast of 
mutton, all bone and gristle, like the 
dying gladiator ! This time my heart 
was too full for wrath ; I sat down and 
w^t ! To-day will be the third time 
I shall make the experiment, if French 
cooks will consent to let one starve 
upon nature. For my part, I have no 
stomach left now for art : I wore out 
my digestion in youth, swallowing 
Jack St. Leger's suppers, and Sheri- 
dan's promises to pay. Pray, Mr. 
Pelham, did you try Staub when you 
were at Paris]" 

" Yes; and thought him one degree 
better than Stultz, whom, indeed, I 
have long condemned, as fit only for 
minors at Oxford, and majors in the 
infentry." 

" True," said Kusselton, with a very 
faint smile at a pun, somewhat in his 
own way, and levelled at a tradesman, 
of whom he was, perhaps, a little jea- 
lous — ''True; Stultz aims at making 



genUemen, not coaJta; there is a de- 
gree of aristocratic pretension in his 
stitches, which is vulgar to an appalling 
degree. You can tell a Stultz coat any 
where, which is quite enough to damn 
it : the moment a man 's known by an 
invariable cut, and that not original, 
it ought to be all over with him. Give 
me the man who makes the tailor, 
not the tulor who makes the man." 

"Eight, by Jove!" cried Sir WU- 
loughby, who was as badly dressed as 

one of Sir E 's dinners. " Eight ; 

just my opinion. I have always told 
my Schneiders to make my clothes 
neither in the feishion nor out of it ; 
to copy no other man's coat, and to 
cut their cloth according to my natural 
body, not according to an isosceles 
triangle. Look at this coat, for in- 
stance," and Sir Willoughby Town- 
shend made a dead halt, that we 
might admire his garment the more 
accurately. 

''Coat!" said Eusselton, with an 
appearance of the most naive surprise, 
and taking hold of the collar, sus- 
piciously, by the finger and thumb ; 
" coat, Sir Willoughby ! do you call 
Ihis ihiTig a coat ?** 



CHAPTEE XXXIII. 
J'ai toii^oun cm que le bon n'^toit que le beau mis en aotion.— Roussbau. 



Shortlt after Eusselton's answer to 
Sir Willoughby's eulogistic observa- 
tions on his own attire, I lefb those 
two worthies till I was to join them at 
dinner : it wanted three hours yet to 
that time, and I repaired to my quar- 
ters to bathe and write letters. I 
scribbled one to Madame B'AnvUle, 
full of antitheses and maxims, sure to 
charm her ; another to my mother, to 
prepare her for my arrival; and a 
third to Lord Yincent, giving him 
certain commissions at Paris, which 
I had foTgoiUiSi personally to execute. 



My pen is not that of a ready 
writer ; and what with yawning, 
stretching, and putting pen to paper, 
it was time to bathe and dress before 
my letters were completed. I set off 
to Eusselton's abode in high spirits, 
and fully resolved to make the most of 
a character so original 

It was a very small room in which 
I found him ; he was stretched in an 
easy chair before the fire-place, gazing 
complacently at his feet, and appa- 
rently occupied in anything but lis- 
tening to Sir Willoughby Townshend, 
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who waA talking with great rehe- 
mence about politics and the corn- 
laws. Notwithstanding the heat of 
the weather, there was a small fire on 
the hearth; which^ aided by the 
earnestness of his efforts to convince 
his host, put poor Sir WHloughby into 
a most intense perspiration. Russel- 
ton, however, seemed enviably cool, 
and hung over the burning wood like 
a cucumber on a hotbed. Sir Wil- 
loughby came to a full stop by the 
window, and (gasping for breath) 
attempted to throw it open. 

" What'are you doing 1 for Heaven's 
sake, what are you doing V cried Bus- 
selton, starting up ; ''do you mean to 
kill me r' 

"Kill you!" said Sir Willoughby, 
quite aghast. 

" Yes ; kill me ! is it not quite cold 
enough already in this d— d seafaring 
place, without making my only re- 
treat, humble as it is, a theatre for 
thorough draughts ] Have I not had 
the rheumatism in my lefb shoulder, 
and the ague in my little finger, these 
last six months] and must you now 
terminate my miserable existence at 
one blow, by opening that abominable 
lattice 1 Do you think, because your 
great frame, fresh from the Yorkshire 
wolds, and compacted of such mate- 
rials, that one would think, in eating 
your beeves, you had digested their 
hide into sMn — do you think, because 
your limbs might be cut up into 
planks^ for a seventy-eight, and war- 
ranted waterproof without pitch, be- 
cause of the density of their pores— do 
you think, because you are as imper- 
vious as an araphorostic shoe, that I, 
John Russelton, am equally impene- 
trable, and that you are to let easterly 
winds play about my room like chil- 
dren, begetting rheums and asthmas 
and all manner of catarrhs ? I do beg, 
Sir Willoughby Townshend, that you 
will suffer me to die a more natural 
and civilised death;" and so saying, 
Bnsselton sank down into his chair, 



apparently in the last stage of ex- 
haustion. 

Sir Willoughby, who remembered 
the humourist in all his departed 
glory, and still venerated him as a 
temple where the deity yet breathed, 
though the altar was overthrown, 
made to this extraordinary remon- 
strance no other reply than a long 
whiff, and a " Well, Russelton, damme 
but you're a queer fellow.** 

Russelton now turned to me, and 
invited me, with a tone of the most 
lady-like languor, to sit down near the 
fire. As I am naturally of a chilly 
disposition, and fond, too, of beating 
people in their own line, I drew a 
chair close to the hearth, declared the 
weather was very cold, and requested 
permission to ring the bell for some 
more wood. Russelton stared for a 
moment, and then, with a politeness 
he had not deigned to exert before^ 
approached his chair to mine, and 
began a conversation, which, in spite 
of his bad witticisms, and peculiarily 
of manner, I found singularly enter- 
taining. 

Dinner was announced, and we 
adjourned to another room: — poor 
Sir Willoughby, with his waistcoat 
unbuttoned, and breathing like a pug 
in a phthisis — groaned bitterly, when, 
he discovered that this apartment 
was smaller and hotter than the one 
before. Russelton immediately helped 
him to some scalding soup — and 
said, as he told the servant to hand 
Sir Willoughby the cayenne, "^you 
will find this, my dear Townshend, 
a very sensible potage for this severe 
season.** 

Dinner went ofif tamely enough, 
with the exception of** our fat friend's" 
agony, which Russelton enjoyed most 
luxuriously. The threatened mutton- 
chops did not make their appearance, 
and the dinner, though rather too 
small, was excellently cooked, and 
better arranged. With the dessert, 
the poor ^>«coTVft\i TQi«^,VDA.^^$^Ki^^s^ 
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nddea indlq^odtloiiy tottered out of 
the door. 

Wlien hdWMgfmB, BasMlton tkrew 
IdnuHlf backin his ehair, and langhed 
for myteai Kmirtei with a low clmck- 
Vmg mmnd, till the tcan nn down his 



After a Ibw JesUst Sir Willoafi^bj, 
ear coQTenation tamed upon other 
iadxndiiala. I aoon saw that Buasd- 
ton was a Bovred and disappointed 
man ; hk remarks on people were all 
meaams — ^his sdnd was oyerflowed 
vith a inffiision of illHurinre— he bit 
as w«II aa growled. No man of the 
vodd ercr, I am convinced, becomes 
a zeal philosopher in retirement. 
People who hare been emplojed for 
jmn npon trifles have not the great- 
aeei of mind which ooold alone make 
them indifferent to what thej hare 
eoreted all their livesi^aa most enmble 
important. 

Hare you read — 's memoirs V 
Mr. Busselton. **No! Well, I 
everyone had at least dipped 
iaio them. I hove often had serious 
thoughts of dignifying my own retire- 
Bent, by the Hteiaiy employment of 
detailing my adventures in the w(»rld. 
I thiBk I could throw a new light 
upon things and persons, which my 
oontemporaries will shrink back like 
ovls at perceiving.'' 

'^Toor life," stud I, ''must indeed 
fhrnish matter of equal instruction 
and amusement," 

^ Ay," answered Busselton : '' amuse- 
ment to the fools, but instruction to 
the knaves^ I am, indeed, a lament- 
aiUe example of the &11 of ambition. 
I brought starch into all the neck- 
cloths in England, and I end by tying 
mj own at a three-inch lookixig-^ass 
sA Galaia. Tou are a young man, Mr. 
Pdham, about to commence life, pro- 
bably with the same views as (though 
greater advantages than) mysdf ; per- 
haps, in indulging my egotism, I ^lall 
no4 weary without recompensing yon. 

"I came into the worid with an 



inordinate love of g^ory, and a great 
admiration oi the original ; these pro- 
pensities might hare nuMie me a 
Shakspeare — th^r did more, th^r 
made me a Bnss^toa! When I was 
six years old, I est my jacket into a 
coat, and tonied my aunt's best petti* 
coat into a waistcoat I disdained at 
eight the language of the vulgar, and 
when my fiither asked me to fetch his 
slippers, I rej^lied, that my soul 
swelled beyond the limits of a lackey's. 
At nine, I was sd^iuoculated with 
propriety of ideas. I rejected malt 
with the air ci His Miyesty, and 
formed a violent affection for maiaa- 
chino ; though starving at school, I 
never took twice of puddingy and paid 
sixpence a week oat of my shilling to 
have my shoes blacked. As I grew 
up, my notions expanded. I gave 
myself, wi&out restiainty to the am-* 
bition that burnt within me— I cut 
my old Mends, who were rather 
envious than emidous of my genius, 
and I employed three tradesmen to 
make m^ gloves—one for the hand, a 
second for the fingers, and a third for 
the thumb ! These two qualities made 
me courted and admired by a new 
race— for the great secrets of being 
courted are to i^un others, and seem 
ddighted with yonneH The latter 
is obvious enough; who the deuce 
^uM be pleased with you, if you are 
not pleased with yourself 1 

** Before I left coU^e I fdil in love. 
Other i^ws, at my age, in such 
a predicament would have whined — 
shaved only twice a week, and written 
yerses. I did none of the three—the 
last indeed I tried, but, to my infinite 
surprise, I finmd my genius was not 
universal. I began with 

* Sweet nymph, ibr irhom. I wake my 
strase.' 

** For tbds^ afiter oonaiderable ham- 
mering, I could only think of the 
rhyme ' «^oes' — so I began again,— 

'Tiy pwri— ftwuiiii muth ttfter krtm,' 
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And the fbllow of tliiByeiae terminated 
like myself in * boots.' — Other effi^rts 
were equally soocesiiM — 'bloom* 
suggested to my imagination no rhyme 
but 'perfume!* — ^'despair* only re- 
minded me of my ' hair/ — and ' hope* 
was met, at the end of the second 
verse, by the inharmonious anttthesis 
of *8oap* Hnding, therefore, that 
"my forte was not in the Pierian line, I 
redoubled my attention to my dresa; 
I tocUed and crcwaUed with all the 
attention the very inspiration of my 
rhymes seemed to advise ; — ^in short, I 
thought the best pledge I could giro 
my Buldnea of my passion for her 
person, would be to show her wliat 
affectionate Teneration I could pay to 
my ownu 

''Ky mistress could not withhold 
from me her admiration, but she 
denied me her lore. She confessed 
IHx^ Busselton was the best dressed 
man at the IJniversity, and had the 
whitest hands; and two days after 
this avowal, she ran away with a great 
rosy-cheeked extract from Leicester- 
shire. 

** I did not blame her : I pitied her 
too much — ^but I made a vow never to 
be in love again. In spite of aU 
advantages I k^ my oaih» and 
avenged myself on the species for the 
insult of the individnaL 

** Before leommenced a part whidi 
was to eontinue through life, I consi- 
dered deepljron the humours of the 
ipectatora. I saw that the character 
of the more fairiiionable of the Engiish 
was servile to rank, and yielding to 
^etension — they acboire you for your 
aequaintance, and cringe to you for 
your conceit. The first thing, there- 
fore, was to know great people — ^the 
second to control them. I dressed 
wdl, and had good horses — ^that was 
Buffieient to make me sought by the 
young ofmy own sex. I talked scandal, 
and waff never abashed — ^that was 
more than enough to make me ad- 
mired among^ tfau^ matrons of the 



other. It is single men,, and married 
women^ to whom are given Uw St. 
Peter's keys of Society. I was soon 
admitted into its heaven— I was moie 
— I WIS one of its saints. I became 
imitated as weU as initiated. I waa 
the rage — ^the lion.- Whyl>— was I 
better — was I rieher-^-was I hand- 
somer — ^was I cleverer, than my kind 1 
No, no ; — (and here Russdton ground 
his teeUi with a strong and wrathful 
expression of seon^ ;— and had I becai 
all — ^had I been a very ccmcentration 
and monopoly of all human perfieo^ 
tions,. they would, not have valued me 
at ludf the price they did set on me. 
It was — ^I will tell you. the simpk 
secret, Mr. Pelham — ^it was because i 
trampled on them, that». like crushft4 
herbs^ th^ sent upagrateful incense in 
return. 

" Oh ! it was balm to my Intter and 
loathing temper, to see those whip 
would have spumed me from iikexxk, t£ 
they dared, writhe beneath my lash, as 
I withheld or inflicted it at will. I 
was the magician who held the great 
spirits that longed to tear me to 
pieces^ by one simple spell which a 
superior hardihood had won me^ 
and, by Heaven, I did not spare to 
exert it. 

"Well, well, this is but an idle 
recollecti(m now; aU human power, 
says the proverb of every languid, is 
but of short durati<m. Alexander did 
not conquer kingdoms for ever ; and 
RuBselton's good fortune deserted him 
at last. Napoleon died in exile, and 
so shall I ; but we have both had ovs 
day, and mine was the brightest of the 
two, for it had no change till the 
evening. I am more happy than 
people would think for— /e ne awk 
pas mmveni (yAmon corps est — I live in 
a woiid of reeoUeetions, I trample 
again upon coronets and ermine, the 
glories of the nnali great! I give 
once more laws whkh no libertine 
is so hardy as not to feel exalted in 
adopting ; I hAldis; ^isB\»^«a\\aiRA 
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my fiats ; I am like the madman^ and 
out of tiie Teiy straws of my cell^ I 
make my subjects and my realm ; and 
when I wake from these bright visionB, 
and see myself an old, deserted man, 
forgotten, and decaying inch by inch 
in a foreign village, I can at least 
aommon sufficient of my ancient rega- 
lity of spirit not to sink beneath the 
reverse. If I am inclined to be melan- 
choly, why, I extinguish my fire, and 
imagine I have demolished a duchess. 
I stttd up to my solitary chamber, to 
renew again, in my sleep, the phan- 
toms of my youth ; to carouse with 
princes ; to legislate for nobles ; and to 
wake in the morning (here Russelton's 
countenance and manner suddenly 
changed to an affectation of metho- 
disti^ gravity), and thank Heaven 
that I have still a coat to my stomach, 
as well as to my back, and that I am 
safely delivered of such villanous 
company ; * to forswear sack and live 



cleanly,* during the rest of my sublu- 
nary existence." 

After this long detail of Mr. Hussel- 
ton's, the conversation was but dull 
and broken. I could not avoid in- 
dulging a reverie upon what I had 
heard, and my host was evidently 
still revolving the recollections his 
narration had conjured up ; we sat 
opposite each other for several mi- 
nutes, as abstracted and distracted as 
if we had been a couple two months 
married ; till at last I rose, and ten- 
dered my adieus. Eusselton received 
them with his usual coldness, but 
more than his usual civility, for he 
followed me to the door. 

Just as they were about to shut it, 
he called me back. "Mr. Pelham," 
said he, " Mr. Pelham, when you come 
back this way, do look in upon me, 
and — and as you will be going a good 
deal into society, just find <mt what 
people say of my manner of life I " * 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

An old worshipful gentteman, that had a great estate. 
And kept a brave old house at a hospitable rate.— O/d 8ong* 



I THINK I may, without much loss 
to the reader, pass in silence over 
my voyage, the next day, to Dover. 
(Horrible reminiscence !) I may also 
spare him an exact detail of all the 
inns and impositions between that 
sea-port and London ; nor will it be 
absolutely necessary to the plot of 
this history, to linger over every mile- 
stone between the metropolis and 
Glenmorris Castle, where my uncle 
and my mother were impatiently 
awaiting the arrival of the candidate 
to be. 

It was a fine bright evening when 
my carriage entered the park. I had 
not seen the place for years ; and I 
felt my heart swell with something 



like fSamily pride, as I gazed on the 
magnificent extent of hill and plain 
that opened upon me, as' I passed the 
ancient and ivy-covered lodge. Large 
groups of trees, scattered on either 
side, seemed, in their own antiquity, 
the witness of that of the family 
which had given them existence. 
The sun set on the waters which lay 



* It will be perceived by those readers who 
are kind or patient enough to reach the con- 
clusion of this work, that Rnsselton is speci- 
fied as one of my few dramatis persone of 
which only the /irtt outline is taken from 
real life, and from a very noted personage ; 
aU the rest— all, indeed, which forms and 
marks the character thus briefly delineated, 
is drawn solely from imagination. 
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gathered in a lake at the foot of the 
hill, breaking the waves into unnum- 
bered sapphires, and tinging the 
dark firs that overspread the margin, 
with a rich and golden light, that 
put me excessively in mind of the 
Duke of ^'s lively ! 

When I descended at the gate, the 
servants, who stood arranged in an 
order so long that it almost startled 
me, received me with a visible glad- 
ness and animation, which showed 
me, at one glance, the old fEishioned 
tastes of their master. Who, in these 
days, ever inspires his servants with 
a single sentiment of regard or 
interest for himself or his whole race 1 
That tribe one never, indeed, con- 
siders as possessing a life separate 
from their services to us : beyond 
that purpose of existence, we know 
not even if they exist. As Provi- 
dence made the stars for the benefit 
of earth, so it made servants for the 
use of gentlemen; and, as neither 
stars nor servants appear except when 
we want them, so I suppose they are 
in a sort of suspense from being, 
except at those important and happy 
moments. 

To return — for if I have any fault, 
it is too great a love for abstruse 
speculation and reflection — I was 
formally ushered through a great hall, 
hung round with huge antlers and 
rusty armour, through a lesser one, 
supported by large stone columns, 
and without any other adornment 
than the arms of the fisunily; then 
through an anti-room, covered with 
tapestry, representing the gallantries 
of King Solomon to the Queen of 
Sheba; and lastiy, into the apart- 
ment honoured by the august pre- 
sence of Lord Glenmorris. That 
personage was dividing the sofa with 
three spaniels and a setter; he rose 
hastily when I was announced, and 
then checking the first impulse which 
hurried him, perhaps, into an un- 
seemly warmth of salutation, held out 



his hand with a stately air of kindly 
protection, and while he pressed mine, 
surveyed me from head to foot, to 
see how &r my appearance justified 
his condescension. 

Having, at last, satisfied himself, he 
proceeded to inquire after the state 
of my appetite. He smiled benignantly 
when I confessed that I was exces- 
sively well prepared to testify its 
capacities (the first idea of all kind- 
hearted, old-fashioned people, is to 
stuff you), and, silentiy motioning to 
the grey-headed servant who stood 
in attendance, till, receiving the 
expected sign, he withdrew. Lord 
Glenmorris informed me that dinner 
was over for every one but myself, 
that for me it would be prepared in 
an instant, that Mr. Toolington had 
expired four days since, that my 
mother was, at that moment, canvass- 
ing for me, and that my own elec- 
tioneering qualities were to open 
their exhibition with ijiQ following 
day. 

After this' communication there 
was a short pause. "What a beau- 
tiful place this is ! " said I, with great 
enthusiasm. Lord Glenmorris was 
pleased with the compliment, simple 
as it was. 

" Yes," said he, " it is, and I have 
made it still more so than you have 
yet been able to perceive." 

"You have been plaiiting, pro- 
bably, on the other side of the park]" 

"No," said my uncle, smiling; 
"Nature had done every thing for 
this spot when I came to it, but one ; 
and tiie addition of that one orna- 
ment is the only real triumph which 
art ever can achieve." 

"What is it]" asked I; "oh, I 
know — ^water." 

"You are mistaken," answered Lord 
Glenmorris ; " it is the ornament of 
— happy faces" 

I looked up to my uncle's counte- 
nance in sudden surprise. I cannot 
explain hoi^ 1 'v^a «teuOt ^NSa. '^^^ 
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ttcpraaioA irUdi 'tt wove : so ealmly 
bright and opeat— H mm u ^ ihie 
iwj dajUi^t lukd Mttltod theze. 

''Too don't vBdeMtaBd thitf ai 
pzoflent^ Henry," said he, alter a 
mement's idkiiee; ''Imt 70a will find 
ii^ ef all rnlea for the impioTement 
«f pnq^Mrty, the eariest to learn. 
Sunigh of tliii now. Were you not 
in derail at leating Paris 1 " 

^ I should have been, some months 
ago ; but when I received my mother's 
ffwitnmMi^ I found the temptations of 
the continent very light in comparison 
with those held out to me here.'' 

''What^ have you already arrived 
ai that t great epoch, what vanity 
eMta off its Jurat skin, and ambition 
aaeeeeda to pleasure? Why ^- but 



thank Heaven that you have lott my 
moral — your dinner is announced." 

Most devoutly ddd I thank HeaveSy 
and most earnestly did I betake 
myself to do honour to my nncte'a 
hoq[»itality. 

I had just finished my repast, whea 
my mother entered. She was, as you 
might well expect from her maternal 
affection, quite overpowered with joy,. 
first, at finding my hair grown so 
much darker, and, secondly, at my 
looking so wdl. We spent tiie wh<^ 
evening in dSscusring the great busi- 
ness f<» which I had been summoned. 
Lord Olenmorris promised me money, 
and my mother advice ; and I, in my 
turn, enchanted them, by promising 
to make the best use <^ both. 



CHAPTEB XXXV. 

Cor. Tour good voice, sir— what 8a j yon ! 

2nd at. You shall hare it, wortby lAx^^^orloUmut, 



The borough of BuyemaU had long 
been in undisputed possession of the 
IiOTds of GUenmorris, till a rich 
hanker, of the name of Lufton, had 
bought a large estate in the imme- 
diate neSghbonrhood of Olenmorris 
Castle. This event, which was the 
precursor of a mighty revolution in 
the borough of BuyemaU, took place 
in the fi»t year of my uncle^s acces- 
iton to his property. A few months 
afterwards, a vacancy in the borough 
occurring, my uncle procured tihe 
nomination of one of his own political 
party. To the great astonislunent of 
Lord Olenmorris, and the great grati- 
fication of the burghers of Bayonall, 
Hr. Lufton offered himadf in opposi- 
tion to the Olenmofria candidate. In 
this age ol enlightenment^ innovation 
has no respect for the most sacred 
inatitutiMia of antiquity. The bur- 
l^iers^ for the only time since their 
streattoft a» a bodyy were cast first 



into doubt, and secondly into rebel* 
lion. The Luftcm fiiction, horreaeo 
referens, were triumphant, and the 
rival candidate was returned. From 
that hour the Borough of BuyemaU 
was open to all the w<»id. 

Ify uncle, who was a good easy 
man, and had acnne strange notions 
of firee representation, and liberty of 
election, profe8w»d te care very l^Ue 
for this event. He contented hinr 
self, henceforward, with exerting his 
interest finr oaie of the members, and 
left the other seat entirely at the 
disposal of the line ol Lnftoxi, which, 
from the time of the first competitiim, 
continued peaceably to monopolise it. 

During the last two years,, ngr 
uncle's candidate^ the late Mr. Too* 
lington, had been gradually dying of 
a dropsy, and the Luftons had been 
so jNirtiindaHly attentive to the honest 
burghers, that tt waa shrewdly soi' 
peoted a bold pnah. waa to be made 
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Ibr the 'oOet M>i Eknfiag ths'lwt 
aionth ibeaa denMa vera ehMtged fata 
certaint;. Mr. Aagnstm Leepcdd 
Lnfi<»i, etSgBt ion io Beajaa^ Lnf- 
toB, Beq., had paV^Oj dedu«d Ut 
lateiiUoii <^ BttrO^ *t fhie deoease ri 
Kr. TmUagtOB; ig^Brt tUa penoo- 
agi behold D^Bdf armed and anajed. 

Snch ii, in brief, the Ushor rf the 
bmni^, np to tie Hme ia which I 
mu te take a pmmiaeat share in itB 
biteraats and ercatt. 

Oa the wtcaai iij after m^ anira] 
ttt the castle, the fblloving adrertiae- 
nent speared at Bnyenwlt : — 

"to Us Ijidepeadent Eleetan <^ At 



" QsirrLKMaB, 

"In. presenting myself to yonx no- 
&aa, I advance a claim not altogether 
new and nnfoundei MjfamiTy hare 
Ibr centuries bean residing amoi^t 
jon, and exercising that Interest 
irtiich reciprocal confidence^ and good 
offioes, may &irly create. Should it 
bo m; good fortune to be chosen your 
lepreaentatiTe, yon may r*ly npon my 
utmost endeaTonni te deserve that 
fconour. One irord npon the princi- 
ples I eapoDse ; they are those which 
have found tbeir advocates among 
the wisest and the be«t: they are 
those which, hostile alike to the en- 
croachments of the crown, and the 
licenUousuess of the people, would 
mpport the real Interests at both. 
Upon these gtoonds, gentlemen, I 
have the honour to solicit your votes; 
and it is with the sincerest respect for 
your ancient and honourable body, 
that I gitbBcril)e myself your veiy 
obedient servant, 

" HsHBT FnBAK." 

" CHenmonb Castle," && ba. 

Bnch was the first pnbB« siguifiM- 
fion of my intentieus; it was diwwn , 
■p by Mr. Sharpon, our lawyer, and 1 
eonmdered by our &ienda as a mtuter- 1 
^eoe : for, BB my mother tag^ly ob- 1 



»I 

•erred, H did net eommit nH in a 
ringlfl inetanefr— espoused do prised 
pie, and yet proftMed prindplea whieft 
all partiet wWd iJIbw ware the best. 

At the first house where I esDed, 
the proprietor was a clergyman of 
good fitmily, whs had married a lady 
team. Baker-]stieet : of ceuse the 
Beverend Combennere St. Qaintia 
and his wife valned themselves upos 
bring "gentedJ" I arrived at an ub- 
hiehy moment; on entering the hal^ 
a dir^ footboy ww carrying a ydlov- 
wan dish of potatoes into the badt 
room. Another Ganymede (a sort of 
footboy-aiajor), who opened the dow, 
and who was st^ "aMing MmadfhOo 
\i$ tool, wUcli he had slipped oa at 
my tintinnabulary simunons, nshered 
me witK a mouth Ml of bread and 
cheese into this mid back room. I 
gave np ereiTthlng as lost, when 
I entered, and saw the lady helpii^ 
I her yonngest child to some ineO^ble 
trash, which I have rijice heard Is 
called "blackberry podding." Another 
of the tribe was bawQag out, with a 
hrad, hnngiy tone — "A tatoe, pa!" 
The &ther himself was ewing for the 
little gronp, with a napkin stuffed into 
the lop button-hole <xf his waistcoat 
and the motlier, with a long bib, plen- 
tifully bespattered with congealing 
gravy, and the neetarian liquor (^ the 
"blackberry pudding," was sitting, 
with a sort of presiding complacency, 
on a hi^ stool, like Jnno on Olympus, 
enjoying rather than stiHing the eon- 
fused hubbub of tlie Uttle domestic 
deities, who ate, Mattered, spattered, 
and wjoabHed around her. 

Amidst all tlus din and eonfhsi<ai, 
the candidate for the Iwrough of 
Bi^einall was nahered into the house- 
hold pifraey of tlie genteel Mr. and 
Mrs. St QtdnUn. Up started the 
hdy at the aound of my name. The 
Rev. Combermere St. Qotatin aeemed 
hmen into stone- The plate between 
tin yonngest diild and the hhckberry- 
pnddiBg stAod W «»& » "Sm wai.'ni. 
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i^aloiL Tke monel between the 
month of ^ the elder boj and his foi^ 
had a respite from mastication. The 
Seren Sleepers conld not hare been 
•pell-bonnd more suddenly and com- 
pletelj. 

'* Ah^ cried I^ adyancing eagerly, 
with an air of serious and yet abrupt 
gladness; ''how lucky that I should 
find you all at luncheon. I was up 
and had finished break&st so early 
this morning that I am half fiimished. 
Only think how fortunate. Hardy, 
(turning round to one of the mem- 
bers of my committee, who accom- 
panied me) ; I was just saying what 
would I not give to find Mr. St. 
Quintin at luncheon. Will you allow 
me. Madam, to Siake one of your 
party]" 

Mrs. St. Quinti i coloured and fal- 
tered, and muttered out something 
which I was fully resolved iiot to hear. 
I took a chair, looked round the 
table, not too attentively, and said — 
''Cold veal; ah! ah! nothing I like 
BO much. May I trouble you, Mr. St. 
Quintin 1 — Hollo, my little man, let's 
see if you can't give me a potato. 
There's a brave feUow. How old are 
you, my young hero ? — ^to look at your 
mother, I should say two, to look at 
^OM, six." 

''He is four next May," said his 
mother, colouring, and this time not 
painfully. 

"Indeed]" said I, surveying him 
earnestly ; and then, in a graver tone, 
I turned to the Bev. Combermere 
with — ** I think you have a branch of 
your family still settled in France. I 
met a St Quintin (the Due de Poio- 
tiers) abroad." 

" Yes," said Mr. Combermere, "yes, 
the name is still in Normandy, but I 
was not aware of the title." 

" No 1" said I, with surprise ; " and 
yet (with another look at the boy), it 
is astonishing how long family like- 
nesses last. I was a great fitvourite 
with all the Due's children. Do you 



know, I must trouble yon for some 
more veal, it is so very good, and I am 
so very hungry." 

*' How long have you been abroadr 
said Mrs. St. Quintin, who had slipped 
off her bib, and smoothed her ring- 
lets; for which purposes I had been 
most adroitly looking in an opposite 
direction the last three minutes. 

"About seven or eight months. 
The fiict is, that the continent only 
does for us English people to see 
—not to inhabit; and yet, there are 
some advantages there, Mr. St. Quin- 
tin ! — ^among others, that of the due 
respect ancient birth is held in. 
Here, you know, ' money makes the 
man,' as the vulgar proverb has 
itr' 

" Yes," BMd Mr. St. Quintin, with a 
sigh, " it is really dreadful to see those 
upstarts rising around us, and throw- 
ing every thing that is respectable 
and ancient into the back ground. 
Dangerous times these, Mr. Pelham 
—dangerous times; nothing but in- 
novation upon the most sacred insti- 
tutions. I am sure, Mr. Pelham, that 
your principles must be decidedly 
against these new-fashioned doctrines, 
which lead to nothing but anarchy and 
confusion — absolutely nothing." 

" I 'm delighted to find you so 
much of my opinion!" said I. "I 
cannot endure anytlung thai leads to 
WMirchy avd oov^usUm,'* 

Here Mr. Combermere glanced at 
his wife, — who rose, called to the 
children, and, accompanied by them, 
gracefdlly witiidrew. 

" Now then," said Mr. Combermere, 
drawing his chair nearer to me, — 
"now, Mr. Pelham, we can discuss 
these matters. Women are no poli- 
ticians," — ^and at this sage aphorism, 
the Bev. Combermere laughed a low 
solemn laugh, which could have come 
from no other lips. After I had 
joined in this grave merriment for a 
second or two, I hemmed thrice, and 
with a countenance suited to the 
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subject and the host, plunged at once 
in medias res. 

"Mr. St Quintin,'* Hud I, "you 
are already aware, I think, of my in- 
tention of offering myself as a can- 
didate for the borough of Buyemall. 
I could not think of such a measure, 
without calling upon you, the very 
first person, to solicit the honour of 
your vote." Mr. Combermere looked 
pleased, and prepared^to reply. " You 
are the very fint person I called 
upon," repeated I. 

Mr. Combermere smiled. "Well, 
Mr. Pelham," said he, " our fiEonilies 
have long been on the most intimate 
footing." 

" Ever since," cried I, " ever since 
Heniy the Seventh's thne have the 
houses of St. Quintin and Glenmorris 
been allied! Your ancestors, you 
know, were settled in the county 
before cur's, and my mother assures 
me that she has read, in some old 
book or another, a long account of 
your fore&ther's kind reception of 
mine at the castle of St. Quintin. I 
do trust, ur, that we have done no- 
thing to forfeit a support so long 
afforded us." 

" Mr. St Quintin bowed in speech- 
less gratification ; at length he found 



€< 



voice. "But your principles, Mr. 
Pelham?" 

"Quite your's, my dear sir: quite 
against anarchy and confusion." 

"But the Catholic question, Mr. 
Pelhamr 

"Oh! the Catholic question," re« 
peated I, "is a question of great 
importance ; it won't be carried — ^no, 
Mr. St Quintin, no, it won't be car- 
ried; how did you think, my dear 
sir, Uiat I could, in so great a question^ 
act against my conscience 1" 

I said this with warmlii, and Mr. 
St. Quintin was either too convinced 
or too timid to pursue so dangerous a 
topic any further. I blessed my stars 
when he paused, and, not giving him 
time to think of another piece of 
debateable ground, continued, — "Yes, 
Mr. St Quintin, I called upon you 
the very first person. Your rank in 
the county, your ancient birth, to be 
sure, demanded it ; but / only con- 
sidered the long, long time the St. 
Quintins and Pelhams had been 
connected." 

" Well," said the Rev. Combermere, 
"well, Mr. Pelham, you shall have 
my support ; and I wish, from my very 
heart, all success to a young gentle^ 
man of such excellent principles." 
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If ore TOloes ! 

« • « * « 

gi€» Bxm nom,toj mBatBn,hBsw yon dbotenhim 
CU. He has our Toioeib gir !— CtfHoteiuui. 



Pbom Mr. Combermere St Qnintin's 
we went to a bluj^ hearty, radical 
wine-merchant^ whom I had very little 
probability of gaining; but my Baccees 
with the clerical Armado had in- 
spirited me, and I did not suffer 
myself to fear, though I could scarcely 
persuade myself to hopeu How ex- 
ceedingly impossible it is, in goyem- 
ing men, to lay down ponttive rules, 
even where we know tiie temper of 
the indiTidual to be gained 1 " You 
must be very stiff and formal with 
the Si Quintins," said my mother. 
She was right in the general admo- 
nition, and had I found them all 
seated in the best drawing-room, Mrs. 
St. Quintin in her best attire, and 
the children on their best behairiour, 
I should hare been as stately as Don 
Quixote in a brocade dressing-gown; 
but finding them in such dishabille, 
I could not affect too great a plain- 
ness and ahnost coarseness of bearing, 
as if I had never been accustomed to 
anything more refined than I found 
there; nor might I, by any appear- 
ance of pride in myself, put them in 
mind of the wound their own pride 
had received. The difficulty was to 
blend with this familiarity a certain 
respect, just the same as a French 
ambasastdor might have testified 
towards the august person of George 
the Third, had he found his Majesty 
at dinner at one o'clock, over mutton 
and turnips. 

In overcoming this difficulty, I con- 
gratulated myself with as much zeal 
and ferronr as if I had performed the 



most important 7iQkii7 ; for, whether 
it be innocent or wpgninaiy, in war 
or at an election, there is no triumph 
so gr&iiSymg to the viciousness of 
human nature^ as the conquest of our 
fellow beings. 

But I must return to my wine- 
merchant, Mr. Briggs. His house 
was at the entrance of the town <4 
Buyemall ; it stood enclosed in a small 
garden, flaming with crocuses and 
sunflowers, and exhibiting an arbour 
to the rights where, in tiie summer 
«vening8» the respectable owner might 
be seen, with his wustcoat unbuttoned^ 
in order to give that just and rational 
liberty to the subordinate parts of 
the human commonwealth wMch the 
increase of their consequence, after the 
hour of dinner^ naturally demands. 
"Sot, In those moments of dignified 
ease, was the worthy burgher without 
the divine inspirations of complacent 
contemplation which the weed of Vir- 
ginia bestoweth. There, as he smoked 
and puffed, and looked out upon the 
bright crocuses, and meditated over 
the dim recollections of the hestemal 
journal, did Mr. Briggs revolve in 
his mind the vast importance of the 
borough of Buyemall to the British 
empire, and the vast importance 
of John Briggs to the] borough of 
BuyemalL 

When I knocked at the door a 
prettyish maid-servant opened it 
with a smile, and a glance which 
the vendor of wine might probably 
have taught her himself after too 
laige potations of his own spirituous 
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jmanQ&ctiires. I wu layered into a 
small parlour — where s&t, opping 
brandy and water; a abmi, stout, 
mtmoiffiabic sort of fignve, eone- 
sponding in oatward i£ape to ^ 
name of BriffOB^-eHm, unto a Tery 
ideety. 

" ISt. FeUkam,*' Btad ibis gantknam, 
wjio WM drefMwd in a Inown fioai, 
vrbiie waisteoaii, bnffeolcmred inex- 
pfeisibles, wHIi long stringfl^ and 
gaiten of the flame hid and substance 
as ihe bareeehes-^' Mr. PeUiam, praj 
be seated— excnie my liaiag, I -m like 
the biidiop in the ^tory, Mr. Pdham, 
too old to nse;** and Mr. Briggs 
granted out a short, <tiiick, qneraloua, 
" he — he — he/* to irhieh, of epurse, I 
replied to the best of my cachinnatory 
powers. 

No sooner, however, did I begin 
to laugh, than Mr. Briggs stopped 
short — eyed me with a sharp, sus- 
picious glance — shook his head, and 
pushed back his chair at least four 
feet from the spot it had hitherto 
occupied. Ominous signs, thought I 
— I must sound this gentleman a 
little fiirther, before I yentnce to lareat 
him as the rest of his speeies. 

''You have a nice situation liere, 
Mr. Brigga,'' said L 

''Ah, Mr. Pelham^ aad a Jiioe Tote 
too, which is somewluit Biore to your 
purpose, I believe.** 

" Why,*' said I, "Mr. Briggiv to be 
frank with yon, I do caU upon you 
for the purpose of requesting your 
▼otet give it me, or not, just as you 
please. Ton may be sure I shall not 
make use cf the vulgar electioneering 
arts to coax gentlemen out of their 
votes. I ask yon for yoar*8 as one 
freeman solicits another : if yon think 
my opponent a fitter person to re- 
present your borougl^ give your 
support to him in Heaven's name : 
if not, and you place ^onfidonee in 
me, I win, at leasts endeavour not to 
betray it." 

"Well done, Mr. Pelham," ex- 



daunod Mr. Briggs : ^I love eaadoor 
— you speak just after my own heart; 
hat yon must be aware that one does 
mrt like to be bamboo^Led out of one's 
ri^ of dectibn, by a smootb-tongued 
fellow, who sends oneto the devil the 
moment the deetion is lyver— or stall 
worse, to be &i^xtened out (^ it by 
aome stiffnecked prood eozcomb, 
with his pedigree in his hand, and his 
acres in his ftce, thinking he does you 
a marveUous honour to aiBk you at all. 
Sad times these for thk free coimtry, 
Mr. Pelham, when a parcel of c(m- 
ceited paupers, like Parson Qninny 
(as I «dl tiuit xevereixd fool, Mr. 
Oombenaere St QniirtiB), imagine 
they have a right to dictate to warm, 
honest men, irho ean buy their whole 
family out and out. I toll you what, 
Mr. Pelham, we shall never do any- 
thing for this country till we get rid 
of those landed aristocrats, with their 
ancestry and humbug. I hope you *re 
of my mind, Mr. Pelham.** 

" Why,** answered I, "there is cer- 
tainly nothing so jespectable in Great 
Britain as our commercial interest. 
A man who makes himself is worth a 
thousand meiL made by thioir fore- 
fEtthera.** 

"Yeiytntfs, Mr. Pe&am,'* said the 
wine-merchaDt^ advasiimig his ehaor 
to me; and then, laiyiiig a short, 
Mckseb finger upon my am — he 
loi^ed up i& my &ee with «a invesli- 
gating air, and said >-»^Padiamentttry 
Reform-— what do you taj to that] 
you 'xe not aa advoeaito for ancifint 
abuses, and modem eoemptiQiiiy I 
hope, Mr. Pelham §" 

" By no meam^** •eried I, with an 
honest air of ind^natioii — "I haie a 
eonBdene(v Mc &iggB^ I have a coa- 
seience as a pnhUfi man, Aoiessthas 
as a pnvato one J ** 

" Admirable i " cried my host 

"No,** I eentimied, glowing as I 
jl^rooeeded, ''no^ Mr. fidggs; I disdiOa 
to talk too mudi abotti vqi ^n&saa^^ 
before ta^ej «x« \!na^ , \te \^:^s^ "^^os^^ 
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to proclaim them is when they have 
effected some good by herng put into 
action. I won't supplicate your vote, 
Mr. Briggs, as my opponent may do ; 
there must be a mutual confidence 
between my supporters and myself. 
When I appear before you a second 
time, you will have a right to see how 
fax I have wronged that trust reposed 
in me as your representative. Mr. 
Briggs, I dare say it may seem rude 
and impolitic to address you in this 
manner ; but I am a plain, blunt man, 
and I disdain the vulgar arts of elec- 
tioneering, Mr. Briggs." 

" Give us your fist, sir," cried the 
wine-merchant, in a transport ; "give 
us your fist ; I promise you my sup- 
port, and I am delighted to vote for a 



young gentleman of siich excellent 
principles" 

So much, dear reader, for Mr. 
Briggs, who became from that inter- 
view my staunchest supporter.^ I will 
not linger longer upon this part of 
my career: the above conversations 
may serve as a sufficient sample of my 
electioneering qualifications : and so I 
shall merely add, that after the due 
quantum of dining, drinking, spout- 
ing, lying, equivocating, bribing, 
rioting, head-br^ing, promise-break- 
ing, and — thank the god Mercury, 
who presides over elections — chairing 
of successful candidateship, I found 
myself fairly chosen member for the 
borough of Buyemall ! * 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

' Political education is like the keystone to the arch— the strength of the whole depends 
upon it. — EnejfcL BritU Sup, Art. Education, 



I WAS sitting in the library of 
Glenmorris Castle, about a week after 
all the bustle of contest and the eddt 
of victory had begun to subside, and 
quietly daUying with the dry toast, 
which constituted then, and does to 
this day, my ordinary breakfiEist, when 
I was accosted by the following speech 
from my uncle : — 

" Henry, your success has opened to 
you a new career : I trust you intend 
to pursue it ? " 

^ " Certainly,*' was my answer.' 
' ''But you know, my dear Henry, 
that though you have great talents, 
which, I confess, I was surprised in 
the course of the election to discover, 
yet they want that careful cultivation, 
which, in order to shine in the House 
of Commons, they must receive. 
Entre nous, Henry; a little reading 
would do you no harm." 

Vejjr well/ said I, "suppose I 
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begin with Walter Scott's novels ; I 
am told they are extremely enter- 
taining." 

".True," answered my uncle, " but 
they don't contain the most accurate 
notions of history, or the soundest 
principles of political philosophy in 
the world. What did you think of 
doing to-day, Henry 1" 

91' It is fortunate that Mr. Pelham's elec- 
tion was not for a rotten horough ; so that 
the satire of this chapter is not yet obsolete 
nor unsalutary. Parliamentary Reform has 
not terminated the tricks of canvassing— 
and Mr. Pelham's descriptions are as appli- 
cable now as when first vrritten. All per- 
sonal canvassing is but for the conrenience 
of cunning— the opportunity for manner to 
disguise principle. Public meetings, in 
which expositions of opinion must be dear, 
and will be cross-examined, are the only 
legitimate mode of canvass. The English 
begin to discover this truth ; may these 
scenes serve to quicken their apprdiension. 
— Thb AuTBoa. 
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Noihing ! " said I very innocently. 

" I should conceive that to be an 
usual answer of yours, Henry, to any 
similar question.'* 

" I think it is," replied I, with great 
naivetS, 

" Well, then, let us have the break- 
fast things taken away, and do some- 
thing this morning." 

"Willingly," said I, ringing the 
bell. 

The table was cleared, and my 
uncle began his examination. Little, 
poor man, had he thought, from my 
usual bearing, and the character of 
my education, that in general lite- 
rature there were few subjects on 
which I was not to the full as well read 
as himself. I enjoyed his surprise, 
when, little by little, he began to dis- 
cover the extent of my information ; 
but I was mortified to find it was only 
surprise, not delight. 

" You have," said he, " a consider- 
able store of learning : far more than 
I could possibly have imagined you 
possessed; but it is knowledge, not 
learning, in which I wish you to be 
skilled. I would rather, in order to 
gift you with the former, that you 
were more destitute of the latter. The 
object of education is to instil princi- 
ples which are hereafter to guide and 
instruct us ; facts are only desirable, 
80 far as they illustrate those prin- 
ciples ; principles ought therefore to 
precede facts ! What then can we 
think of a system which reverses this 
evident order, overloads the memory 
with facts, and those of the most 
doubtful description, while it leaves us 
entirely in the dark with regard to the 
principles which could alone render 
this heterogeneous mass of any advan- 
tage or avail? Learning, without 
knowledge, is but a bundle of preju- 
dices ; a lumber of inert matter set 
before the threshold of the understand- 
ing to the exclusion of common sense. 
Pause for a moment, and recall those 
of your contemporaries who are gene- 
No. 47. 



rally considered well-informed; tell 
me if their information has made 
them a whit the vnser ; if not, it is 
only sanctified ignorance. Tell me if 
names with them are not a sanction 
for opinion ; quotations, the represen- 
tatives of axioms] All they have 
learned only serves as an excuse for 
all they are ignorant of. In one 
month, I will engage that you shall 
have a juster and deeper insight into 
wisdom, than they have been all their 
lives acquiring; the great error of 
education is to fill the mind first 
with antiquated authors, and then to 
try the principles of the present day 
by the authorities and maxims of the 
past. We will pursue, for our plan, 
the exact reverse of the ordinary 
method. We will learn the doctrines 
of the day, as the first and most neces- 
sary step, and we will then glance over 
those which have passed away, as 
researches rather curious than usefuL 

" You see this very small pamphlet ; 
it is a paper by Mr. Mill, upon Go- 
vernment. We will know this tho- 
roughly, and when we have done so, 
we may rest assured that we have a 
far more accurate information upon 
the head and front of all political 
knowledge, than two-thirds of the 
young men whose cultivation of mind 
you have usually heard panegyrised." 

So saying, my uncle opened the 
pamphlet. He pointed out to me its 
close and mathematical reasoning, in 
which no flaw could be detected, nor 
deduction controverted ; and he filled 
up, as we proceeded, from the science 
of his own clear and enlarged mind, 
the various parts which the political 
logician had left for reflection to com- 
plete. My uncle had this great virtue 
of an expositor, that he never over- 
explained; he never made a parade 
of his lecture, nor confused what was 
simple by unnecessary comment. 

When we broke off our first day's 
employment, I was c^ultA «&\«v!&s&k&^ 
at the ne^ AigVX. it\ml<&\3l \iail ^^aaasA. 
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upon me. I felt like Sinbtd, the 
■ailor, when, in wandering through 
the cftvem in which he had been 
buried alive^ he caught the first 
gUmpee of the bright day. Naturally 
eager in everything I undertook, 
Ibnd of application, and addicted to 
leflect oyer the yarious bearings of 
loy object that once engrossed my 
tUention, I made great advance in 
my new pursuit. After my uncle had 
brought me to be thoroughly con- 
tenant with certain and definite prin- 
dplesi, we proceeded to illustrate them 
-ilrom fiiet. For instance^ when we 
bad finished the ^ Essay upon Qovem- 
xnenty" we examined into the several 
Constitutions of England, British 
America, and France ; the three 
eountries which pretend the most to 
«zeeilenee in their government : and 
we were enabled to perceive and judge 
ihe defects and merits of each, because 
ve had, previotisly to our examination, 
ertablished certain rules, by which 
they were to be investigated and tried. 
Here my sceptical indifference to fiusts 
was my chief reason for readily ad- 
mitting knowledge. I had no pre- 
judices to contend with ; no obscure 
notions gleaned from the past; no 
popular maxims cherished as truths. 
Everything was placed before me as 
before a wholly impartial inquirer — 
freed from all the decorations and 
delusions of sects and parties : every 
argument was stated with logical pre- 
cision—every opinion referred to a 
logical test. Hence, in a very short 
time, I owned the justice of my uncle's 
assurance, as to the comparative con- 
eentration of knowledge. We went 
over the whole of Mill's admirable 
articles in the Encyclopaedia, over 
the more popular works of Bentham, 
and thence we plunged into the re- 
cesses of political economy. I know 
not why this study has been termed 
uninteresting. No sooner had I en- 
tered upon its consideration, than I 
eottJd 9caiee\j tear myself frt>m it. 



Never from that moment to this have 
I ceased to pay it the most con- 
stant attention, not so much as a 
study as an amusement ; but at that 
time my uncle's object was not to 
make me a profound political econo- 
mist. " I wish," said he, " merely to 
give you an acquaintance with the 
principles of the science; not that 
you maybe entitled to boast of know- 
ledge, but that you may be enabled 
to avoid ignorance ; not that you may 
discover truth, but that you may detect 
error. Of all sciences, political eco- 
nomy is contained in the fewest books, 
and yet is the most difficult to 
master; becauseall its higher branches 
require earnestness of reflection, pro- 
portioned to the scantiness of reading. 
Kicardo's work, together with some 
conversational enlargement on the 
several topics he treats of, will be 
enough for our present purpose. I 
wish, ifien, to show you, how inse- 
parably allied is the great science of 
public policy with that of private 
morality. And this, Henry, is the 
grandest object of all. Now to our 
present study." 

Well, gentle reader, (I love, by the 
by, as you already perceive, that old- 
fEtshioned courtesy of addressing you) 
— ^well, to finish this part of my life, 
which, as it treats rather of my at- 
tempts at reformation than my success 
in error, must begin to weary you 
exceedingly, I acquired, more from 
my uncle's conversation than the 
books we read, a sufficient acquaint- 
ance with the elements of knowledge, 
to satisfy myself, and to please my 
instructor. And I must say, in jus- 
tification of my studies and my tutor, 
that I derived one benefit from them 
which has continued with me to this 
hour — viz., I obtained a clear know- 
ledge of moral principle. Before that 
time, the little ability I possessed only 
led me into acts, which, I fear, most 
benevolent reader, thou hast already 
sufficiently condemned: my good 
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feelings — ^for I was not naturally bad 
— never availed me the least when 
present temptation.came into my way. 
I had no guide but passion ; no rule 
but the impulse of the moment. What 
else could have been the result of my 
education ? K I was immoral, it was 
because I was never ta.ught morality. 
Nothing, perhaps, is less innate than 
virtue. I own that the lessons of my 
uncle did not work miracles — ^that, 
living in the world, I have not sepa- 
rated myself from its errors and its 
follies: the vortex was too strong — 
the atmosphere too contagious; but 



I have at least avoided the crimes 
into which my temper would most 
likely have driven me. I ceased to 
look upon the world as a game one 
was to play fairly, if possible — hut 
where a little cheating was readily al- 
lowed; I no longer divorced the inter- 
ests of other men from my own : if 
I endeavoured to blind them, it was 
neither by unlawful means, nor for 
a purely selfish ^oid : — ^if— but corner 
Henry Pelham, thou hast praised thy- 
self enough for the present ; and, after 
all, thy future adventures will best 
tell if thou art really amended. 



CHAPTER XXlVin. 



•— — Bfihi jam non regia Roma, 
Bed yaouain Tibnr placet— Hoiu . 
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My dear child," said my mother 
to me, affectionately, "you must be 
very much bored here. To say truth, 
I am so myself. Your uncle is a very 
good man, but he does not make his 
house pleasant; and I have, lately, 
been very much afraid that he should 
convert you into a mere bookworm ; 
after all, my dear Henry, you are quite 
clever enough to trust to your own 
ability. Your great geniuses never 
read." 

"True, my dear mother," said I, 
with a most unequivocal yawn, and 
depositing on the table Mr. Bentham 
on Popular Fallacies; "true, and I 
am quite of your opinion. Did you 
see in the Post of iMs morning, how 
full Cheltenham was?** 

"Yes, Henry; and now you men- 
tion it, I don't think you could do 
better than to go there for a month 
or two. As for me, I must return to 
your &ther, whom I left at Lord 

H ^'s: a place, entre rums, very 

•little more amusing than this— but 
then one does get one's ^carU table. 



and that dear Lady Roseville, your 
old acquaintance, is staying there." 

" Well," said I, musingly, "suppose 
we take our departure the beginning 
of next week ? — our way will be the 
same as far as London, and the plea 
of attending you will be a good excuse 
to my uncle for proceeding no &rther 
in these confounded books." 

" C*€8tune affaire finie" replied my 
mother, "and I wUl speak to your 
uncle myself." 

Accordingly, the necessary disclo- 
sure of our intentions was made. Lord 
Glenmorris received it with proper 
indifference, so fur as my mother was 
concerned ; but expressed much pain 
at my leaving him so soon. However, 
when he found I was not so much grati- 
fied as honoured by his wishes for my 
longer s^aur, he gave up the point 
with a delicacy that enchanted me. 

The morning of our departure 
arrived. Carriage at the door — ^band- 
boxes in the passage — ^break&st on 
the table — ^myself in my e^ea^ <»«*■ — 
my xmde m \saa ^ra^ <2w»x, ^^'^Lri 
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dear boy/' nid he, '* I troBt we shall 
meet agiin booh : yoa have abilitieB 
that may make yoa capable of effect- 
ing much good to your fellow-crea- 
tures; bnt yoa are fond of the world, 
and, tiioagh not ayerse to application, 
devoted to pleasnre, and likely to 
pervert the ^As yoa possess. At all 
events, you have now learned, both as 
a public character and a private in- 
dividualy the difference between good 
and evlL Hake but this distinction : 
that whereas, in political science, the 
roles you have learned may be fixed 
and unerring, yet the application of 
ihem must vary with time and cir- 
cumstance. We must bend, temporise, 
and frequently withdraw, doctrines 
which, invariable in their truth, the 
prejudices of the time will not invari- 
ably allow, and even relinquish a £unt 
hope of obtaining a great good, for 
the certainty of obtaining a lesser; 
yet in the science of private morals, 
which relate for the main part to 
ourselves individually, we have no 
light to deviate one single iota from 



the rule of our conduct. Neither 
time nor circumstance must cause us 
to modify or to change. Integrity 
knows no variation ; honesty no 
shadow of turning. We must pursue 
the same course — stem and uncom- 
promising — ^in the full persuasion that 
the path of right is like the bridge 
from earth to heaven, in the Maho« 
metan creed ; — ^if we swerve but a; 
single hair's breadth, we are irrevoc- 
ably lost." 

At this moment my mother joined 
us, with a "Well, my dear Henry, 
everything is ready — ^we have no time 
to lose." 

My uncle rose, pressed my hand, 
and left in it a pocket-book, which I 
afterwards discovered to be most 
satisfactorily furnished. We took an 
edifying and affectionate farewell of 
each other, passed through the two 
rows of servants, drawn up in martial 
array, along the great hall, and I 
entered the carriage, and wefnt off 
with the rapidity of a novel upon 
" fashionable life." 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 



Die— si grave non est— 
Qtue prima iratmn yenfcrem placayerit eeoa.— Hor. 



I Dm not remain above a day or two 
in town. I had never seen much of 
the humours of a watering-place, and 
my love of observing character made 
me exceedingly impatient for that 
pleasure. Accordingly, the first bright 
morning, I set off for Cheltenham. I 
was greatly struck with the entrance to 
that town: it is to these watering- 
places that a foreigner should be taken, 
in order to give him an adequate idea 
of the magnificent opulence and uni- 
versal luxury of England. Our country 
has, in every province, what France 
only haa in Paria — a capital, conse- 



crated to gaiety, idleness, and enjoy- 
ment. London is both too busy in one 
class of society, and too pompous in 
another, to please a foreigner, who has 
not excellent recommendations to pri- 
vate circles. But at Brighton, Chel- 
tenham, Hastings, Bath, he may, as at 
Paris, find all the gaieties of society 
without knowing a single individual. 

My carriage stopped at the 

Hotel. A corpulent and stately waiter, 
with gold buckles to a pair of very 
tight pantaloons, showed nie up stairs. 
I found myself in a tolerable room 
facing the street, and garnished with 
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two pictures of rocks and rivers, with 
a comely flight of crows, hovering in 
the horizon of both, as natural as pos- 
sible — only they were a little larger 
than the trees. Over the chimney- 
piece, where I had fondly hoped to find 
a looking-glass, was a grave print of 
General Washington, with one hand 
stuck out like the spout of a tea-pot. 
Between the two windows (unfavour- 
able position !) was an oblong mirror, 
to which I immediately hastened, and 
had the pleasure of seeing my com- 
plexion catch the colour of the curtains 
that overhung the glass on each side, 
and exhibit the pleasing ruralUy of a 
pale green. 

I shrunk back aghast, turned, and 
beheld the waiter. Had I seen myself 
in a glass delicately shaded by rose- 
hued curtains, I should gently and 
smilingly have said, " Have the. good- 
ness to bring me the bill of fare." As 
it was, I growled out, " Bring me the 
bill." 

The stiff waiter bowed solemnly, and 
withdrew slowly. I looked round the 
room once more, and discovered the 
additional adornments of a tea-urn, 
and a book. " Thank Heaven," thought 
I, as I took up the latter, " it can't be 
one of Jeremy Bentham's." No ! it 
was the Cheltenham Guide. I turned 
to the head of amusements — " Dress 

ball at the rooms every " some 

day or other — which of the seven I 
utterly forget ; but it was the same as 
that which witnessed my first arrival 

in the small drawing-room of the 

Hotel. 

« Thank Heaven ! " said I to myself, 
as Bedos entered with my things, and 
was ordered immediately to have all in 
preparation for " the dress-ball at the 
rooms," at the hour of half-past ten. 
The waiter entered with the bill. 
''Soups, chops, cutlets, steaks, roast 
joints, &c., &c. — lion, birds" 

*' GJet some soup," said I, " a slice or 
two of lion, and half a dozen birds." 

" Sir," said the solemn waiter, " you 



can't have less than a whole lion, and 
we have only two birds in the house." 

" Pray," asked I, " are you in the 
habit of supplying your larder firom 
Exeter 'Change, or do you breed lions 
here like poultry % " 

" Sir," answered the grim waiter, 
never relaxing into a smile, *' we have 
lions brought us from the country 
every day." 

"What do you pay for themi" 
said I. 

"About three and sixpence a-piece. 



sir." 

"Humph! market in Africa over- 
stocked," thought I. 

" Pray, how do you dress an animal 
of that description % " 
, " Roast and stuff him, sir, and serve 
him up with currant jelly." 

"What! like a hare!" 

" A lion is a hare, sir." 

"What!" 

" Yes, sir, it is a hare ! — but we <jall 
it a lion, because of the Game Laws." 

" Bright discovery," thought I ; 
" they have a new language in Chel- 
tenham ; nothing 's like travelling to 
enlarge the mind." " And the birds," 
said I, aloud, " are neither humming- 
birds, nor ostriches, I suppose]" 

" No, sir ; they are partridges." 

" Well, then, give me some soup, a 
cutlet, and a 'bird,' as you term it, 
and be quick about it." 

" It shall be done with despatch," 
answered the pompous attendant, and 
withdrew. 

Is there, in the whole course of this 
pleasant and varying life, which young 
gentlemen and ladies write verses to 
prove same and sorrowful, — is there in 
the whole course of it, one half-hour 
really and genuinely disagreeable? — if 
so, it is the half-hour before dinner at 
a strange inn. Nevertheless, by the 
help of philosophy and the window, I 
managed to endure it with great pa- 
tience : and, though I was famishing 
with hunger, I pretended the indiffer- 
ence of a &8ii|^Q> e^N^ii'^V<esii H^^ ^i^c&s^ssc: 
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iTBS at leng^ announced. I coquetted 
a whole minute with my napkin, before 
I attempted the soup, and I helped 
myself to the potatory food with a slow 
d^pidty that must have perfectly won 
the heart of the solemn waiter. The 
soup was a little better than hot water, 
and the sharp-sauced cutlet than 
leather and vinegar; howbeit, I at- 
tacked them with the vigour of an 
Irishman, and washed them down with 
a bottle of the worst liquor ever digni- 
fied with the venerabUe nomen of 
claret. The bird was tough enough to 
have passed for an ostrich in minia- 
ture; and I felt its ghost hopping about 
the stomachic sepulchre to which I 
consigned it, the whole of that evening, 
and a great portion of the next day, 
when a glass of cura^oa laid it at rest. 
After this splendid repast, I flung 
myself back on my chair with the com- 
placency of a man who has dined well, 



and dozed away the time till the hour 
of dressing. 

" Now," thought I, as I placed my- 
self before my glass, " shall I gently 
please, or sublimely astonish the 'fash- 
ionables ' of Cheltenham ? — Ah, bah ! 
the latter school is vulgar, Byron spoilt 
it. Don't put out that chain, Bedos — 
I wear — ^the black coat, waistcoat, and 
trowsers. Brush my hair as much out 
of curl as you can, and give an air of 
graceful negligence to my Umi en- 
senMe." 

"Out, Monsiewr, je comprends," 
answered Bedos. 

I was soon dressed, for it is the de- 
sign, not the execution, of all great un- 
dertakings which requires deliberation 
and delay. AcUon cannot be too 
prompt A chair was called, and 
Henry Pelham was conveyed to the 
rooms. 



CHAPTER XL. 



Now see, prepared to lead the sprightly danoe. 

The lovely nymphs, and well-dress'd youths advanoe ; 

The spacious room receives its jovial guest. 

And the floor shakes with pleasing weight oppressed.— ><H (if Dancing, 

Page, His njetme, my lord, is TyTreU.'—Bichard JIL 



XJpoN entering, 1 saw several heads 
rising and sinking, to the tune of 
*' Cherry ripe/* A whole row of stiff 
necks, in cravats of the most unex- 
ceptionable length and breadth, were 
just before me. A tall thin young 
man, with dark wiry hair brushed on 
one side, was drawing on a pair of 
white Woodstock gloves, and affecting 
to look round the room with the 
supreme indifference of bon ton. 

" Ah, Ritson," said another young 
Cheltenhamian to him of the Wood- 
stock gauntlets, ''hav'n't you been 
dsDongyeiV 



<t 



No, Smith, 'pon honour!" an- 
swered Mr. Bitson ; " it is so over- 
poweringly hot ; no &shionable man 
dances now ; — it isn't the thing.'* 

"Why," repUed Mr. Smith, who 
was a good-natured looking person^ 
with a blue coat and brass buttons, 
and a gold pin in his neckcloth, " why, 
they dance at Almack's, don't theyl" 

" No, *pon honour," murmured Mr. 
Bitson ; " no, they just walk a quad- 
rille or spin atoaUz, as my friend. 
Lord Bobadob, calls it ; nothing more 
— ^no, hang dancing, 'tis so vulgar." 

A stout, ved'^Msed man, about thirty. 
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with wet auburn hair, a marvellously 
line waistcoat, and a badly-washed 
frill, now joined Messrs. Bitson and 
Smith. 

"Ah, Sir Ralph," cried Smith, 
" how d'ye do ] been hunting all day, 
I suppose?" 

" Yes, old cock," replied Sir Ralph ; 
'^ been after the brush till I am quite 
done up ; such a glorious run ! By 
G — , you should have seen my grey 
mare, Smith ; by G — , she 's a glorious 
fencer." 

" You don't hunt, do you, Ritson V* 
interrogated Mr. Smith. 

" Yes, I do," replied' Mr. Ritson, 
afifectedly playing with his Woodstock 
glove ; " yes, but I only hunt in 
Leicestershire with my friend. Lord 
Bobadob ; 'tis not the thing to hunt 
anywhere else." 

Sir Ralph stared at the speaker 
with mute contempt: while Mr. 
Smith, like the ass between the hay, 
stood balancing betwixt the opposing 
merits of the baronet and the beau. 
Meanwhile, a smiling, nodding, af- 
fected female thing, in ringlets and 
flowers, flirted up to the trio, i 

" Now, .reelly, Mr. Smith, you 
should deence ; a feeshionable young 
man, like you — I don't know what the 
young leedies will say to you." And 
the fair seducer laughed«bewitchingly. 

" You are very good, Mrs. DolU- 
more," replied Mr. Smith, with a 
blush and a low bow ; ** but Mr. 
Ritson tells me it is not (he thing to 
dance." 

"Oh," cried Mrs. Dollimore, "but 
then he 's seech a naughty, conceited 
creature — don't follow his example, 
Meester Smith ;" and again the good 
lady laughed immoderately. 

"Nay, Mrs. Dollimore," said Mr. 
Ritson, passing his hand through his 
abominable hair, " you are too severe ; 
but tell me, Mrs. Dollimore, is the 
Countess coming here V 

" Now, reelly, Mr. Ritson, yow, 
who are the pmk of feeshion, ought 



to know better than I can; but I 
hear so." 

" Do you know the countess]" said 
Mr. Smith, in respectful surprise, to 
Ritson. 

" Oh, very well," replied the Cory- 
phseus of Cheltenham, swinging his 
Woodstock glove to and fro ; " I have 
often danced with her at Almack's." 

" Is she a good deencer?" asked 
Mrs. Dollimore. 

" 0, capital," responded Mr. Ritson ; 
" she 's such a nice genteel little 
figure." 

Sir Ralph, apparently tired of this 
"feeshionable" conversation, swag- 
gered away. 

" Pray," said Mrs. Dollimore, *' who 
is that geentleman?" 

"Sir Ralph Rumford," replied 
Smith, eagerly, "a particular friend 
of mine at Cambridge." 

" I wonder if he 's going to make a 
long steey V said Mrs. Dollimore. 

" Yes, I believe so," replied Mr. 
Smith, " if we make it agreeable to 
him." 

" You must poositively introduce 
him to me," said Mrs. Dollimore. 

" I will, with great pleasure," said 
the good-natured Mr. Smith. 

" Is Sir Ralph a man of fashion ?** 
inquired Mr. Ritson. 

"He's a baronet!" emphatically 
pronounced Mr. Smith. 

"Ah!" repUed Ritson, "but he 
may be a man of rank, without being 
a man of fashion." 

" True," lisped Mrs. Dollimore. 

" I don't know," replied Smith, with 
an air of puzzled wonderment, " but 
he has 7,000i. a-year." 

"Has he, indeed?" cried Mrs. 
Dollimore, surprised into her natural 
tone of voice ; and, at that moment, a 
young lady, lingletted and flowered 
like herself, joined her, and accosted 
her by the endearing appellation of 
"Mamma." 

" Have you been dancing, my 
love V ia<);;nx«^>te^'V^^^i^^a&^^^ 
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" Tes, ma; with Captain John- 
eon." 

'' Oh/' said the mother, with a toss 
of her head ; and, giving her daughter 
a significant push, she walked away 
with her to another end of the room, 
to talk about Sir Ralph Bumford, and 
his seven thousand pounds a-year. 

'' WeU ! " thought I, "odd people 
these ; let us enter a little farther iuto 
this savage country/' In accordance 
with this reflection, I proceeded 
towards the middle of the room. 

" Who 's that ^ " said Mr. Smith, in 
a loud whisper as I passed him. 

"Ton honour," answered Kitson, 
"I don't know! but he's a deuced 
neat-looking fellow." 

" Thank you, Mr. Ritson," said my 
vanity; "you are not so offensive 
alter aU." 

I paused to look at the dancers; 
ft middle-aged, respectable-looking 
gentleman was beside me. Common 
people, after they have passed forty, 
grow social. My neighbour hemmed 
twice, and made preparation for 
speaking. " I may as well encourage 
him," was my reflection ; accordingly 
I turned round, with a most good- 
natured expression of countenance. 

"A fine room this, sir," said the 
man immediately. 

"Very," said I, with a smile, "and 
extremely well filled." 

" Ah sir," answered my neighbour, 
^' Cheltenham is not as it used to be 
some fifteen years ago. I have seen 
as many as one thousand two hundred 
and fifty persons within these walls" 

(certain people are always so d d 

particularising); "ay, sir," pursued 
my lavdcUor temporia acti, " and half 
the peerage here into the bargain." 

" Indeed I " quoth I, with an air of 
surprise suited to the information I 
received, "but the society is very 
good still, is it not?" 

"Oh, very genteel" replied the 
man ; " but not so dashing as it used 
to be, " (Oh I those two horrid words J 



low enough to suit even the author of 



ft 



— •") 

" Pray," asked I, glancing at Messrs. 
Ritson and Smith, " do you know who 
those gentlemen are ?" 

" Extremely well ! " replied my 
neighbour; "the tall young man is 
Mr. Ritson ; his mother has a house 
in Baker-street, and gives quite elegant 
parties. He's a most genteel young 
man; but such an insufferable cox- 
comb." 

"And the other]" said I. 

" Oh ! he 's a Mr. Smith ; his father 
was an eminent brewer, and is lately 
dead, leaving each of his sons thirty 
thousand pounds; the young Smith 
is a knowing hand, and wants to spend 
his money with spirit. He has a 
great passion for 'high lifet and 
therefore attaches himself much to 
Mr. Ritson, who is quite that way 
inclined. " 

"He could not have selected a 
better model," said I. 

"True," rejoined my Cheltenham 
Asmodeus, with naive simplicity; 
" but I hope he won't adopt his conceit 
as well as his elegance" 

" I shall die," said I to myself, " if 
I talk with this fellow any longer," 
and I was just going to glide away, 
when a tall, stately dowager, with two 
lean, scraggy daughters, entered the 
room ; I could not resist pausing to 
inquire who they were. 

My Mend looked at me with a very 
altered and disrespectful air at this 
interrogation. " Who ? " said he, 
" why the Countess of Babbleton and 
her two daughters, the Honourable 
Lady Jane Babel, and the Honourable 
Lady Mary Babel. They are the 
great people of Cheltenham," pursued 
he, " and it 's a Jine thing to get into 
their set." 

Meanwhile Lady Babbleton and her 
two daughters swept up the room, 
bowing and nodding to the riven 
ranks on each side, who made their 
salutations with the most profound 



OR, ADVENTURES OF A GENTLEMAN. 



105 



respect. My experienced eye detected 
in a moment that Lady Babbleton, in 
spite of her title and her stateliness, 
was exceedingly the reverse of good 
toUf and the daughters (who did not 
resemble the scrag of mutton, hU its 
ghost) had an appearance of sour 
afiability, which was as different from 
the manners of proper society as it 
possibly could be. 

I wondered greatly who and what 
they were. In the eyes of the Chel- 
tenhamians, they were the countess 
and her daughters; and any further 
explanation would have been deemed 
quite superfluous; further explana- 
tion I was, however, determined to 
procure, and was walking across the 
room in profound meditation as to 
the method in which the discovery 
should be made, when I was startled 
by the voice of Sir Lionel Garrett : I 
turned round, and to my inexpressible 
joy, beheld that worthy baronet. 

" Bless me, Pelham," said he, "how 
delighted I am to see you. Lady 
Harriet, here's your old &vourite, 
Mr. Pelham." 

Lady Harriet was all smiles and 
pleasure. " Give me your arm," said 
she ; " I must go and speak to Lady 
Babbleton— odious woman!" 

" Do, my dear Lady Harriet," said 
I, " explain to me wJuU Lady Babble- 
ton was." 

"Why — she was a milliner, and 
took in the late lord, who was an 
idiot^Voildtoutr* 

" Perfectly satisfactory," replied L 

"Or, short and sweet, as Lady 
Babbleton would say," replied Lady 
Harriet, laughing. 

"In antithesis to her daughters, 
who are long and sour." 

" Oh, you satirist ! " said the affected 
Lady Harriet (who was only three 
removes better than the Chelten- 
ham countess); "but tell me, how 
long have you been at Chelten- 
ham r 

" About four hours and a half 1 " 



it 



Then you don't know any of the 
lions here]" 

" None, except (I added to myself) 
the lion I had for dinner." 

" Well, let me despatch Lady Bab- 
bleton, and I '11 then devote myself to 
being your nomenclator." 

We walked up to Lady Babbleton, 
who had already disposed of her 
daughters, and was sitting in solitary 
dignity at the end of the room. 

"My dear Lady Babbleton," cried 
Lady Harriet, taking both the hands 
of the dowager, " I am so glad to see 
you, and how well you are looking ; 
and your charming daughters, how 
are theyl — sweet girls I — and how 
long have you been here ] " 

" We have only just come," replied 
the d-devarU milliner, half risiug, and 
rustling her plumes in stately agita- 
tion, like a nervous parrot; "we must 
conform to modem ours, loAjArrieU, 
though, for my part, I like the old 
fjEishioned plan of dining early, and 
finishing one's gaieties before mid- 
night ; but I set the fashion of good 
ours as well as I can. I think it 's a 
duty V3e owe to society. Lady Arriett, 
to encourage morality by our own 
example. What else do we have rank 
fori" And, so saying, the counter- 
countess drew herself up with a most 
edifying air of moral dignity. 

I^y Harriet looked at me, and 
perceiving that my eye said " go on," 
as plainly as eye could possibly speak, 
she continued — " Which of the wells 
do you attend. Lady Babbleton 1" 

"All," replied the patronising dow- 
ager. " I like to encourage the poor 
people here ; I Ve no notion of being 
proud because one has a title. Lady 
Arriett,*' 

"No," rejoined the worthy help- 
mate of Sir Lionel Garrett ; " every 
body talks of your condescension. 
Lady Babbleton; but are you not 
afraid of letting yourself down by 
going everywhere V 
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admit yeiy few into mj set erf home, 
bat I (JO out promisciunuiy ; " and 
then, looking at me, she said, in a 
whisper, to Ladj Harriet, ''who is 
that nice young gentleman 1 " 

"Mr.Pelham,''replied Lady Harriet; 
and, turning to me, 'formally intro- 
duced us to each other. 

" Are you any relation (asked the 
dowager) to Lady Frances Pelham ? " 

" Only her son," said L 

"Dear me," replied Lady Babble- 
ton, " how odd ; what a nice degant 
woman she is! She does not go 
much out, does she] I don't often 
meet her." 

'^ I should not think it likely that 
your ladyship did meet her much. 
Sftte does not visit promiacuotialy." 

"Eyery rank has its duty," said 
Lady Harriet, gravely; " your mother, 
Mr. Pelham, may confine her circle 
aa much as she pleases ; but the high 
rank of Lady Babbleton requires 
greater condescension; just as the 
Dukes of Sussex and Gloucester go to 
many places where you and I would 
not." 

''Very true!" said the innocent 
, dowager ; " and that 's a very sensible 
remark! Were you at Bath last 
winter, Mr. Pelham ? " continued the 
countess, whose thoughts wandered 
from subject to subject in the most 
rmdderless manner. 

** No, Lady Babbleton, I was unfor- 
tunately at a less distinguished place." 

" What was that ] " 

"Paris!" 

" Oh, indeed ! I Ve never been 
abroad; I don't think persons of a 
certain rank should leave England; 
they should stay at home and encou- 
rage their own manufactories." 

"Ah!" cried I, taking hold of 
Lady Babbleton's shawl, "what a 
pretty Manchester pattern this is." 

"Manchester pattern!" exclaimed 
the petrified peeress ; "why it is real 
cachemire: you don't think I wear 
Muy thing M^sh, Mr. Pelhamt" 



"I beg your ladyship ten thousand 
pardons. I am no judge of dress; 
but to return — ^I am quite of your 
opinion, tfuU we ought to encourage 
our own manufactories, and not go 
abroad: but one cannot stay long 
on the Continent, even if one is 
decoyed there. One soon longs for 
home again." 

" Very sensibly remarked," rejoined 
Lady Babbleton : " that 's what I call 
true patriotism and morality. I wish 
all the young men of the present day 
were like you. Oh, dear ! — ^here 's a 
great fiivourite of mine coming this 
way — Mr. Ritson ! — do you know 
him ; shall I introduce you 'i " 

" Heaven forbid ! " exclaimed I — 
firightened out of my wits, and my 
manners. " Come, Lady Harriet, let 
us rejoin Sir Lionel;" and, 'swift at 
the word,' Lady Harriet retook my 
arm, nodded her adieu to Lady 
Babbleton, and withdrew with me to 
an obscurer part of the room. 

Here we gave way to our laughter 
for some time — " Is it possible," ex- 
claimed I, starting up — "Can that 
beTyrreUr' 

"What's the matter with the man ]" 
cried Lady Harriet. 

I quickly recovered my presence of 
mind, and reseated myself: "Pray 
forgive me. Lady Harriet," said I; 
" but I think, nay, I am sure, I see a 
person I once met under very par- 
ticular circumstances. Do you observe 
that dark man in deep mourning, 
who has just entered the room, and 
is now speaking to Sir Balph Bum- 
ford?" 

"I do, it is Sir John TyrreU!" 
replied Lady Harriet : " he only came 
to Cheltenham yesterday. His is a 
very singular history." 

" What is it ? " said I, eagerly. 

" Why ! he was the only son of a 
younger branch of the Tyrrells; a 
very old family, as the name denotes. 
He was a great deal in a certain rou6 
set, for tome years, and was celebrated 
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for his gallantries. His fortune was, 
however, perfectly unable to satisfy 
his expenses; he took to gambling, 
and lost the remains of his property. 
He went abroad, and used to be seen at 
the low gaming houses at Pans, earn- 
ing a very degraded and precarious 
subsistence; till, about three months 
ago, two persons, who stood between 
him and the title and estates of the 
fEunily, died, and most unexpectedly he 
succeeded to both. They say that he 
was found in the most utter penury 
and distress, in a small cellar at 
Paris; however that may be, he is 
now Sir John Tyrrell, with a very 
large income, and, in spite of a cer- 
tain coarseness of manner, probably 
acquired by the low company he 
latterly kept, he is very much liked, 
and even admired, by the few good 
people in the society of Cheltenham." 
At this instant Tyrrell passed us ; 
he caught my eye, stopped short, and 



coloured violently. I bowed ; he 
seemed undecided for a moment as to 
the course he should adopt; it was 
hvt for a moment. He returned my 
salutation with great appearance of 
cordiality ; shook me warmly by the 
hand ; expressed himself delighted to 
meet me ; inquired where I was stay- 
ing, and said he should certainly call 
upon me. With this promise he 
glided on, and was soon lost among 
the crowd. 

"Where did you meet himV* said 
Lady Harriet. 

" At Paris." 

** What ! was he in decent society 
there r 

«I don't know," said I. "Good 
night. Lady Harriet ; " and, with an 
air of extreme lassitude, I took my 
hat, and vanished from that motley 
mixture of the faahixmahly low and 
the vulgarly genJted! 



CHAPTER XLL 



— - Full many at lady 
I have eyed with best regard, and numy a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath nnto bondage 
Drawn my too diligent eyes. 

But you, oh! you, 
So i>erfect and so peerless, are create 
Of every creature's best— Shakspjearh 



Thou wilt easily conceive, my dear 
reader, who hast been in my con- 
fidence throughout the whole of this 
history, and whom, though as yet 
thou hast cause to esteem me but 
lightly, I already love as my familiar 
and my friend — ^thou wilt easily con- 
ceive my surprise at meeting so unex- 
pectedly with my old hero of the gam- 
bling-house. I felt indeed perfectly 
stunned at the shock of so singular a 
change in his circumstances since I 
had last met him. My thoughts 



reverted immediately to that scene^ 
and to the mysterious connection 
between Tyrrell and GlanviQe. How 
would the latter receive the intelU- 
geuce of his enemy's good fortune 1 
was his vengeance yet satisfied, or 
through what means could it now 
find vent 1 

A thousand thoughts similar to 
these occupied and distracted my 
attention till morning, when I sum- 
moned Bedos into the room to read 
me to ilftej* Bfc o\i«iDfi^ ^ ^$0:5 ^ 



IW PELS 

Honiieoi D^yigae't, sai at the 
beginning of the second scene I wu 
in the land <tf dieama. 

I woke about two o'clock ; dreued, 
idpped mj chocolate, and was on the 
point of amnging my hat (o the best 
■dTftntage, when I received the foliow- 
idg note : — 

"Ut dbak Pblbah, 
" Me f&i cowmeada. I heard this 
morning, at your hotel, that you were 
here; my heart was a house of jo; at 
the iateiUgencG. I called upon you 
two honn ago; but, like Antony, 
' yon revel long o' nights.' Ah, that 
I coflld add with Sbakapcare, that yoa 
wen ' notwithstanding up.' 1 have 
jtut come from Paris, that vmbiliaa 
ttmc, and my advenluree elnce I saw 
yon, for year private saUaiiotJon, 
' becaoBe 1 love you I will lei ;od 
know;' but you most m)Mj me with 
a meeting. Till you do, ' the mighty 
gods defend you 1 * 

" Vmontt." 

The hotel from which Vincent dated 
this epistle, was in the sajne street 
as m; own caravanaenii, and lo this 
hotel I immediately set off. I found 
my friend sitting before a huge folio, 
which he In vun endeavoured to per- 
Buade me that he seriously intended 
to read. We greeted each other wiUi 
the greatest cordiality. 

" But how," Bud Vincent, afler the 
fint warmth of welcome had subsided, 
*' how shall I congratulate you upon 
your new hanourEl I was not pre- 
pared to find yon grown fivm a roui 
into a senator. 



So auth Bums; advice which, bting: 
interpreted, meanelh, that you 
astonish the rate of St. Stephen's 



"Alaa!" s^d I, "aH one's clap- 
traps in that house maal be baited." 

" Nay, but a rat bites at any cheese, 

from Olonceater to Parmesan, and yon 

easily scrape up a bit of some 

iort. Talking of the House, do you 

by the paper, that Uie civic 

Alderman W , is at Chel- 



ml" 



"Iw 



" How wonderfully," said Vincent, 

your city dignities unloose the 
tongue : directly a man has been a 
mayor, he thinks himself qualified for 

Tully at least. Faith, the Lord 
Mayor asked me one day, what was 
the Latin for sponUngl and I told 
him, 'hippomanes, or a raging hiunour 

. Toagort.' " 

After I had paid, through the 
medium of my risible muscles, due 
honuge to thiswitUcism of VincenUs, 
he shut up his folio, called for his 
bat, and we sauntered down into the 

"When do you go up to town!" 
saked Vincent. 

Not till my senatorial duties re- 
quire me." 

"Do you stay here till thenl" 
As it pleases the gods. But, good 
heavens I Vincent, what a l>eautiful 
prir 

Vincent turned. " Dea eerW," 
murmured h^ and stopped. 

The object of our exclamations was 
standing by a comer shop, apparently 
waiting for some one within. Her 
fiice, at the moment I first saw her, 
was turned full towards me. Never 
had I seen any countenance half so 
lovdy. She waa ^>parently about 
twenty ; her hur was of the richest 
chestnut, and a golden light played 
throu^ its darkness, as if a sunbeam 
liad been caught in those luiuriant 
tresses, and was striving in vain to 
escape. Her eyes were of light hazel, 
large, deep, and ihaded into tojineu 
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(to use a modem expression) by long 
and very dark lashes. Her com- 
plexion alone would have rendered 
her beautiful, it was so clear — so pure ; 
the blood blushed beneath it, like 
roses under a clear stream ; if, in order 
to justify my simile, roses would have 
the complacency to grow in such a 
situation. Her nose was of that fine 
and accurate mould that one so seldom 
sees, except in the Grecian statues, 
which unites the clearest and most 
decided outline with the most feminine 
delicacy and softness : and the short 
curved arch which descended from 
thence to her mouth, was so fine — so 
airily and exquisitely formed, that it 
seemed as if Love himself had mo- 
delled the bridge which led to his 
most beautiful and fragrant island. 
On the right side of the mouth was 
one dimple, which correspond^ so 
exactly with every smile and move- 
ment of those rosy lips, that you might 
have sworn the shadow of each passed 
there ; it was like the rapid changes 
of an April heaven reflected upon a 
valley. She was somewhat, but not 
much, taller than the ordinaiy height ; 
and her figure, which united all the 
first freshness and youth of the ^1 
with the more luxuriant graces of the 
woman, was rounded and finished so 
justly, that the eye could glance over 
the whole, without discovering the 
least harslmess or unevenness, or atom 
to be added or subtracted. But over 
all these was a light, a glow, a per- 
vading spirit, of which it is impossible 
to convey the faintest idea. You 



should have seen her by the side of 
a shaded fountain on a summer's day. 
Tou should have watched her amidst 
music and flowers, and she might 
have seemed to you like the fairy that 
presided over both. So much for 
poetical description— it is not my 
forte! 

« What think you of her, Vincent ]" 
said L 

"I say, with Theocritus, in his 
epithalaminm of Helen " 

"Say no such thing," said I; "I 
will not have her presence profaned 
by any helps froi^ your memory." 

At that moment the girl turned 
round abruptly, and ^re-entered the 
stationer^s shop, at the door of which 
she had been standing. 

"Let us enter," said Vincent: "I 
want some sealing-wax." 

I desired no second invitation : we 
marched into the shop. My Armida 
was leaning on the arm of an old lady. 
She blushed deeply when she saw us 
enter ; and, as ill-luck would have it, 
the old lady concluded her purchases 
the moment after, and they withdrew. 

** • Who had thought this olime had held 
A deity 80 unparaUel'd ! ' " 

justly observed my companion. 

I made no reply. All the remain- 
der of that day I was absent and 
reserved; and Vincent, perceiving 
that I no longer laughed at his jokes, 
nor smiled at his quotations, told me 
I was sadly chanfdd for the worse, 
and pretended an engagement, to rid 
himself of an auditor so obtuse. 



no 
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CHAPTER XLH. 



Tout Botrs mal jieat de ne pooroir 6tre seals ; de 1^ le jen, le Inze, la dissipation, le vint 
let femmes* rignoranoe, la mddisance, I'enTie, ToaUi de soi-mdme et de Dteu. 

LaBruybrb. 



The next day I resolyed to call 
upon Tyrrell^ seeing that he had not 
yet kept his promise of anticipating 
me, and being very desirous not to 
lose any opportunity of improying my 
acquaintance with him ; accordingly, 
I sent my yalet to make inquiries as 
to his abode. I found that he lodged 
in the same hotel as myself; and 
having previously ascertained that he 
was at home, I waa ushered by the 
head waiter into the gamester's apart- 
ment. 

He was sitting by the fire in a 
listless, yet thoughtful attitude. His 
muscular and rather handsome per- 
son was indued in a dressing-gown of 
rich brocade, thrown on with a slo- 
venly nonchalance. His stockings 
were about his heels, his hair was 
dishevelled, and the light, streaming 
through the half-drawn window-cur- 
tains^ rested upon the grey flakes with 
which its darker luxuriance was in- 
terspersed; and the cross light in 
which he had the imprudence or 
misfortune to sit, fully developed the 
deep wrinkles wbkh years and dis- 
sipation had planted round his eyes 
and mouth. I was quite startled at 
the oldness and haggardness of his 
appearance. 

He rose gracefully enough when 
I was announced ; and no sooner had 
the waiter retired, than he came up 
to me, shook me warmly by the hand, 
and BJud, "Let me thank you now 
for the attention you formerly showed 
me, when I was less able to express 
my acknowledgments. I shall be 
pzvnd to cultivate your intimacy." 



I answered him in the same strain, 
and, in the course of conversation, 
made myself so entertaining, that he 
agreed to spend the remainder of 
the day with me. We ordered our 
horses at three, and our dinner at 
seven, and I left him till the former 
were ready, in order to allow him 
time for his toilet. 

During our ride we talked princi- 
pally on general subjects, on the vari- 
ous dijBTerences of France and England, 
on dbrses, on wines, on women, on 
politics, on all things, except that 
which had created our acquaintance. 
His remarks were those of a strong, 
ill-regulated mind, which had made 
experience supply the place of the 
reasoning Acuities ; there was a loose- 
ness in his sentiments, and a licen- 
tiousness in his opinions, which startled 
even me (used as I had been to rakes 
of all schools) ; his philosophy was of 
that species which thinks that the 
best maxim of wisdom is — to despise. 
Of men he spoke with the bitterness 
of hatred ; of women, with the levity 
of contempt. France had taught him 
its debaucheries, but not the elegance 
which refines them : if his sentiments 
were low, the language in which they 
were clothed was meaner still : and 
that which makes the morality of the 
upper classes, and which no criminal 
is supposed to be hardy enough to 
reject; that religion which has no 
scoffers, that code which has no im- 
pugners, ^uU honour among gentle- 
men, which constitutes the moving 
principle of the society in which they 
live, he seemed to imagine, even in 
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its most fundamental laws, was an 
authority to which nothing but the 
inexperience of the young, and the 
credulity of the romantic, could 
accede. 

Upon the whole, he seemed to me 
a " bold, bad man," with just enough 
of intellect to teach him to be a vil- 
lain, without that higher d^ree 
which shows him that it is the worst 
course for his interest; and just 
enough of daring to make him in- 
different to the dangers of guilt, 
though it was not sufficient to make 
him conquer and control them. For 
the rest, he loved trotting better than 
cantering — piqued himself upon being 
manly — ^wore doe-skin gloves — drank 
port wine, par prSfSrence, and con- 
sidered beef-steaks and oyster-sauce 
as the most delicate dish in the bill 
of fere. I think, now, reader, you 
have a tolerably good view of his 
character. 

After dinner, when we were discuss- 



ing the second bottle, I thought it 
would not be a bad opportunity to 
question him upon his acquaintance 
with Glanville. His countenance fell 
directly I mentioned that name. 
However, he rallied himself "Oh," 
said he, "you mean the aoirdiaavt 
Warburton. I knew him some years 
back — he was a poor silly youth, half 
mad, I believe, and particularly hos- 
tile to me, owing to some foolish 
disagreement when he was quite a 
boy." 

"What was the cause?" said I. 

"Nothing — nothing of any con- 
sequence," answered Tyrrell ; and 
then added, with an air of coxcombry, 
" I believe I was more fortunate than 
he, in a certain intrigue. Poor Glan- 
ville is a little romantic, you know. 
But enough of this now : shall we go 
to the rooms 1 " 

"With pleasure," said I; and to 
the rooms we went. 



CHAPTER XLIII. 



Teteres revocavit artep.— Hor. 



l^oe I eame hither I haye heard strange news.— f £m^ Lear, ' 



Two days after my long conversa- 
tion with Tyrrell, I called again upon 
that worthy. To my great surprise 
he had left Cheltenham. I then 
strolled to Vincent: I found him 
lolling on his sofa, surrounded, as 
usual, with books and papers. 

" Come in, Pelham," said he, as I 
hesitated at the threshold — "come 
in. I have been delighting myself 
with Plato all the morning; I scarcely 
know what it is that enchants us so 
much with the ancients. I rather 
believe, with Schlegel, that it is that 
air of perfect repose — ^the stillness of 
a deep soul, which lests over their 



writings. Whatever would appear 
commonplace amongst us, has with 
them I know not what of sublimity 
and pathos. Trilsness seems the 
profundity of truth — wildness, the 
daring of a luxuriant imagination. 
The fact is, that in spite of every 
fault, you see, through all, the traces 
of original thought; there is a con- 
templative grandeur in their senti- 
ments, which seems to have nothing 
borrowed in its meaning or its dress. 
Take, for instance, this fragment of 
Mimnermus, on the shortness of life, 
— what subject can seem more tamel 
— ^what leaift &^xVSsisi!|^\2![xa3i.\^^l^f^^^ 
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he expresses? — and jet, througliont 
every Une, there is a melaiicholy depth 
and tenderness, which it is impossible 
to define. Of all English writers who 
partake the most of this spirit of 
conyeying interest and strength to 
sentiments and subjects neither norel 
in themselyes, nor adorned in their 
arrangement, I know none that equal 
Byron : it is indeed the chief beauty 
of that extraordinary poet. Examine 
ChUde Harold accurately, and you 
will be surprised to discover how 
very little of real depth or novelty 
there often is in the reflections which 
seem most deep and new. You are 
enchained by the vague but powerful 
beauty of the style; the strong im- 
press of originality which breathes 
throughout Like the oracle of Do- 
dona, he makes the forests his tablets, 
and writes his inspirations upon the 
leaves of the trees ; but the source of 
that inspiration you cannot tell ; it is 
neither the truth nor the beauty of 
his sayings which you admire, though 
you fancy that it is : it is the mystery 
which accompanies them." 

" Pray," said I, " do you not ima- 
gine that one great cause of this spirit 
of which you speak, and which seems 
to be nothing more than a thoughtful 
method of expressing all things, even 
to trifles, was the great loneliness to 
which the ancient poets and philo- 
sophers were attached? I think 
(though I have not your talent for 
quoting) that Cicero calls 'the con- 
sideration of nature the food of the 
mind,' and the mind which, in soli- 
tude, is confined necessarily to a few 
objects, meditates more closely upon 
those it embraces : the habit of this 
meditation enters and pervades the 
system, and whatever afterwards ema- 
nates from it is tinctured with the 
thoughtful and contemplative colours 
it has received." 

"Wonderful I " cried Vincent : "how 
long have you learnt to read Cicero, 
and talk about the mind 1 " 



"Ah," said I, "I am perhaps less 
ignorant than I affect to be : it is 
now my object to be a dandy ; here- 
after I may aspire to be an orator — a 
wit, a scholar, or a Vincent. You 
will see then that there have been 
many odd quarters of an hour in my 
life less unprofitably wasted than you 
imagine." 

Vincent rose in a sort of nervous 
excitement, and then reseating him- 
self, fixed his dark bright eyes stead- 
fastly upon me for some moments ; his 
countenance all the while assuming a 
higher and graver expression than 
I had ever before seen it wear. 

" Pelham," said he, at last, " it is 
for the sake of moments like these, 
when your better nature flashes out, 
that I have sought your society and 
your friendship. /, too, am not 
wholly what I appear: the world may 
yet see that Halifax was not the only 
statesman whom the pursuits of litera- 
ture had only formed the better for 
the labours of business. Meanwhile, 
let me pass !for the pedant, and the 
bookworm : like a sturdier adventurer 
than myself, ' I bide my time.' — Pel- 
ham — ^this will be a busy session! 
shall you prepare for it 1 " 

" Nay," answered I, relapsing into 
my usual tone of languid affectation ; 
"I shall have too much to do in 
attending to Stultz, and Nugee, and 
Tattersall and Baxter, and a hundred 
other occupiers of spare time. Re- 
member, this is my first season in 
London since my mtyority." 

Vincent took up the newspaper 
with evident chagrin; however, he 
was too theoretically the man of the 
world, long to show his displeasure. 
" Parr — Parr — ^again," said he ; " how 
they stuff the journals with that name. 
Heaven knows, I venerate learning as 
much as any man ; but I respect it 
for its uses, and not for itself. How- 
ever, I will not quarrel with his repu- 
tation — ^it is but for a day. Literaiy 
men, who leave nothing but their 
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name to posterity, liave but a short 
twilight of posthumous renown. Apro- 
pos, do you know my pun upon Parr 
and the Major." 

" Not I," said I, " Jfajoracanamus !" 

" Why, Parr and I, and two or three 
more, were dining once at poor T. 

M 's, the author of ' The Indian 

Antiquities.' Major , a great 

traveller, entered into a dispute with 
Parr about Babylon; the Doctor got 
into a violent passion, and poured out 
such a heap of quotations on his un- 
fortunate antagonist, that the latter, 
stunned by the clamour, and terrified 
by the Greek, was obliged to suc- 
cumb. Parr turned triumphantly to 
me : " What is your opinion, my lord," 
said he ; " who is in the right 1 " 

" Adversis major — par secundis" 
answered I. 

" Vincent," I said, after I had ex- 
pressed sufficient admiration at his 
pun — "Vincent, I begin to be weary 
of this life ; I shall accordingly pack 
up my books and myself, and go to 
Malvern Wells, to live quietly till 
I think it time for London. After to- 
day you will, therefore, see me no 
more." 

" I cannot, " answered Vincent, 
"contravene so laudable a purpose, 
however I may be the loser." And, 
after a short and desultory conversa- 
tion, I left him once more to the tran- 
quil enjoyment of his Plato. That 
evening I went to Malvern, and there 
I remained in a monotonous state of 
existence, dividing my time equally 
between my mind and my body, and 
forming myself into that state of con- 
templative reflection, which was the 
object of Vincent's admiration in the 
writings of the ancients. 

Just when I was on the point of 
leaving my retreat, I received an 
intelligence which most materially 
afifected my future prospects. My 
uncle, who had arrived at the sober 
age of fifty, without any apparent 
designs of matrimony, fell suddenly 

No. 48. 



in love with a lady in his immediate 
neighbourhood, and married her, after 
a courtship of three weeks. 

"I should not," said my poor mo- 
ther, very generously, in a subsequent 
letter, " so much have minded his 
marriage, if the lady had not thought 
proper to become in the fionily way ; 
a thing which I do and always shall 
consider a most unwarrantable en- 
croachment on your rights." 

I will confess that, on first hearing 
this news, I experienced a bitter pang : 
but I reasoned it away. I was already 
under great obligations to my uncle, 
and I felt it a very unjust and un- 
gracious assumption on my part, to 
affect anger at conduct I had no right 
to question, or mortification at the 
loss of pretensions I had so equivocal 
a privilege to form. A man of fifty 
has, perhaps, a right to consult his 
own happiness, almost as much as a 
man of thirty ; and if he attracts 
by his choice the ridicule of those 
whom he has never obliged, it is at 
least from those persons he has 
obliged, that he is to look for counte- 
nance and defence. 

Fraught with these ideas, I wrote 
to my uncle a sincere and warm letter 
of congratulation. His answer was, 
like himself, kind, affectionate, and 
generous ; it informed me that he had 
already made over to me the annual 
sum of one thousand pounds; and 
that in case of his having a lineal heir, 
he had, moreover, settled upon me, 
after his death, two thousand a-year. 
He ended by assuring me that his 
only regret at marrying a lady who, 
in aU respects was, above aU women, 
calculated to make him happy, was 
his unfeigned reluctance to deprive 
me of a station, which (he was pleased 
to say) I not only deserved, but should 
adorn. 

Upon receiving this letter, I was 
sensibly affected with my uncle's 
kindness; and so £eu: from repining at 
his choice, 1 ino^^i VewNStj 'vn^^ 
I ^ 
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liim every blessing it could afford 
him, eren though an heir to the titles 
of Glenmorria were one of them. 

I protracted my stay at Malrem 
seme weeks longer than I had in- 
tended : the drcmnfitance which had 
wrought so gpreat a change in my 
fortune, wrought no less powerfully on 
my character. I became more thonght- 
fally and solidly ambitions. Instead 
of wasting my time in idle regrets at 
the station I had lost, I rather re- 
solred to carre out for myself 6ne still 



lofty and more universally acknow* 
lodged. I determined to exercise, to 
their utmost, the little ability and 
knowledge I possessed; and while the 
increase of income, derived from my 
uncle's generosity, furnished me with 
what was necessary for my luxury, 
I was resolved that it should not en- 
courage me in the indulgence of my 
indolence. 

In this mood, and with these inten- 
tions, I repaired to the metropolis. 



CHAPTER XLIY. 



Com pulobrifl timiols sumet nora oona&Ia et epei.— Hos. 

And look always that th^ be shape. 

What garment that thou shalt make 

Of him that can best do 

With all that pertaineth ihBMto.^Rom. tifike Bote. 



How well I can remember the feel- 
ings with which I entered London, 
and took possession of the apart- 
ments prepared for me at Mivart's ! 
A year had made a vast alteration in 
my mind; I had ceased to regard 
pleasure for its own sake; I rather 
coveted its enjoyments, as the great 
sources of worldly distinction. I waa 
not the less a coxcomb than here- 
tofore, nor the less fastidious in my 
horses and my dress; but I viewed 
these matters in a light wholly differ- 
ent from that in which I had hitherto 
regarded them. Beneath all the care- 
lessness of my exterior, my mind was 
close, keen, and inquiring; and under 
all the affectations oi foppery, and the 
levity of manner, I veiled an ambition 
the most extensive in its objects, and 
a resolution the most daring in the 
accomplishment of its means. 

I was still lounging over my break- 
fast, on Uie second moming of my 
arrival, when Mt, ■ ■ ■ , the tailor^ was 
annoonced. . 
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Good morning, Mr. Pelham; 
happy to see you returned. Do I 
disturb you too early 1 shall I wait on 
you again]'' 

"Ko, Mr. , I am ready to 

receive you. You may renew my 
measure." 

" We are a very good figure, Mr. 
Pelham ; very good figure," replied the 
Schneider, surveying me from head to 
foot, while he was preparing his mea- 
sure; "we want a little assistance 
though ; we must be padded well here, 
we must have our chest thrown out^ 
and have an additional inch across the 
shoulders ; we must live for effect in 
this world, Mr. Pelham; a Ueda 
tighter round the waist^ eh 1 " 

« Mr. ,** said I, "you will take, 

first, my exact measure, and, secondly, 
my exact iQstraction& Have you done 
the first r* 

^ We are done now, Mr. Pelham," 
replied i^y manrmaker, in a slow, so- 
lemn tone. 

" You will lunre the goodaen then 



OR, ADVENTURES OP A GENTLEMAN. 115 

to put no stuffing of any description in MAXIMS. 

my coat;, you will not pinch me an 

iota tighter across the waist than is ^* 

natural to that part of my body ; and Do not require your dress so much 

you will please, in'your infinite mercy, to fit as to adorn you. Nature is not 

to leave me as much after the &shion to be copied, but to be exalted by art. 

in which God made me, as you pos- Apelles blamed Protogenes for being 

sibly can." too natural. 



But, sir, we mugt be padded ; we u^ 

are much too thin ; all the » gentle- ^t . .i , , 

men in the Life Guards] are padded, ^ ^^"^^^ ^^ J^^^ dress altogether 

glf » desert that taste which u general. 

"Mr. ," answered I, "yon will ^^ ^^^^^ considers eccentricity in 

please to speak of vs with a separate, f^^ *^g» genius; in smaU things, 

and not a collective pronoun; and *'^^y* 

you will let me for once have my in. 

clothes such as a gentleman, who, I Always remember that you dress to 

beg of you to understand, is not a foscinate others, not yourself. 

Life Guardsman, can wear without 

being mistaken for a Guy Fawkes on ^ 

a fifth of November." 

Mr. looked very discomfited : Keep your mind free from aH 

"We shall not be liked, sir, when we violent affections at the hour of the 

are made — we sha'n't, lassureyou. I toilet. A philosophical serenity is 

will call on Saturday at eleven o'clock, perfectly necessary to success. Hel- 

Good morning, Mr. Pelham ; we shall vetius says justly, that our errors arise 

never be done justice to, if we do not from our passions. 

live for effect; good morning, Mr. 

Pelham." v. 

And here, as I am weary of tailors, ^i -u xi. x v x xi 

let me reflect a Uttle upon that divine Sememl>er that none but thow 



art of which they are the profeasow. "^^"^ couri^e is nnqnestionable, can 

Alas, for the instability of all hnman T^ir'f.S^^ ?T*t; ^V^ ""^^ 
sciences! A few short months ago, ^ *^f ^^f^*'^*- the Spartans were 
in the first edition of this memorable ff y»^med to use perfumes and curl 
work, I laid down rules for costume, 
the value of which Fashion begins "^^ 
already to destroy. The thoughts jTever let the finery of chains and 
which I shall now embody, shall be ^rngB seem your own choice; that 
out of the reach of that great inno- ^mch naturaUy belongs to women 
vator, and applicable not to one age, should appear only worn for thmr 
but to an. To the sagacious reader, gate. We dignify foppeiy, when we 
who has ah-eady discovered what por- i^yegt it ^jth a sentiment, 
tions of this work are writ in irony — 
what in earnest — I fearlessly commit 
these maxims; beseeching him to 
believe, with Sterne, that " everything To win the affection of your ism- 
is big with jest, and has wit in it, and tress, appear negligent in your cos- 
instruction too, — ^if we can but find it tume — ^to preserve it, assiduous : thd 
nt ! " first ifl a sign of the poMMiu ^1 Vs<%%\ 

ihe«iecoDi^cCVUr«^^«c^ 

1^ 
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VIII. 

A man must be a profound calcu- 
lator to be a consummate dresser. 
One must not dress the same, whether 
one goes to a minister or a mistress ; 
an avaricious uncle, or an ostentatious 
cousin : there is no diplomacy more 
subtle than that of dress. ' 

IX. 

' Is the great man whom you would 
conciliate a coxcomb 'i — ^go to him in 
& waistcoat like his own. ''Imita- 
tion/' says the author of Lacon^ -" is 
the sincerest flattery." 

X. 

The handsome may be showy in 
dress, the plain should study to be 
unexceptionable ; just as in great men 
we look for something to admire— in 
ordinary men we ask for nothing to 
forgive. 

XI. 

There is a study of dress for the 
aged, as well as for the young. Inat- 
tention is no less indecorous in one 
than in the other ; we may distinguish 
the taste appropriate to each, by the 
reflection that youth is made to be 
loved — age to be respected. 

XII. 

A fool may dress gaudily, but a fool 
cannot dress well— for to dress well 
requires judgment; and Rochefoucault 
says with truth, " On est quelquefoia 
un sot avec de Vesprit, mais on ne 
Vest jamais avec dujitgement" 

xin. 

There may be more pathos in the 
fell of a collar, or the curl of a lock, 
than the shallow think for. Should 
we be so apt as we are now to compas- 
sionate the misfortunes, and to forgive 
the insincerity of Charles I., if his 
pictures' had pouTtrayed him in a 



bob-wig and a pig-tail i Vandyke was 
a greater sophist than Hume. 

xrv. 

The most graceful principle of dresa 
is neatness — the most vulgar is pre- 
ciseness. 

XV. 

Dress contains the two codes of 
morality — ^private and public. Atten- 
tion is the duty we owe to others — 
cleanliness that which we owe to 
ourselves. 

XVI. 

Dress so that it may never be said 
of you " What a well-dressed man ! " — 
but, " What a gentlemanlike man !" 

XVII. 

Avoid many colours ; and seek, by 
some one prevalent and quiet tint, to 
sober down the others. Apelles used 
only four colours, and always subdued 
those which were more florid, by a 
darkening varnish. 

XVIII. 

Nothing is superficial to a deep 
observer! It is in trifles that the 
mind betrays itself. " In what part 
of that letter," said a king to the 
wisest of living diplomatists, " did you 
discover irresolution V — " In its ns 
and gs ! " was the answer. 

XIX. 

A very benevolent man will never 
shock the feelings of others, by an 
excess either of inattention or display ; 
you may doubt, therefore, the philan- 
thropy both of a sloven and a fop. 

XX. 

There is an indlfierence to please 
in a stocking down at heel — ^but there 
may be malevolence in a diamond 
ring. 
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XXI. 



Inventions in dressing should re- 
semble Addison's definition of fine 
writing, and consist of " refinements 
which are natural, without being 
obvious." 



xxn. 

He who esteems trifles for them- 
selves, is a trifler — ^he who esteems 
them for the conclusions to be drawn 
from them, or the advantage to which 
they can be put is a philosopher. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

Tantdt, MoBseignettrle Marquis k cheval— 

Tantdt, Monsieur du Mazin de bout l—L'Art de te PromSner d Cheval 



My cabriolet was at the door, and 
I was preparing to enter, when I saw 
a groom managing, with difficulty, a 
remarkably fine and spirited horse. 
As, at that time, I was chiefly occupied 
with the desire of making as perfect 
a stud as my fortune would allow, I 
sent my cab boy {vidgo Tiger) to in- 
quire of the groom, whether the horse 
was to be sold, and to whom it belonged. 

" It was not to be disposed of," was 
the answer, " and it belonged to Sir 
Reginald Glanville." 

The name thrilled through me ; I 
drove after the groom, and inquired 
Sir Reginald Glanville's address. His 
house, the groom informed me, was 
at No. — Pall Mall. I resolved to 
call that day, but, as the groom said 
that he was rarely at home till late in 
the afternoon, I drove first to Lady 
Roseville's to talk about Almack's 
and the beau monde, and be initiated 
into the newest scandal and satire of 
the day. 

Lady Roseville was at home ; I found 
the room half full of women: the 
beautiful countess was one of the few 
persons extant who admit people of 
a morning. She received me with 

marked kindness. Seeing that , 

who was esteemed, among his friends, 
the handsomest man of the day, had 
risen from his seat, next to Lady Rose- 
ville, in order to make room for me, I 



negligently and quietly dropped into 
it, and answered his grave and angry 
stare at my presumption, with my 
very sweetest and most condescendini^ 
smile. Heaven be praised, the hand- 
somest man of the day is never the 
chief object in the room, when Heni^ 
Pelham and his guardian angel, 
termed by his enemies, his aeff-esteem, 
once enter it. 

I rattled on through a variety of 
subjects till Lady Roseville at last 
said, laughingly, " I see, Mr. Pelham, 
that you have learned, at least, the 
art of making the /raw of the conver- 
sation since your visit to Paris." 

" I understand you," answered I ; 
" you mean that I talk too much ; it 
is true — I own the ofience — nothing 
is so unpopular ! Even I, the civillest, 
best natured, most unaffected person 
in all Europe, am almost disliked, 
positively disliked, for that sole and 
simple crime. Ah ! the most beloved 
man in society is that deaf and dumb 
person, comment s^appeUe-tH ? " 

" Yes," said Lady Roseville, '* Popu- 
larity is a goddess best worshipped 
by negatives; and the fewer claims 
one has to be admired, the more 
pretensions one has to be beloved." 

" Perfectly true, in general," said I 
— " for instance, I make the rule, and 
you the exception. I, a perfect para- 
gon, am. ^\iQ^ \>wa»safc \ ^S85^ ^'^^•^ 
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yon, a perfect paxagon, are idolised in 
spite of it* But tell me, what literary 
xiewa is therel I am tired of the 
trouble of idleness, and in order to 
enjoy a little dignified leisure, intend 
to set up as a aavant" 

" Oh, Lady C is going to 

write a Commentaiy on Ude; and 
Madame de Genlis a Proof of the 
Apocrypha. The Duke of N— e is 
publishing a Treatise on ' Toleration ; * 
and Lord L an Essay on 'Self- 

knowledge/ As for news more remote, 
I hear that the Dey of Algiers is 
finishing an 'Ode to Liberty,' and 
the College of Caffiraria preparing a 
volume oif voyages to the Korth 
Pole!" 

"Now," said I, "if I retail this 
information with a serious air, I will 
lay a wager that I find plenty of 
believers; for fiction, uttered solemnly, 
is much more like probability than 
« truth uttered doubtingly: — else how 
do the priests of Bramaand Mahomet 
live 1" 

" Ah ! now you grow too profound, 
Mr. Pelhami' 



" C'est irai— but— " 

" Tell me," interrupted Lady Rose- 
ville, " how it happens that you, who 
talk eruditely enough upon matters 
of erudition, should talk so lightly 
upon matters of levity?" 

"Why," said I, rising to depart, 
" very great minds are apt to think 
that all which they set any value 
upon, is of equal importance. Thus 
Hesiod, who, you know, was a capital 
poet, though rather an imitator of 
Shenstone, tells us that God bestowed 
valour on some men, and on others a 
genius for dancing. It was reserved 
for me. Lady Hoseville, to unite the 
two perfections. Adieu !" 

"Thus," said I, when I was once 
more alone — " thus do we ' play the 
fools with the time,' until Fate brings 
that which is better than folly ; and, 
standing idly upon the sea-shore, till 
we can catch the favouring wind 
which is to waft the vessel of our 
destiny to enterprise and fortune, 
amuse ourselves with the weeds and 
the pebbles which are within our 
I reach !" 
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CHAPTER XLYI. 



There was a youth who, as with toil and trayel. 

Had grown quite weak and grey before his time ; 

Kor any could the restless grief unravel 

Which Imined within him, withering up his prime. 

And goading him, like fiends* from land to land.— P. B. Sbslliv. 



Fbom Lady BoBeville's I went to 
Glanville's house. He was at home. 
I was ushered into a beautiful apart- 
ment, hung with rich damask, and 
interspersed with a profusion of 
mirrors. Beyond, to the right of this 
room, was a small closet, fitted up 
with books. This room, evidently a 
favourite retreat, was adorned at close 
intervals with girandoles of silver and 
mother of pearl ; the handles of the 
doors were of the same material. 

This closet opened upon a spacious 
and lofty saloon, the walls of which 
were covered with the masterpieces of 
Flemish and Italian art. Through 
this apartment I wa« led, by the 
obsequious and bowing valet, into a 
fourth room, in which, negligently 
robed in his dressing-gown, sate Regi- 
nald Glanville: — "Good Heavens," 
thought I, as I approached him, ''can 
this be the man who made his resi- 
dence, by choice, in a miserable hovel, 
exposed to all the damps, 'winds, 
and vapours, that the prolific gene- 
rosity of an English Heaven ever 
begot r 

Our meeting was cordial in the 
extreme. Glanville, though still pale 
and thin, appeared in much better 
health than I had yet seen him since 
our boyhood. He was, or affected to 
be, in the most joyous spirits; and 
when his blue eye lighted up, in 
answer to the merriment of his lips, 
and his noble and glorious cast of 
countenance shone out, as if it had 
never been clouded by grief or passion. 



I thought, as I looked at him, that I 
had never seen so perfect a specimen 
of masculine beauty, at once physical 
and intellectual. 

« My deax Pelham," said Glanvilk, 
''let us see a great deal of each other: 
I live very much alone: I have an 
excellent cook sent me over from 
France by the celebrated gourmand 

Mar6chal de -, I dine every 

day exactly at eight, and never accept 
an invitation to dine elsewhere. My 
table is always laid for three, and you 
will, therefore, be sure of finding a 
dinner here every day you have no 
better engagement. What think you 
of my taste in pictures ]" 

" I have only to say," answered I, 
" that since I am so often to dine with 
you, I hope your taste in wines will be 
one half as good." 

" We are all," said Glanville, with a 
faint smile, " we are all, in the words 
of the true old proverb, ' children of 
a larger growth.* Our first toy is love 
— our second, display, according as 
our ambition prompts us to exert it. 
Some place it in horses — some in 
honours^ some in feasts^ and some— 
void un exemple — ^in f amiture or pic- 
tures. So true it is, Felham, that 
our earliest longings are the purest : 
in [love, we covet goods for the sake 
of the one beloved : in display, for our 
own : thus, our first stratum of mind 
produces firuit for others ; our second 
becomes niggardly, and bears only 
sufficient for ourselves. But enough 
of my mowAa— "ItSl^q^ ^sw^iaa «^ 
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if I dress quicker than you ever saw 
man dress before V* 

" No," said I ; " for I make it a rule 
never to drive out a badly dressed 
friend ; take time, and I will let you 
accompany me." 

'•' So be it, then. Do you ever read 1 
if so, my books are made to be opened, 
and you may toss them over while I 
am at my toilet. Look — here are two 
works, one of poetry — one on the 
Catholic Question — ^both dedicated to 
me. Seymour — my waistcoat. See 
what it is to furnish a house differently 
from other people ; one becomes a bd 
esprit, and a Mecsenas, immediately. 
Believe me, if you are rich enough to 
afford it, that there is no passport to 
feme like eccentricity. Seymour — 
my coat. I am at your service. Pel- 
ham. Believe hereafter that one may 
dress well in a short time ]" 

"One may do it, but not two — 
aUons!" 

I observed that Glanville was dressed 
in the deepest mourning, and im- 
agined, from that circumstance, and 
his accession to the title I heard 
applied to him for the first time, that 
his father was only just dead. In this 
opinion I was soon undeceived. He 
had been dead for some years. Glan- 
ville spoke to me of his femily : — " To 
my mother," said he, "I am par- 
ticularly anxious to introduce you ; of 
my sister I say nothing; I expect you 
to be surprised with her. I love her 
more than any thing on earth now" 
and as Glanville said this, a paler 
shade passed over his face. 

We were in the Park — ^Lady Bose- 
ville passed us — ^we both bowed to 
her; as she returned our greeting, I 
was struck with the deep and sudden 
blush which overspread her counte- 
nance. "That can't be for me?" 
thought I. I looked towards Glan- 
ville ; his countenance had recovered 
its serenity, and was settled into its 
usual proud, but not displeasing, 
calmness of expression. 



" Do you know Lady Boseville 
welU" saidL 

" Yery," answered Glanville, laco- 
nically, and changed the conversation. 
As we were leaving the Park, through 
Cumberland Gkite, we were stopped 
by a blockade of carriages; a voice, 
loud, harsh, and vulgarly accented, 
called out to Glanville by his name. 
I turned, and saw Thornton. 

" For Heaven's sake, Pelham, drive 
on," cried Glanville ; " let me, for 
once, escape that atrocious plebeian." 

Thornton was crossing the road 
towards us ; I waved my hand to him 
civilly enough (for I never cut any- 
body), and drove rapidly through the 
other gate, without appearing to 
notice his design of speaking to us. 

"Thank Heaven!" said Glanville, 
and sank back in a reverie, from 
which I could not awaken him, till he 
was set down at his own door. 

When I returned to Mivart's, I 
found a card from Lord Dawton, and 
a letter from my mother. 

"My dbae Henbt, (began the letter,) 
" Lord Dawton having kindly pro- 
mised to call upon you, personally, 
with this note, I cannot resist the 
opportunity that promise affords me, 
of saying how desirous I am that 
you should cultivate his acquaintance. 
He is, you know, among the most 
prominent leaders of the Opposition : 
and should the Whigs, by any pos- 
sible chance, ever come into power, 
he would have a great chance of be- 
coming prime minister. I trust, how- 
ever, that you will not adopt that 
side of the question. The Whigs are 
a horrid set of people (politically 
speaking), vote for the Homan Ca- 
tholics, and never get into place ; . 
they give very good dinners, however, 
and till you have decided upon your 
politics, you may as well make the 
most of them. I hope, by the by, 
that you will see a great deal of Lord 
Vincent : every one speaks highly of 
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his talents ; and only two weeks ago, 
he said, publicly, that he thought you 
the most promising young man, and 
the most naturally cleyer person, he 
had ever met. I hope that you will 
be attentive to your parliamentary 

duties; and, oh, Henry, be sure 

that you see Oartwright, the dentist, 
as soon as possible. 

"I intend hastening to London 
three weeks earlier than I had in- 
tended, in order to be useful to you. 
I have written already to dear Lady 
Roseville, begging her to irUrodiux 

you at Lady C.'s, and Lady ; the 

only places worth going to at present. 
They tell me there is a horrid, vulgar. 

Ignorant book come out about . 

As you ought to be well versed in 
modem literature, I hope you will 
read it, and give me your opinion. 
Adieu, my dear Henry, ever your 
affectionate mother, 

" FeAHOBS t*ELHAM.!' 

I was still at my solitary dinner, 
when the following note was brought 
me from Lady Roseville : — 



t( 



" Dear Mr. Pelham, 
Lady Frances wishes Lady 0- 



to be made acquainted with you; this 
is her night, and I therefore enclose 

you a card. As I dine at House, 

I shall have an opportunity of making 
your 6log€ before your arrival. Your's 
sincerely, 

" C. ROSBVILLB." 

I wonder, thought I, as I made my 
toilet, whether or not Lady Roseville 
is enamoured of her new corre- 
spondent 1 I went very early, and 
before I retired, my vanity was un- 
deceived. Lady Roseville was play- 
ing *at 6cartSf when I entered. She 
beckoned to me to approach. I did. 
Her antagonist was Mr. Bedford, a 
natural son of the Duke of Shrews- 
bury, and one of the best natnred 
and best looking dandiies about town : 



there was, of course, a great crowd 
round the table. Lady Roseville 
played incomparably ; bets were high 
in her favour. Suddenly her counte- 
nance changed — ^her hand trembled 
— her presence of mind forsook her. 
She lost the game. I looked up 
and saw just opposite to her, but 
apparently quite careless and un- 
moved, Reginald Glanville. We had 
only time to exchange nods, for Lady 
Roseville rose from the table, took 
my arm, and walked to the other end 
of the room, in order to introduce me 
to my hostess. 

I spoke to her a few words, but 
she was absent and inattentive; my 
penetration required no farther proof 
to convince me that she was not 
wholly insensible to the attractions 

of Glanville. Lady was as civil 

and silly as the generality of Lady 
Blanks are : and feeling very much 
bored, I soon retired to an obscurer 
comer of the room. Here Glanville 
joined me. 

" It is but seldom," said he, " that 
I come to these places ; to-night my 
sister persuaded me to venture forth." 

" Is she here ? " said I. 

"She is," answered he; "she -has 
just gone into the refreshment room 
with my mother; and when she 
returns, I will introduce you." 

While Glanville was yet speaking, 
three middle-aged ladies, who had 
been talking together with great 
vehemence for the last ten minutes> 
approached us. 

"Which is he 1— which is heV' 
said two of them, in no inaudible 
accents. 

"This," replied the third; and 
coming up to Glanville, she ad(fressed 
him, to my great astonishment, in terms 
of the most hyperbolical panegyric. 

"Your work is wonderful! won-- 
derful ! " said she. 

" Oh ! quite—quite ! " echoed the 
other two. 
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CorypTuBa, *' that I like the moral— 
at least not quite ; no, not quite/* 

" Not quite/' repeated her coad- 
jutriees. 

Glanville drew himself up with his 
most stately air, and after three pro- 
found bows, accompanied by a smile 
of the most unequivocal contempt^ he 
turned on his heel, and sauntered 
away. 

''Bid your grace ever see such a 
bear ? " said one of the echoes. 

^ Never,'' said the duchess, with a 
mortified air ; '' but I will have him 
yet. How handsome he is for an 
author ! " 

I was descending the stairs in the 
last state of ennui, when Glanville 
laid his hand on my shoulder. 

'' Shall I take you home ? " said he : 
^ my carriage has just drawn up." 

I was too glad to answer in the 
affirmative. 

How long have you been an 



author ?** said I, when we were seated 
in Glanville's carriage. 

** Not many days,** he replied. " I 
have tried one resource after another 
— all — all in vain. Oh, God! that 
for me there eovld exist such a 
blessing as JMon ! Must I be ever 
the martyr of one burning, lasting, 
indelible truih I 

Glanville uttered these words with 
a peculiar wildness and energy of 
tone: he then paused abruptly for 
a minute, and continued, with an 
altered voice — 

''Never, my dear Pelham, be 
tempted by any inducement into the 
pleasing errors of print; from that 
moment you are public property; 
and the last monster at Exeter 
'Change has more liberty than you; 
but here we are at Mivart's. Adieu — 
I will call on you to-morrow, if my 
wretched state of health will allow me." 

And with these words we parted. 



CHAPTER XLVn. 

Ambltioa is ottery, where* however uneren the chanoM, therevre towie prixet ; bat in 
diasipation , everp one dzaws a Uank.— Zetterf </ BTspHxir MoivTAoua. 



The season was not faix advanced be- 
fore I grew heartily tired of what are 
nicknamed its gaieties ; I shrank, by 
rapid degrees, into a very small orbit, 
from which I rarely moved. I had 
already established a certain reputa- 
tion for eccentricity, &shion, and, to 
my great astonishment, also for talent ; 
and my pride was satisfied with finding 
myself universally run after, whilst I 
indulged my inclinations by rendering 
myself universally scarce. I saw much 
of Vincent, whose varied acquirements 
and great talents became nuHre and 
more perceptible, both as my own ac- 
quaintance with him increased, and as 
tiie political events with which that 
jraur was pregnant, called forth their | 



exertion and display. I went occasion- 
ally to Lady Roseville's, and was always 
treated rather as a long-known friend, 
than an ordinary acquaintance ; nor 
did I undervalue this distinction, for it 
was part of her pride to render her 
house not only as splendid, but as 
agreeable, as her command over society 
enabled her to effect. 

At the House of Commons my visits 
would have been duly paid, but for one 
trifling occurrence, upon which, as it 
is a very sore subject, I shall dwell as 
briefly as possible. I h|d scarcely 
taken my seat, before I was forced to 
relinquiE^ it. My unsuccessful oppo- 
nent, Mr. Lufton, preferred a petition 
against zne^ for what he called ondoe 
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means. HeayenknowB what he meant; 
I am sore the House did not, for the j 
tomed me ont^ and dedared Mr. Luf- 
ton dnlj elected. 

Never was there snch a commotion 
in the Glenmorris fiunily bdbre. My 
uncle was seized with the gout In his 
atomach, and m j mother diut herself 
up with Tremalne, and one China 
monster for a whole week. As for me, 
though I writhed at heart, I bore the 
calamity phUosophicaUy enough in ex- 
ternal appearance ; nor did I the less 
2>iisy myself in political matters : with 
what address and sacceBS, good or bad, 
I endeayonred to supply the loss of my 
parliamentary influ^ice, the reader 
will see, when it suits the plot of this 
history to touch upon such topics. 

Glanville I saw continually. When 
in tolerable spirits, he was an enter- 
taining, though never a frank nor a 
communicative companion. His con- 
versation then was lively, yit without 
wit, and sarcastic, though without bit- 
terness. It abounded also in philoso- 
phical reflections and terse maxims, 
which always brought improvement, 
or, at the worst, allowed discussion. 
He was a man of even vast powers — 
of deep thought — of luxuriant, though 
dark imagination, and of great miscel- 
laneous, though, perhaps, ill arranged 
erudition. He was fond of paradoxes 
in reasoning, and supported them with 
a subtlety and strength of mind, which 
Vincent, who admired him greatly, 
told me he had never seen surpassed. 
He was subject, at times, to a gloom 
and despondency, which seemed almost 
like aberration of intellect. At those 
hours he would remain perfectly silent, 
and apparently forgetful of my pre- 
sence, and of every object around 
him. 

It was only then, when the play of 
his countenance was vanished, and 
his features were still and set, that 
you saw in their full extent, the dark 
and deep traces of premature decay. 
His cheek was hollow and hueless, hiB 



eye dim, and of that visionary and 
glassy aspect which is never seen but 
in great mental or bodily disease, and 
which, according to the superstitions 
of some nations, implies a mysterious 
and unearthly communion of the soul 
with the beings of another world. 
From these trances he would some- 
times start abruptly, and renew any 
conversation broken off before, as if 
wholly unconscious of the length of 
his revme. At others, he would rise 
slowly from his seat, and retire into 
his own apartment, from which he 
never emerged during the rest of the 
day. 

But the reader must bear in mind 
that there was nothing artificial or 
affected in his musings, of whatever 
complexion they might be; nothing 
like the dramatic brown studies, and 
quick starts, which young gentlemen, 
in love with Lara and Lord Byron, 
are apt to practise. There never, 
indeed, was a character that possessed 
less cant of any description. ESs 
work, which was a singular, wild tale 
— of mingled passion and reflection — 
was, perhaps, of too original, certainly 
of too abstract a nature, to suit the 
ordinary novel readers of the day. 
It did not acquire popularity for 
itself, but it gained great reputation 
for the author. It also inspired every 
one who read it with a vague and 
indescribable interest to see and know 
the person who had composed so sin- 
gular a work. 

This interest he was the first to 
laugh at, and to disappoint. He 
shrank from all admiration and from 
all sympathy. At the moment when 
a crowd assembled round him, and 
every ear was bent to catch the words, 
which came alike from so beautiful a 
lip, and so strange and imaginative a 
mind, it was his pleasure to utter some 
sentiment totally different from his 
written opinions, and utterly destruc- 
tive of the sensation he had excited^ 
But it waa "^est^ xw^^ ^a36K»>aft «i:^^^»^ 
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himgelf to these " trials of an author/' 
He went ont little to any other house 
but Lady Boseyille's, and it was seldom 
more than once a week that he was 
seen even there. Lonely, and singular 
in mind and habits, he lived in the 
world like a person occupied by a 
separate object, and possessed of a 
separate existence from that of his fel- 
low-beings. He was luxurious and 
splendid, beyond all men, in his habits, 
rather than his tastes. His table 
groaned beneath a weight of silver, 
too costly for the daily service even 
of a prince ; but he had no pleasure 
in surveying it. His wines and viands 
were of the most exquisite descrip- 
tion; but he scarcely tasted them. 
Tet, what may seem inconsistent, he 
was averse to all ostentation and 
show in the eyes of others. He ad- 
mitted very few into his society — 
no one so intimately as myself. I 
never once saw more than three 
persons at his table. He seemed, in 
his taste for the arts, in his love of 
literature, and his pursuit after fame, 
to be, as he himself said, eternally 



endeavouring to forget and eternally 
brought back to remembrance. 

" I pity that man even more than 
I admire him," said. Vincent to me, 
one night when we were walking home 
from Glanville's house. " His is, in- 
deed, the disease nvUd medicabilis 
Jierhd, Whether it is the past or the 
present that afflicts him — ^whether it 
is the memory of past evil, or the 
satiety of present good, he has taken 
to his heart the bitterest philosophy 
of life. He does not reject its bless- 
ings — he gathers them around him, 
but as a stone gathers moss — cold, 
hard, unsofbened by the freshness and 
the greenness which surround it. As 
a circle can only touch a circle in 
one place, everything that life pre- 
sents to him, wherever it comes from 
— ^to whatever portion of his soul it 
is applied — can find but one point of 
contact; and that is the soreness of 
affliction*^, whether it is the oUivio or 
the otium that he requires, he finds 
equally that he is for ever in want of 
one treasure : — ' neqiie gemmia neque 
purpurd venale nee auroJ " 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 

Mont, Jourdain. Etes-vous fou de Taller qoereller— lui qui entend la tierce et la qaarte» 
et qiii salt tuer unhomme par raison demonstrative ? 

Le Mditre d Banter, Je me moque de sa raison demonstrative, et de sa tierce et de sa 
quartCi — Molikrb. 



" "Hollo, my good fiiend; how are 

youl— d d glad to see you in 

England/* vociferated a loud, clear, 
good-humoured voice, one cold morn- 
ing, as I was shivering down Brook- 
street into Bond-street. I turned, 
and beheld Lord Dartmore, of Rocker 
de Cancale memory. I returned his 
greeting with the same cordiality with 
which it was given ; and I was forth- 
with saddled with Dartmore's arm, 
and dragged up Bond-street, into that 
borough of all noisy, 'riotous, un- 
refined good fellows, yclept 's 

Hotel 

Here we were soon plunged into a 
small, low apartment, which Dart- 
more informed me was his room, and 
which was crowded with a score of 
the most stalwart youths that I ever 
saw out of a marching regiment. 

Dartmore was still gloriously redo- 
lent of Oxford : his companions were 
all extracts from Christchurch ; and 
his favourite occupations were boxing 
and hunting — scenes at the Fives' 
Courts — nights in the Cider Cellar — 
and mornings at Bow-street. Figure 
to yourself a fitter companion for the 
hero and writer of these adventures ! 
The table was covered with boxing 
gloves, single sticks, two ponderous 
pair of dumb bells, a large pewter 
pot of porter, and four foils; one 
snapped in the middle. 

"Well," cried Dartmore, to two 
strapping youths, with their coats off, 
"which was the conqueror]" 

" Oh, it is not yet decided," was the 
answer; and forthwith the bigger one 



hit the lesser a blow with his boxing 
glove, heavy enough to have felled 
Ulysses, who, if I recollect aright, 
was rather "a game blood" m such 
encounters. 

This slight salute was forthwith the 
prelude to an encounter, which the 
whole train crowded round to witness ; 
— I, among the rest, pretending an 
equal ardour, and an equal interest, 
and hiding, like many persons in a 
similar predicament, a most trembling 
spirit beneath a most valorous ex* 
terior. 

When the match (which terminated 
in favour of the lesser champion) was 
over, " Come, Pelham," said Dartmore, 
" let me take up the gloves with you]" 

" You are too good ! " said I, for the 
first time using my drawing-room 
drawl. A wink and a grin went 
round the room. 

"Well, then, will you fence with 
Staunton, or play at single stick with 
me ]" said the short, thick, bullying, 
impudent, vulgar Earl of Calton. 

"Why," answered I, "I am a poor 
hand at the foils, and a still worse at 
the sticks ; but I have no objection to 
exchange a cut or two at the latter 
with Lord Calton." 

" No, no ! " said the good-natured 
Dartmore ; — " no ! Calton is the best 
stick-player I ever knew ;" and then 
whispering me, he added, " and the 
hardest hitter— and he never spares, 
either." 

" Really," said I aloud, in my most 
affected tone, " it is a great ijlt^^faTl 
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I would engage him, I don't like to 
retract. Pray let me look at the 
hilt : I hope the basket is strong : I 
would not have my knuckles rapped 
for the world — now for it. I 'm in a 
deuced fright, Dartmore;'- and so 
saying, and inwardly chuckling at the 
uniyersal pleasure depicted in the 
countenances of Galton and the by- 
standers, who were all rejoiced at the 
idea of the " dandy being drubbed," I 
took the stick, and pretended great 
awkwardness, and lack of grace in the 
position I chose. 

Galton placed himself in the most 
scientific attitude, assuming at the 
same time an air of hcnUeur and non- 
duUance, which seemed to call for the 
admiration it met. 

"Do we aUow hard hitting!" 
said I. 

''Oh! by all means," answered 
CSalton, eagerly. 

"Well," said I, settling my own 
ckapeaUf " had not you better put on 
your hat r' 

" Oh, no," answered Calton, impe- 
riously ; '* I can take pretty good care 
of my head ; " and with these words 
we commenced. 

I remained at first nearly upright, 
not availing myself in the least of my 
superiority in height, and only acting 



on the defensive. Calton played well 
enough for a gentleman ; but he was 
no match for one who had, at the age 
of thirteen, beat the Life Guardsmen 
at Angelo's. Suddenly, when I had 
excited a general laugh at the clumsy 
success with which I warded off a 
most rapid attack of Galton's, I 
changed my position, and keeping 
Galton at arm's length till I had 
driven him towards a comer, I took 
advantage of [a haughty imprudence 
on hia part, and, by a common enough 
move in the game, drew back from a 
stroke aimedat my limbs, and suffered 
the whole weight of my weapon to 
&11 80 heavily upon hia head, that I 
felled him to the ground in an instant. 
I was sorry for the severity of the 
stroke the moment after it was in- 
flicted; but never was punishment 
more deserved. We picked up the 
discomfited hero, and placed him oa 
a chair to recover his senses ; mean- 
while I received the congratulations 
of the conclave with a frank alter- 
ation of manner which delighted 
them; and I found it impossible to 
get away, till I had promised to dine 
with Duimore, and spend the rest of 
the evening in the society of his 
friends. 
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CHAPTER XUX. 



' Heroes misciiieyoiuly gay. 



Lords of the street and terrors of the way> 

Flush'd as they are with folly, youth, and wine.— Johnson's London* 

Hoi. Novi hominem tanqnam te— his humour is lofty, his discourse peranptory, his 
tongue filed, his eye ambitious, his gait ms^esticalt and his general bdiaviour yaiBa 
ridiculous, and thra8oaical.->SBAKU>BABB. 



I WENT a little after seven o'clock to 
keep my dinner engagement at — 



s; 



for very young men are seldom nn- 
pimctual at dinner. We sat down, 
six in number, to a repast at once 
incredibly bad, and ridiculously ex.- 
trayagant; turtle without fat — veni- 
son without favour — champagne with 
the taste of a gooseberry, and hock 
with the properties of a pomegra- 
nate."" Such is the constant habit of 
young men: they think anything 
expensive is necessarily good, and 
they purchase poison at a dearer rate 
than the most medicine-loving hypo- 
chondriac in England] 

Of course, all the knot declared the 
dinner was superb; called in the 
master to eulogise him in person, and 
made him, to his infinite dismay, 
swallow a bumper of his own hock. 
Poor man ! they mistook his reluct- 
ance for his diffidence, and forced him 
to wash it away in another potation. 
With many a wiy face of grateful 
humility, he left the room, and we 
then proceeded to pass the bottle 
with the suicidal determination of 
defeated Romans. You may imagine 
that we were not long in arriving at 
the devoutly wished-for consummation 
of comfortable inebriety; and with 
our eyes reeling; oar cheeks burning, 
and our brave spirits full ripe for 
a quarrel, we saUied out at eleven 

* Which is not an astringent fruit. 



o'clock, vowing death, dread, and 
destruction to all the sober portion of 
his majesty's subjects. 

We came to a dead halt in Arlington- 
street, which, as it was the quietest 
spot in the neighbourhood, we deemed 
a fitting place for the arrangement of 
our forces. Dartmore, Staunton (a 
tall, thin, well formed, silly youth), 
and myself, marched first, and the 
remaining three followed. We gave 
each other the most judicious admo- 
nitions as to propriety of conducty 
and then, with a shout that alarmed 
the whole street, we renewed our way. 
We passed on safely enough till we 
got to Charing-Cross, having only 
been thrice upbraided by the watch- 
men, and once threatened by two car* 
men of prodigious size, to whose wives 
or sweethearts we had, to our infinite 
peril, made some gentle overtures. 
When, however, we had just passed 
the Opera Colonnade, we were ao> 
costed by a bevy of buxom Cyprians^ 
as merxy and as drunk as ouraelves. 
We halted for a few minutes in the 
midst of the kennel, to confiibulate 
with our new friends, and a very 
amicable and intellectual conversatioa 
ensued. Dartmore was an adept in 
the art of slang, and he found himself 
fairly matched, by more than one of 
the fair and gentle creatures by whom 
we were surrounded. Just, however, 
as we were all in high glee, Staunton 
made a irifiiAi^ ^^iSAffs^Ki) ^^iCtS^^ 
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tnmed the merriment of the whole 
scene into strife, war, and confusion. 
A bouncing lass, whose hands were 
as ready as her charms, had quietly 
helped herself to a watch which Staun- 
ton wore, d la mode, in his waistcoat 
pocket. Drunken as the youth was 
at that time, and dull as he was at 
all others, he was not without the 
instinctive penetration with which all 
human bipeds watch over their indi- 
yidual goods and chattels. He sprang 
aside from the endearments of the 
syren, grasped her arm, and in a 
Toice of querulous indignation, ac- 
cused her of the theft 

** Then rose the ory of women— shrill 
As shriek of goshawk on the hiU." 

Never were my ears so stunned. 
The angry authors in the adventures 
of Gil Bias were nothing to the dispu- 
tants in the kennel at Charing-Cross; 
we rowed, swore, slanged, with a 
Christian meekness and forbearance 
which would have rejoiced Mr. Wil- 
berforce to the heart, and we were 
already preparing ourselves for a more 
striking engagement, when we were 
most unwelcomely interrupted by the 
presence of three watchmen. 

" Take away this — ^this — d d 

woman," hiccuped out Staunton, "she 
has sto — len — (hiccup) — my watch" 
—(hiccup). 

"No such thing, watchman,"| hal- 
looed out the accused, "the b 

counter-skipper never had any watch ! 
he only filched a twopenny-halfpenny 
gilt-chain out of his master, Levi, the 
pawnbroker's window, and stuck it in 
his eel-skin to make a show : ye did, 
ye pitiful, lanky-chopped son of a 
dog-fish, ye did." 

" Come, come," said the watchman, 
"move on, move on." 

"You be d d, for a Charley!" 

said one of our gang. 

" Ho ! ho 1 master jackanapes, I 
shall give you a cooling in the watch- 
house if you tips US any of your jaw. 



I dare say the young oman here, is 
quite right about ye, and ye never 
had any watch at all, at all." 

" You are a liar !" cried Staunton ; 
" and you are all in with each other, 
like a pack of rogues as you are." 

" I '11 tell you what, young gemman," 
said another watchman,* who was a 
more potent, grave, and reverend sig- 
ner than his comrades, " if you do not 
move on instantly, and let those decent 
young omen alone, 1 11 take you all 
up before Sir Richard." 

" Charley, my boy," said Dartmore, 
" did you ever get thrashed for imper- 
tinence ?" 

Z The last mentioned watchman took 
upon himself the reply to this inter- 
rogatory by a very summary proceed- 
ing: he collared Dartmore, and his 
companions did the same kind office 
to us. This action was not committed 
with impunity : in an instant two of 
the moon's minions, stafi%, lanterns, 
and all, were measurmg their length 
at the foot of their namesake of royal 
memory; the remaining Dogberry 
was, however, a tougher assailant; 
he held Staunton so firmly in his 
gripe, that the poor youth could 
scarcely breathe out a &int and feeble 

d ye of defiance, and with his 

disengaged hand he made such an 
admirable use of his rattle, that we 
were surrounded in a trice. 

As when an ant-hill is invaded, 
from every quarter and crevice of the 
mound arise and pour out an angry 
host, of whose previous existence the 
unwary assailant had not dreamt ; so 
from every lane, and alley, and street, 
and crossing, came fast and far the 
champions of the night. 

"Gentlemen," said Dartmore, "we 
must fly ; eauve qui peut." We wanted 
no stronger admonition, and accord- 
ingly, all of US who were able, set off 



* The reader will rememher that this 
work was written before the Institution of 
the New Police. 
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with the utmost Telocity with which 
God had gifted us. I have some &int 
recollection that I myself headed the 
flight. I remember well that I dashed 
up the Strand, and dashed down a 
singular little shed, from which ema- 
nated the steam of tea, and a sharp, 
querulous scream of "All hot — all 
hot ; a penny a pint." I see, now, by 
the dim light of retrospection, a vision 
of an old woman in the kennel, and a 
pewter pot of mysterious ingredients 
precipitated into a greengrocer's shop, 
"te viridea inter lauros,^* as Yincent 
would have said. On we went, faster 
and &ster, as the rattle rang in our 
ears, and the tramp of the enemy 
echoed after us in hot pursuit. 

"The devU take the hindmost," 
said Dartmore, breathlessly (as he 
kept up with me). 

"The watchman has saved his 
majesty the trouble," answered I, look- 
ing back and seeing one of our friends 
in the clutch of the pursuers. 

"On, on!" was Dartmore's only 
reply. 

At last, after innumerable perils, 
and various immersements into back 
passages, and courts, and alleys, which, 
like the chicaneries of law, preserved 
and befriended us, in spite of all the 
eflTorts of justice, we foirly found our- 
selves in safety in the midst of a gi^t 
square. 

Here we paused, and after ascer- 
taining our individual safeties, we 
looked round to ascertain the sum 
total of the general loss. Alas ! we 
were wofully shorn of our beams — we 
were reduced one-half : only three out 
of the six survived the conflict and 
the flight. 

" Half," (said the companion of 
Dartmore and myself, whose name 
was Tringle, and who was a dabbler 
in science, of which he was not a little 
Tain) " half is less worthy than the 
whole; but the half is more worthy 
than nonentity." 

"An axiom," said I, "not to be 
No. 49. 



disputed ; but now that we are safe, 
and have time to think about it, are 
you not slightly of opinion that we 
behaved somewhat scurvily to our 
better half, in leaving it so quietly in 
the hands of the Philistines ? " 

"By no means," answered Dart- 
more. "In a party, whose members 
make no pretensions to sobriety, it 
would be too hard to expect that per- 
sons who are scarcely capable of taldng 
care of themselves, should take care of 
other people. No; we have in all 
these exploits, only the one maxim of 
self-preservation." 

" Allow me," said Tringle, seizing 
me by the coat, " to expli^ it to you 
on scientific principles. You will 
find, in hydrostatics, that the attrac- 
tion of cohesion is fax less powerful in 
fluids than in solids; viz. that per- 
sons who have been converting their 
' solid flesh' into wine skins, cannot 
stick so close to one another as when 
they are sober." 

" Bravo, Tringle! " cried Dartmore; 
" and now, Pelham, I hope your deli- 
cate scruples are, after so luminous an 
Sdairdssement, set at rest for ever." 

" You have convinced me," said I ; 
"let us leave the unfortunates to their 
fate, and Sir Bichard. What is now 
to be done]" 

" Why, in the first place," answered 
Dartmore, "let us reconnoitre. Does 
any one know this spot 1 " 

" Not I," said both of us. We in- 
quired of an old fellow, who was tot- 
tering home under the same Baccha- 
nalian auspices as ourselves, and found 
we were in Lincoln's Inn Fields. 

"Which shall we do?" asked I, 
"stroll home; or parade the streets, 
visit the Cider-Cellar, and the Finish, 
and kiss the first lass we meet in the 
morning bringing her charms and 
carrots to Covent Garden Market 1 " 

"The latter," cried Dartmore and 
Tringle, " without doubt." 

" Come, then," said I, " let us in- 
TCBtigate Holborn^ and di\| i^V^ ^\^« 
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Qiles's, and then find onr way into 
some more known comer of the 
globe." 

" Amen !" said Dartmore, and ac- 
cordingly we renewed our march* We 
wound along a narrow lane, tolerably 
well known, I imagine, to the gentle- 
men of the (}uill, and entered Hol- 
bom. There was a beautiful still 
pioon abore us, which cast its light 
over a drowsy stand of hackney 
coaches, and shed a ' silver sadness* 
over the thin visages and sombre 
vestments of two guardians of the 
night, who regarded us, we thought, 
with a very ominous aspect of sus- 
picion. 

We strolled along, leisurely enough, 
till we were interrupted by a misera- 
ble-looking crowd, assembled round a 
dull, dingy, melancholy shop, from 
which gleamed a solitary candle, 
whose long, spinster-like wick was 
flirting away with an east wind, at a 
most unconscionable rate. Upon the 
haggard and worn countenances of 
the bystanders, was depicted one ge- 
neral and sympathising expression of 
eager, aivious, wistful anxiety, which 
predominated so far over the various 
characters of each, as to communicate 
something of a likeness to all. It was 
an impress of such a seal as you might 
imagine, not the arch-fiend, but one 
of his subordinate shepherds, would 
have set upon each of his flock. 

Amid this crowd, I recognised more 
than one face which I had often seen 
in my equesinan lounges through 
town, peering from the shoulders of 
some intrusive, ragamuffin, wages-less 
lackey, and squealing out of its 
wretched, unpampered mouth, the 
everlasting query of " Want your osa 
held, Sir ?** The rest were made up 
of unfortunate women of the vilest and 
most ragged description, aged itine- 
rants, with features seared with famine, 
bleared eyes, dreeing jaws, shivering 
limbs, and all the mortal signs of 
hopeltm and aidless, and, worst of all, 



breadless infirmity. Here and there 
an Irish accent broke out in the oatha 
of national impatience, and was 
answered by the shrill, broken voice of 
some decrepit but indefatigable votfr* 
ries of pleasure — (Pleasure /) but th6 
chief character of the meeting was 
silence; — silence, eager, heavy, enr 
grossing ; and, above them aU, ahoae 
out the quiet moon, so calm, so holy; 
BO breathing of still happiness and un- 
polluted glory, as if it never looked 
upon the traces of human passion, and 
misery, and sin. We stood for some 
moments contemplating the group be- 
fore us, and then, following the steps 
of an old, withered crone, who, with a 
cracked cup in her hand, was pushing 
her way through the throng, we found 
ourselves in that dreary pandaemo- 
nium, at once the origin and the re- 
fuge of humble vices— a Oivrshop, 

" Poor devils," said Dartmore, to 
two or three of the nearest and eag^:est 
among the crowd, " come in, and I 
will treat you." 

The invitation was received with i, 
promptness which must have been the 
most gratifying compliment to the 
inviter; and thus Want, which Is 
the mother of Invention, does not ob- 
ject, now and then, to a bantling by 
Politeness. 

We stood by the counter while our 
protSgSa were served, in silent obser- 
vation. In low vice, to me, there ia 
always something too gloomy, almost 
too fearful for light mirth ; the con^ 
tortious of the madman are stronger 
than those of the fool, but one does 
not laugh at them ; the sympathy fs 
for the cause — not the eflTect. 

Leaning against the counter atone 
comer, and fixing his eyes deliberately 
and unmovingly upon us, was a mail 
about the age of fifty, dreased in a cos* 
tume of singular fashion, apparisntly 
pretending to an antiquity of taste^ 
correspondent with that of the mate- 
rial. This person wore a large cocked- 
hat^ set rather jauntily on one aide, 
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and a black coat^ idiich seemed an 
(minium gaJtheram of all abominations 
that had oome in its way for the last 
ten years, and which appeared to ad- 
yance eqnal claims (from the manner 
it was made and worn), to the several 
dignities of the art military and 
dTil, the arma and the toga : — from 
the neck of the wearer hnng a blue 
ribbon of amazing breadth, and of a 
very surprising assumption of newness 
and splendour, by no means in har- 
mony with the other parts of the 
toiU ensemble; this was the guardian 
of an eye-glass of block tin, and of 
dimensions correspondent with the 
size of the ribbon. Stuck under 
the right arm, and shaped fearfully 
like a sword, peeped out the hilt 
of a very large and sturdy-looking 
stick, '' in war a weapon, in peace a 
support." 

The features of the mtm were in 
keeping with his garb; they betokened 
an equal mixture of the traces of 
poverty, and the assumption of the 
dignities reminiscent of a better day. 
Two small light-blue eyes were shaded 
by bushy and rather imperious brows, 
which lowered fh>m under the hat, 
like Cerberus out of his den. These, 
at present, wore the dull, fixed stare 
of habitual intoxication, though we 
were not long in discovering that they 
had not yet forgotten to si>arkle with 
all the quickness, and more than the 
roguery of youth. His nose was large, 
prominent, and aristocratic; nor would 
it have been ill formed, had not some 
unknown cause pushed it a little 
nearer towards the left ear, than 
would have been thought, by an 
equitable judge of beauty, fair to the 
pretensions of the right. The lines 
in the countenance were marked as if 
in iron, and had the face been per- 
fectly composed, must have given to 
it a remarkably stem and sinister 
appearance; but at that moment 
there was an arch leer about the 
mouth, which softened, or at least 



altered, the expression the features 
habitually wore. 

*' Sir," said he, (after a few minutes 
of silence,) '* Sir," said he, approaching 
me, ''will you do me the honour to 
take a pinch of snuff)" and so saying, 
be tapped a curious copper box, with 
a picture of his late nuyesty upon it. 

" With great pleasure," answered I, 
bowing low, ** since the act is a 
prelude to the pleasure of your 
acquaintance." 

My gentleman of the gin-shop' 
opened his box with an air, as he 
replied — " It is but seldom that I 
meet, in places of this description, 
gentlemen of the exterior of yourself 
and your friends. I am not a person 
very easily deceived by the outward 
man. Horace, sir, could not have 
included me, when he said, specie 
dedpimur. I perceive that you are 
surprised at hearing me quote Latin. 
Alas! sir, in my wandering and 
various manner of life I may say, with 
Cicero and Pliny, that the study of 
letters has proved my greatest conso- 
lation. ' Gaudium mihi,* says the 
latter author, ' et solatium in Uteris : 
nihil tarn ketum quod his wm Icetius, 
nihil tam triste qujod nan per has sit 
minus triste.* Qe — d d — n ye, you 
scoundrel, give me my gin ! ar'n't you 
ashamed of keeping a gentleman of 
my &shion so long waiting?" 

This was said to the sleepy dispenser 
of the spirituous potations, who looked 
up for a moment with a dull stare, 
and then replied, " Tour money first, 
Mr. Gordon — ^you owe us seven-pence 
hal^enny already." 

''Blood and confusion! speakest 
thou to me of halfpence ! Enow that 
thou art a mercenary varlet; yes, 
knave, mark that, a mercenary varlet." 
The sleepy Gkmymede replied not, and 
the wrath of Mr. Gordon subsided 
into a low, interrupted, internal mut- 
tering of strange oaths, which rolled 
and grumbled, and iSit^^ \&. \iC)Si 
throat, ^kQ di^tuo^ >^\m!^fisi: , 
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At length he cheered up a little— 
" Sir/' said he^ addressing Dartmore^ 
" it is a sad thing to he dependant on 
these low persons; the wise among 
the ancients were never so wrong as 
when they panegyrised poverty : it is 
the wicked man's tempter, the good 
man's perdition, the proud man's 
curse, the melancholy man's halter ." 

" You are a strange old cock," said 
the unsophisticated Dartmore, eyeing 
him from head to foot ; " there's half 
a sovereign for you." 

The blunt blue eyes of Mr. Gordon 
sharpened up in an instant ; he seized 
the treasure with an avidity pf which, 
the minute after, he seemed somewhat 
ashamed; for he said, playing with 
the coin in an idle, indifferent man- 
ner — " Sir, you show a consideration, 
and, let me add, sir, a delicacy of 
feeling, imusual at your years. Sir, 
I shall repay you at my earliest leisure, 
and in the meanwhile allow me to say, 
that I shall be proud of the honour of 
your acquaintance." 

"Thank-ye, old boy," said Dart- 
more, putting on his glove before he 
accepted the offered hand of his new 
friend, which, though it was tendered 
with great grace and dignity, was of 
a marvellously dingy and soapless 
aspect. 

" Harkye, you d— d son of a gun ! " 
cried Mr. €U)rdon, abruptly turning 
from Dartmore, after a hearty shake of 
the hand, to the man at the counter 
— " Harkye ! give me change for this 
half sovereign, and be d — d to you — 



and then tip us a double gill of your 
best ; you whey-faced, liver-drenched, 
pence-griping, belly-griping, pauper- 
cheating, sleepy-souled Arismanes of 
bad spirits. Come, gentlemen, if you 
have nothing better to do, I '11 take 
you to my club ; we are a rare knot 
of us, there — all choice spirits ; some 
of them are a little uncouth, it is 
true, but we are not all bom Chester- 
fields. Sir, allow me to ask the 
fjEivour of your name 1 " 

" Dartmore." 

'' Mr. Dartmore, you are a gentle- 
man. Hollo ! you Idguorpondstreet 
of a scoundrel — having nothing of 
liquor but the name, you narrow, 
nasty, pitiful alley of a fellow, with a 
kennel for a body, and a sink for a 
soul; give me my change and my 
gin, you scoundrel ! Humph, is thi^ 
all right, you iProcrustes of the 
counter, chopping our lawful appetites 
down to your rascally standard of 
seven-pence hal^enny? Why don't 
you take a motto, you Paynim dog? 
Here's one for you — 'Measure for 
measure, and the devil to pay ! ' 
Humph, you pitiful toadstool of a 
trader, you have no more spirit than 
an empty water-bottle ; and when 
you go to h — U, they'll use you to 
cool the bellows. I say, you rascal, 
why are you worse off than the devil 
in a hip bath of brimstone? — because, 
you knave, the devil then would only 
be half d— d, and you're d— d all 

over ! Come, gentlemen, I am at 

your service." 
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CHAPTER L. 

The history of a philosophical vagabond, ptmaing novelty^ and losing content. 

Vicar </ Wak^eld, 



Wb followed our strange friend 
through the crowd at the door, which 
he elbowed on either side with the 
most aristocratic disdain, perfectly 
regardless of their jokes at his dress 
and manner ; he no sooner got 
through the throng, than he stopped 
short (though in the midst of the 
kennel) and offered us his arm. This 
was an honour of which we were by 
no means desirous ; for, to say nothing 
of the shabbiness of Mr. Gordon's 
exterior, there was a certain odour in 
his garments which waA possibly less 
displeasing to the wearer than to his 
acquaintance. Accordingly, we pre- 
tended not to notice this invitation, 
and merely said, we would follow his 
guidance. 

He turned up a narrow street, and 
after passing some of the most ill 
favoured alleys I ever had the happi- 
ness of beholding, he stopped at a low 
door; here he knocked twice, and 
was at last admitted by a slip-shod, 
yawning wench, with red arms, and a 
profusion of sandy hair. This Hebe, 
Mr. Gordon greeted with a loving 
kiss which the kissee resented in a 
very unequivocal strain of disgustful 
reproach. 

" Hush ! my Queen of Clubs ; my 
Sultana Sootina ! " said Mr. Gordon ; 
" hush I or these gentlemen will think 
you in earnest. I have brought three 
new customers to the club." 

This speech somewhat softened the 
incensed Houri of Mr. €k)rdon's Para- 
dise, and she very civilly asked us to 
enter. 

" Stop ! " said Mr. Gordon with an 
air of importance, "I must just step 



in and ask the gentlemen to admit 
you;— merely a form — for a word 
from me will be q\iite sufficient." And 
so saying, he vanished for about five 
minutes. 

On his return, he said, with a cheer- 
ful countenance, that we were free of 
the house, but that we must pay a 
shilling each as the customary fee. 
This sum was soon collected, and 
quietly inserted in the waistcoat 
pocket of our chaperon, who then con- 
ducted us up the passage into a small 
back room, where were sitting about 
seven or eight men, enveloped in 
smoke, and moistening the fever of 
the Virginian plant with various pre- 
parations of malt On entering, I 
observed Mr. Gordon deposit, at a 
sort of bar, the sum of threepence, by 
which I shrewdly surmised he had 
gained the sum of two and ninepence 
by our admission. With a very arro- 
gant air, he proceeded to the head of 
the table, sat himself down with a 
swagger, and called out, like a lusty 
roisterer of the true kidney, for a 
pint of purl and a pipe. Not to be 
out of fuhion, we ordered the same 
articles of luxury. 

After we had all commenced a 
couple of puffs at our pipes, I looked 
round at our fellow guests; they 
seemed in a very poor state of body, 
as might naturally be supposed ; and, 
in order to ascertain how far the con- 
dition of the mind was suited to that 
of the frame, I turned round to Mr. 
Gordon, and asked him in a whisper 
to give us a few hints as to the genus 
and characteristics of the individual 
components of his club« Mr« QQcd<^\SL 
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declared himself delighted with the 
proposal, and we all adjourned to a 
separate table at the comer of the 
room, where Mr. Gordon, after a deep 
draught at the purl, thus began : — 

"You observe yon thin, nveagre, 
cadaverous animal, with rather an 
intelligent and melancholy expression 
of countenance— his name is Chitter- 
ling Grabtree : his fiftther was an emi- 
nent coal-merchant, and lefb him 
lOfiOQL Grabtree turned politician. 
When &te wishes to ruin a man of 
moderate abilities and moderate for- 
tune, she makes him an orator. Mr. 
Chitterling Grabtree attended all the 
meetings at the Grown and Anchor — 
subscribed to the aid of the suffer- 
ing friends of freedom — harangued, 
argued, sweated, wrote — ^was fined and 
imprisoned — ^regaimed his liberty, and 
married — his wife loved a community 
of goods no less than her spouse, and 
ran off with one citizen, while he was 
running on to the others. Ghitterling 
dried his tears; and contented him- 
self with the reflection, that 'in a 
proper state of things,' such an event 
could not have occurred. 

"Mr. Grabtree's money and life 
were now half gone. One does not 
subscribe to the friends of freedom 
and spout at their dinners for nothing. 
But the worst drop was yet in the 
cup. An undertaking, of the most 
spirited and promising nature, was 
conceived by the chief of the friends, 
and the dearest ^Euniliar of Mr. Ghit- 
terling Grabtree. Our worthy em- 
barked his fortune in a speculation so 
certain of success; — crash went the 
speculation, and off went the friend — 
Mr. Grabtree was ruined. He was 
not, however, a man to despair at 
trifles. What were bread, meat, and 
beer to the champion of equality! 
He went to the meeting that very 
night : he said he gloried in his losses 
— they were for the cause : the whole 
conclave rang with shouts of applause, 
and Mr. Ghitterling Grabtree went to 



bed happier than ever. I need not 
pursue his history farther; you see 
him here — ^verbum sat. He spouts at 
the ' Giceronian,' for half a crown 
a-night, and to this day subscribes 
sixpence a-week to the cause of ' li- 
berty and enlightenment all over the 
world.' " 

" By heaven ! " cried Dartmore, " he 
is a fine fellow, and my father shall 
do something for him." 

Gordon pricked up his earsy and 
continued, — " Kow, for the second 
person, gentlemen, whomi am about to 
describe to you. Yon see that middle- 
; sized stout man, with a slight squint^ 
and a restless, lowering, cunning ex- 
;pression]" 

''What! him in the kerseymere 
breeches and gre^i jacket 1" said I. : 

" The same," answered Gordon^ 
His real name, when he does not 
travel with an alias, is Job Jonson. 
He is one of the most remarkable 
rogues in Ghristendom ; he is so noted 
a cheat, that there is not a pickpocket 
in England who would keep company 
with him if he had anything to leaeu 
He was the favourite of his futber, 
who intended to leave him all his for^ 
tune, which was tolerably krge. He 
robbed him one day on the high road; 
his £Either discovered it, and disin- 
herited him. He was placed at a 
m^chant's office, and rose, step by 
step, to be head clerk, and intended 
son-in-law. (Three nights before his 
marriage, he broke open the till, and 
was turned out of doors the next 
morning. If you were going to do 
him the greatest favour in the world, 
he could not keep his hands out of 
your pocket till you had done it. In 
short, he has rogued himself out of 
a dozen fortunes, and a hundred 
friends, and managed, with incredible 
dexterity and success, to cheat himself 
into beggary and a pot of beer." 

" I beg your pardon," said I, "but 
I think a sketch of your own life must 
be more amusing than that of any 
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one else : am I imperiment in asking 
for it r' 

"Not at all," replied Mr. Gordon ; 
^' you shall have it in as few words as 
possible." 

"I was bom a gentleman, and 
educated with some pains ; they told 
me I was a genius, and it was not very 
hard to persuade me of the truth of 
the assertion. I wrote verses to a 
wonder — robbed orchards according 
to military tactics — never played at 
-marbles, without explaining to my 
competitors the theory of attraction — 
and was the best informed, most mis- 
chievous, little rascal in the whole 
school. My family were in great 
doubt what to do with so prodigious a 
wonder; one said the law, another 
the church, a third talked of diplo- 
macy, and a fourth assured my mother, 
that if I could but be introduced at 
court, I should be lord chamberlain 
in a twelvemonth. While my friends 
were deliberating, I took the liberty 
of deciding: I enlisted, in a fit of 
loyal valour, in a marching regiment ; 
my friends made the best of a bad 
job, and bought me an ensigncy. 

" I recollect I read Plato the night 
before I went to battle; the next 
morning they told me I ran away. I 
am sure it was a malicious invention, 
for if I had, 1 should have recollected 
it; whereas, I was in such a confusion 
that I cannot remember a single thing 
that happened in the whole course of 
that day. About six months after- 
wards, I found myself out of the army, 
and in gaol ; and no sooner had my 
relations released me from the latter 
predicament, than I set off on my 
travels. At Dublin, I lost my heart 
to a rich widow (as I thought); I 
married her, and found her as poor as 
myself. Heaven knows what would 
have become of me, if I had not taken 
to drinking ; my wife scorned to be 
outdone by me in any thing; she 
followed my example, and at tibe end 
of a year I followed her to the grave. 



Since then I have taken warning, and 
been scrupulously sober. — Betty, my 
love, another pint of purl. 

" I was now once more a freeman 
in the prime of my life ; handsome, 
as you see, gentlemen, and with the 
strength and spirit of a young Her- 
cules. Accordingly I dried my tears, 
turned marker by night at a gambling 
house, and buck by day, in Bond- 
street (for I had returned to London). 
I remember well one morning, that 
his present Majesty was pleased, en 
passant, to admire my buckskins — 
tempora vrmtanbur. Well, gentlemen, 
one night at a brawl in our «afow, my 
nose met with a rude hint to move to 
the right. I went, in a great panic 
to the surgeon, who mended the 
matter, by moving it to the left. 
There, thank God! it has rested in 
quiet ever since. It is needless to tell 
you the nature of the quarrel in which 
this accident occurred ; however, my 
friends thought it necessary to remove 
me from the situation I then held. 
I went once more to Ireland, and 
was introduced to 'a friend of free- 
dom.' I was poor; that circumstance 
is quite enough to make a patriot. 
They sent me to Paris on a secret 
mission, and when I returned, my 
friends were in prison. Being always 
of a free disposition, I did not envy 
them their situation: accordingly I 
returned to England. Halting at 
Liverpool, with a most debilitated 
purse, I went into a silversmith's shop 
to brace it, and about six months 
afterwards, I found myself on a marine 
excursion to Botany Bay. On my 
return from that country, 1 resolved 
to turn my literary talents to account. 
I went to Cambridge, wrote declama- 
tions, and translated YirgU at so 
much a sheet. My relations (thanks 
to my letters, neither few nor fer 
between) soon found me out; they 
allowed me (they do so still) half a 
guinea a week; and upon this and 
my declamations I mana^ <a exi&tk. 
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Ever ginoe, mj cMef residence has 
been at Cambridge. I am an univer- 
sal &yoiirite with both graduates and 
under-graduates. I have reformed 
my life and my manners, and have 
become the quiet, orderly person you 
behold me. Age tames the fiercest 
of us — 

'* ' Non turn qnallfl erani,' 



" Betty, bring me my purl, and be 
d — d to you. 

"It is now vacation time, and I 
have come to town with the idea of 
holding lectures on the state of educa- 
tion. Mr. Dartmore, your health. 
Gentlemen, yours. My story is done, 
— and I hope you will pay for the 
purl."* 



CHAPTER LI. 
I hate a drunken rogue.— Tiee^ Night. 



Wb took an affectionate leave of 
Mr. Gordon, and found ourselves once 
more in the open air ; the smoke and 
the purl had contributed greatly to 
the continuance of our inebriety, and 
we were as much averse to bed as 
ever. We conveyed ourselves, laugh- 
ing and rioting aU the way, to a stand 
of hackney-coaches. "We entered the 
head of the flock, and drove to Picca- 
dilly. It set us down at the comer 
of the Haymarket. 

" Past two I " cried the watchman, 
as we sauntered by him. 

" You lie, you rascal," said I, "you 
have passed three now." 

We were all merry enough to laugh 
at this sally; and seeing a light 
gleam from the entrance of the Eoyal 
Saloon, we knocked at the door, and 
it was opened unto us. We sat down 
at the only spare table in the place, 
and looked round at the smug and 
varmint citizens with whom the room 
was filled. 

"Hollo, waiter 1" cried Tringle, 
some red wine negus — I know not 
why it is, but the devil himself could 
never cure me of thirst. Wine and 
I have a most chemical attraction for 
each other. You know that we always 
estimate the force of attraction be- 
tween bodies by the force required to 
separate them ! " 



ft 



While we were all three as noisy 
and nonsensical as our best friends 
could have wished us, a new stranger 
entered, approached, looked round 
the room for a seat, and seeing none, 
walked leisurely up to our table, and 
accosted me with a — " Ha ! Mr. Pel- 
ham, how d*ye do? Well met; by 
your leave I will sip my grog at your 
table. No offence I hope — ^more the 
merrier, eh ? — Waiter, a glass of hot 
brandy and water — not too weak. 
D'ye hear?" 



* Poor Jemmy Gordon— thou art no morel 
The stones of Cambridge no longer prate of 
thy whereabout I — Death hath removed 
thee ;— may it not be to that bourne where 
alone thy oaths can be outdone! He was 
indeed a singular character, that Jemmy 
Gordon, as many a generation of Cantabff 
can attest.'— His long stick a^his cocked 
hat— and his tattered Lucre^ft^ and his 
mighty eye-glass, how familial^ do they 
intermingle with our recollections of Trinity 
and of Trumpington Streets! If I have 
rightly heard, his death was the conse- 
quence of a fractured limb. Laid by the leg 
in a lofty attic, his spirit was not tamed ;— 
the noises he made were astounding to tiie 
last.— The grim foe carried him off in a 
whirlwind of slang ! I do not say *Peaee to 
his manes,' for quiet would be the worst 
hell that could await him:— and hearcn 
itself would be torture to Jemmy Gordon, if 
lie were not allowed to swear in it ! — 
Noisiest of reprobates, fore theo well! — 
n. P. 
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Need I say that tliis pithy and 
pretty address proceeded from the 
mouth of Mr. Tom Thornton 1 He 
was somewhat more than half drunk, 
and his light prying eyes twinkled 
dizzily in his head. Dartmore, who 
was, and is, the best natured fellow 
alive, hailed the signs of his intoxica- 
tion as a sort of freemasonry, and 
made way for him beside himself. I 
could not help remarking, that Thorn- 
ton seemed singularly less sleek than 
heretofore : his coat was out at the 
elbows, his linen was torn and soiled ; 
there was not a vestige of the vulgar 
spruceness about him which was for- 
merly one of his most prominent 
characteristics. He had also lost a 
great deal of the florid health for- 



merly visible in his face ; his cheeks 
seemed sunk and haggard, his eyes 
hollow, and his complexion sallow 
and squalid, in spite of the flush 
which intemperance spread over it at 
the moment. However, he was in 
high spirits, and soon made himself 
so entertaining that Dartmore and 
Tringle grew charmed with him. 

As for me, the antipathy I had to 
the man sobered and silenced me for 
the rest of the night; and finding 
that Dartmore and his friend were 
eager for an introduction to some 
female friends of Thornton's, whom 
he mentioned in terms of high praise, 
I tore myself from them, and made 
the best of my way home. 



CHAPTER LU. 

Illi mors gravis incubat 
Qui, notuB nimis omnibus, 
Ignotus moritur sibi.— Sknbca. 

Nona lerons par nos lois lea juges dee ouyrages.— Xe« Femmes Savantes* 

Whilst we do speak, oar fire 
Doth into ice expire ; 
Flames turn to frost, 

And, ere we can 

Know how our orow turns swan. 

Or how a silver snow 
Springs there, where jet did grow, 
Our fading spring is in dull winter lost— Jaspar Matxx. 



ViNciHrT called ton me the next 
day. " I have news for you," said he, 
"though somewhat of a lugubrious 
nature. Lugete Veneres Cupidines- 
que! You remember the Duchesse 
de PerpignanV 

" I should think so," was my answer. 

"Well, then," pursued Yincent, "she 
is no more. Her death was worthy of 
her life. She was to give a brilliant 
entertainment to all the foreigners at 
Paris : the day before it took place, a 
dreadful eruption broke out on her 
complexion. She sent for the doctors 



in despair. ' Cure me against to-mor- 
row,' she said, 'and name your own 
reward.' 'Madame, it is impossible 
to do so with safety to your health.' 
*Au didble with your health ! ' said the 
Duchesse; 'what is health to an erup- 
tion V The doctors took the hint ; an 
external application was used — the 
Duchesse woke in the morning as 
beautifnl as ever — the entertainment 
took place — she was the Armida of 
the scene. Supper was announced. 
She took the arm of the ambas- 
sador, and moNftd \>c«wv^VJafc ^x^-^^ 



IZS 



pelham;. 



amidft the audible adxniration of all. 
She stopped for a moment at the door ; 
all eyes were upon her. A fearful and 
ghastly convulsion passed over her 
oountenance, her lips trembled, she 
fell on the ground with the most ter- 
rible contortions of face and frame. 
They carried her to bed. She remained 
for some days insensible; when she 
recoyered, she asked for a looking- 
glass. Her whole &ce was drawn on 
one side ; not a wreck of beauty was 
left; — thatnight she poisoned herself! " 

I cannrt express how shocked I was 
at this information. Much as I had 
cause to be disgusted with the conduct 
of that unhappy woman, I could find in 
my mind no feeling but commiseration 
and horror at her death ; and it was 
with great difficulty that Yincent per- 
suaded me to accept an invitation to 
Lady Roseville's for the evening, to 
meet Glanville and himselfl 

However, I cheered up as the night 
came on ; and though my mind was 
still haunted with the tale of the 
morning, it was neither in a musing 
nor a melancholy mood that I entered 
the drawing-room at Lady Koseville's 
— " So runs the world away !" 

Glanville was there in his customary 
mourning. 

" Pelham," he said, when he joined 

me, "do you remember at Lady ^'s 

one night, I said. I would introduce 
you to my sister] I had no oppor- 
tunity then, for we left the house 
before she returned from the refresh- 
ment room. May I do so now V 

t need not say what was my answer. 
I followed Qlanville into the next 
room ; and, to nly inexpressible asto- 
nishment and delight, discovered in 
his sister the beautiful, the never-for- 
gotten stranger I had seen at Chel- 
tenham. 

For once in my life I was embar- 
rassed — my bow would have shamed 
a major in the line, and my stuttered 
and irrelevant address an alderman in 
the presence of His Majesty. How- 



ever, a few moments sufficed to reeo- 
ver me, and I strained every nerve to 
be as agreeable as possible. 

After I had conversed with Miss 
Glanville for some time. Lady Rose- 
ville joined us. Stately and Juno-like 
as was that charming personage in 
general, she relaxed into a softness of 
manner to Miss Glanville, that quite 
won my heart She drew her to a part 
of the room, where a very animated 
and chiefly literary conversation was 
going on — and 1, resolving to make 
the best of my time, followed them, 
and once more found myself seated 
beside Miss Glanville. Lady Boseville 
was on the other side of my beautiful 
companion ; and I observed that^ 
whenever she took her eyes from Miss 
Glanville, they always rested upon heV 
brother, who, in the midst of the dis- 
putation and the disputants, sat silent, 
gloomy, and absorbed. 

The conversation turned upon 
Scott's novels; thence on novels in 
general ; and finally on the particular 
one of Anastafiius. 

" It is a thousand pities," said Vin- 
cent, " that the scene of that novel is 
so fi^r removed from us. But it is a 
great misfortune for Hope that — 

*To learning he narrowed his mind. 
And gave up to the East what was meant 
lor mankind.' 

One often loses, in admiration at the 
knowledge of peculiar costume, the 
deference one would have paid to the 
masterly grasp of universal character." 

" It must require," said Lady Kose- 
ville, " an extraordinary combination 
of mental powers to produce a perfect 
novel." 

" One so extraordinary," answered 
Vincent, "that, though we have one 
perfect epic poem, and several which 
pretend to perfection, we have not one 
perfect novel in the world.* Gil Bias 

* For Don Quixote is not what Lord 
Vincent terms a novel, via. the actual repre- 
fleotation of real life. 
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approaches more to perfection than 
any other ; but it must be canlessed 
that there is a want of dignity, of 
moral rectitude, and of what I may 
term moral beauty, throughout the 
whole book. If an author could com- 
bine the various excellencies of Scott 
and Le Sage, with a greater and more 
metaphysical knowledge of morals 
than either, we might expect from him 
the perfection we have not yet disco- 
vered since the days of Apuleius/' 

"Speaking of morals," said Lady 
Roseville, "do you not think every 
novel should have its distinct object, 
and inculcate, throughout, some one 
peculiar monJ, sueh as many of Mar- 
montel's and Miss Edgewortii's V 

"No!" aiiBW»ed Tineent, "eveiy 
good novel has one great ^nd — ^the 
same in all — viz. the inereasing our 
knowledge of the heart It is thus 
that a novel writesr must be a philo- 
sopher. Whoever succeeds in lowing 
Us more accurate^ the natore of our- 
srives and species, has dooio seienee, 
aMd, consequently, virtue, the most 
importsBt benefit ; for ^nser^ ffntiih is a 
moral, Tkit great and universal end, 
I am led to imagine, is rather crippled 
than extendedby tborigoromsattentioB 
to the one isolated moral you mention. 

"Thus Dryden, in lids Essay on 
the Progress of Satiroy very rightly 
prefers Horace to Juvenal, so far as 
instruction is concerned ; because the 
miseeUaneous satires of the former 
are direeted against eveiy vSoen-the 
hkkto eonftned ones of the lattef (for 
the most p«rt) only against one. All 
mankind is the field the novelist 
should eoltivsto-^aU truth, the moral 
he should strive to bring home. It 
is bk ooeasloaal dialoguey in desultory 
maadmsy hi deductions from events^ 
in analysis of charaetor, ^at he 
should benefit and instroet. It is 
not enough — and I wish a certain 
novelist who has lately arisen would 
remember this — ^it is not enough for 
a writer to have a good hearty amiabki I 



sympathies, and what are termed 
high feelings, in order to shape out a 
moral, either true in itself, or benefi- 
cial in its inculcation. Before he 
touches his tale, he should be 
thoroughly acquainted with the in- 
tricate science of morals, and the 
metaphysical, as well as the more 
open, operations of the mind. If his 
knowledge is not deep and clear, 
his love of the good may only lead 
him into error ; and he may pass off 
the prejudices of a susceptible heart 
for the precepts of virtue. Would to 
Heaven that people would think ut 
necessary to be instructed before they 
attempt to instruct! *Dire simple- 
ment que la vertu est vertu parce 
qu'eUe est bonne en sonfonds, et h vice 
Umt au coTitraire, ce n'estpas lesfaire 
o(mn<Mre* For me, if I were to write 
a novdl, I would first make myself an 
acute, active, and vigilant observer 
ol men and manners. Secondly, I 
would, after having thus noted effects 
by action in the world, trace the 
causes by books, and meditation in 
my closet. It is then, and not till 
then, that I would study the lighter 
graces of style and decoration; nor 
would I give the rein to invention, 
till I was convinced that it would 
create neither monsters, of men, nor 
falsities, of truth. For my Vehicles 
of instruction or amusement, 1 would 
have people as th6y are -^neither 
worse nor better — and the moral they 
should convey, should be rather 
through jest or irony, than gravity 
and seriousness. There never was an 
imperfection corrected by portraying 
peHectioft ; and if levity and ridicule 
be said so easily to allure to sin, I do 
not see why they should not be used 
in defiMice of virtue. Of this we may 
be sure, that as laughter is a distinct 
indication of the human race, so there 
never was a brute mind or a savage 
heart that loved to indulge in it."* 



♦ The Sage Qt ^^toawSwoi «:««m«^ ^ 
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Vincent ceased. 

" Thank you, my lord," Baid Lady 
Boseville, as she took Miss Glanville's 
ann and moved from the table. " For 
once you have condescended to give 



OS your own sense, and not other 
people's; you have scarce made a 
single quotation." 
"Accept^" answered Vincent rising, 

*< 'Accept a miracle instead of wit.' ' 



CHAPTER LIII. 

Oh! IloTe!— Methinki 
This word of lore is fit for all the world. 
And that, for gentle hearts, another name 
Should speak of gentler thoughts than the world owns.— 



B. Shbllkt. 



.For me, I ask no more than honour gives. 



To think me yours, and rank me with your friends.--SHAK8PaAan. 



Callous and worldly as I may 
seem, from the tone of these memoirs, 
I can say, safely, that one of the most 
delicious evenings I ever spent, was 
the first of my introduction to Miss 
Glanville. I went home intoxicated 
with a subtle spirit of enjoyment 
that gave a new zest and freshness to 
life. Two little hours seemed to have 
changed the whole course of my 
thoughts and feelings. 

There was nothing about Miss 
Glanville like a heroine — I hate your 
heroines. She had none of that 
" modest ease," and ** quiet dignity," 
of which certain writers speak with 
such applause. Thank Heaven, ake 
was alive ! She had great sense, but 
the playfulness of a child; extreme 
rectitude of mind, but with the ten- 
derness of a gazelle : if she laughed, 
all her countenance, lips, eyes, fore- 
head, cheeks, laughed too : '' Para- 
dise seemed opened in her face : " if 
she looked grave, it was such a lofty 
and upward, yet sweet and gentle 
gravity, that you might (had you 

yery different opinion of the philosophy of 
laughter, and, for my part, I think his 
doctrine, in great measure, though not 
altogether — true. See Hobbet on Human 
Nature, and the answer to him in CampbelVi 
Jihetoric.'^AvTuoB, 



been gifted with the least imaginA- 
tion) have supposed, from the model 
of her countenance, a new order of 
angels between the cherubim and the 
seraphim, the angels of Love and 
Wisdom. She was not, perhaps, quite 
so silent in society as my individual 
taste would desire ; but when she 
spoke, it was with a propriety of 
thought and diction which made me 
lament when her voice had ceased. 
It was as if something beautiful in 
creation had stopped suddenly. 

Enough of this now. I was lazily 
turning (the morning after Lady 
Roseville's) over some old booki^ 
when Vincent entered. I observed 
that his &ce was flushed, and his 
eyes sparkled with more than their 
usual brilliancy. He looked carefully 
round the room, and then, approach- 
ing his chair towards mine, said, in a 
low tone— 

''Pelham, I have something of 
importance on my mind which I wish 
to discuss with you; but let me 
entreat you to lay aside your usual 
levity, and pardon me if I say affec- 
tation; meet me with the candour 
and plainness which are the real dis- 
tinctions of your character." 

" My Lord Vincent," I replied, 
''there are^ in your words, a depth 
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and solemnity which pierce me, 

through one of N 's best stuffed 

coats, even to the very heart. I will 
hear you as you desire, from the 
alpha to the omega of your discourse." 
"My dear friend," said Vincent, 
'' I have often seen that, in spite of 
all your love of pleasure, you have 
your mind continually turned towards 
higher and graver objects ; and I 
have thought the better of your 
talents, and of your future success, 
for the little parade you make of the 
one, and the little care you appear to 
pay to the other : for 

* 'tis a common proof. 
That lowUneis is young Ambition's ladder.' 

I have also observed that you have, of 
late, been much to Lord Dawton's ; I 
have even heard that you have been 
twice closeted with him. It is well 
known thai that person entertains 
hopes of leading the opposition to the 
grata arva of the Treasury benches ; 
and notwithstanding the years in 
which the Whigs have been out of 
office, there are some persons who 
pretend to foresee the chance of a 
coalition between them and Mr. 
Gaskell, to whose principles it is also 
added that they have been gradually 
assimilating." 

Here Vincent paused a moment, and 
looked full at me. I met his eye with 
a glance as searching as his own. His 
look changed, and he continued. 

" Now listen to me, Pelham : such 
a coalition never can take place. You 
smile : I repeat it. It is my object to 
form a third party; perhaps, while 
the two great sects 'anticipate the 
cabinet designs of fate,' there may 
suddenly come by a third, 'to whom 
the whole shall be referred.' Say 
that you think it not impossible that 
you may join us, and I will tell you 
more." 

I paused for three minutes before I 
answered Vincent. I then said — " I 
thank you very sincerely for your pro- 



posal : tell me the names of two of 
your designed party, and I will an- 
swer you." 

" Lord Lincoln and Lord Lesbo- 
rough." 

" What !" said I—" the Whig, who 
says in the Upper House, that what- 
ever may be the distresses of the 
people, they shall not be gratified at 
the cost of one of the despotic privi- 
leges of the aristocracy. Go to ! — I 
will have none of him. As to Les- 
borough, he is a fool and a boaster — 
who is always puffing his own vanity 
with the windiest pair of oratorical 
bellows that ever were made by air 
and brass, for the purpose of sound 
and smoke, ' signifying nothing.' Go 
to ! — I will have none of him either." 

"You are right in your judgment 
of my confreres" answered Vincent ; 
" but we must make use of bad tools 
for good purposes." 

" No — no ! " said I ; " the com- 
monest carpenter will tell you the 
reverse." 

Vincent eyed me suspiciously. 
" Look you 1 " said he : "I know well 
that no man loves, better than you, 
place, power, and reputation. Do you 
grant this ]" 

*' I do," was my reply. 

" Join with us ; I will place you in 
the House of Commons immediately : 
if we succeed, you shall have the first 
and the best post I can give you. 
Now — * under which king, Bezonian, 
speak or die!'" 

" I answer you in the words of the 
same worthy you quote," said I — " * A 
foutrafor thine office.* — Do you know, 
Vincent, that I have, strange as it 
may seem to you, such a thing as a 
conscience ? It is true I forget it now 
and then; but in a public capacity, 
the recollection of others would put 
me very soon in mind of it. I know 
your party well. I cannot imagine— 
forgive me — one more injurious to 
the country, nor one more revolting 
to myBeU •, wbAI ^<a^Ba^N5«^i -^SSssia.^ 
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that I would sooner feed my poodle 
on pannch and liyer, instead of 6ream 
and fricassee, than be an instroment 
in the hands of men like Lincoln and 
Lesborongh; who talk much, who 
perform nothing — ^who join ignorance 
of every principle of legislation to 
indifference for every benefit to the 
people : — ^who are full of * wise saws/ 
but empty of 'modem instances' — 
who level upwards, and trample 
downwards — and would only value 
the ability you are pleased to impute 
to me, in the exact proportion that a 
sportsman values the ferret, that bur- 
rows for his pleasure, and destroys 
for his interest. Your party can't 
stand]" 

Vincent turned pale — "And how 
long," said he, " have you learnt * the 
principles of legislation,' and this 
mighty affection for the 'benefit of 
the people r" 

"Ever since," said I, coldly, "I 
learnt any thing ! The first piece of 
real knowledge I ever gained was, that 
my interest was incorporated with 
that of the beings with whom I had 
the chance of being cast : if I injure 
them, I injure myself: if I can do 
them any good, I receive the benefit 
in common with the rest. Now, as I 
have a great love for that personage 
who has now the honour of addressing 
you, I resolved to be honest for his 
sake. So much for my affection for 
the benefit of the people. As to the 
little knowledge of the principles of 
legislation, on which you are kind 
enough to compliment me, look over 
the books on this table, or the writings 
in this desk, and know, that ever 
since I had the misfortune of parting 
from you at Cheltenham, there has 
not been a day in which I have spent 
less than six hours reading and writing 
on that sole subject. But enough of 
this — will you ride to-day ? " 



Yincent rose slowly— 

" * OU arditl (said he) tool ir^ti 
Q\k notl ml loiio ; 
Ma invano a quel trooo, 
Ta aspiri oon me : 
Tramapertal*" 

"'lo treHruC (I replied out of the 
same opera) — ' lo trema — di tef" 

" Well," answered Vincent^ and hU 
fine high nature overcame his qaio* 
mentary resentment and chagrin ai 
my rejection of his offer— "Well, I 
honouryou for your sentiments^ thongli 
they are opposed to my own. I maj 
depend on your secrecy 1" 

" You may," said I. 

" I forgive you, Pelham," njoiBeA 
Yincent : "we part friends." 

" Wait one moment," said I, "an4 
pardon me, if I venture to speak In 
the language of caution to one in evtrj 
way so superior to myself. No one 
([ say this with a safe conscience, &r 
I never flattered my friend in my Ulb^ 
though I have often adulated nf 
enemy) — no one has a greater admi- 
ration for your talents than myiwlf ; 
I desire eagerly to see you in the sW 
tion most fit for their display; pftoae 
one momcAt before you link youmeli^ 
not only to a party, but to princlplee 
that cannot stand. You nftve only 
to exert yourself, and you may either 
lead the opposition, or be amopg the 
foremost in the administration. Take 
something certain, rather than idiai 
is doubtful : or at least stand alone :-— 
such is my belief in your powers, if 
fiiirly tried, that jf you were not united 
to those men, T would promise yoii 
faithfully to jstand or &11 by you alone, 
even if we had not through all Eng- 
land another soldier to our standerJT; 
but " 

" I thank you, Pelham," said Yin- 
cent, interrupUng me : " till we meet 
in public as enemies, we are friends in 
private— I desire no more. FarewelL" 
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CHAPTER LIT. 

n vant mfenjc employtr' noire esprit k supporter lee iofortiuies qui noua arriTmt, qu'^ 
pr^Yoir odiee qui ftous peuvent arriver.— Rochbfoucauia'. 



No sooner had Vincent departed 
than I buttoned my coat^ and sallied 
out through a cold easterly wind to 
Lord Dawt<m*8. It was truly said by 
the political quoter, that I had been 
often to that nobleman% although I 
have not thought it adyisable to speak 
of my political adrentures hitherto. I 
have befoDS said that I was ambitious ; 
and the sagacious have probably 
already discoTcred^ that I was some- 
what less ignorant than it was my 
usual pride and pleasure to appear. 
I had established, among my uncle's 
friends, a reputation for talent; and 
no sooner had I been personally 
introduced to Lord Dawton, than I 
found myself courted by that per- 
sonage in a manner equally gratif^g 
and uncommon. When I lost my 
seat in Parliament, Dawton assured 
me that, before the session was oyer, 
I should be returned for one of his 
boroughs; and though my mind 
revolted at the idea of becoming 
depefndamJb on any party, I made 
little scruple of promising canditum- 
aUy to aUy myself to his. So fax had 
affairs gone, when J was honoured 
with Vincent's proposal. I found 
Lord Dawton in his library, with the 
Marquis of Clandonald (Lord Bart- 
more's &ther, and, from his rank and 
property, classed among the highest, 
as, from his vanity and restlessness, 
he was among the most active, mem- 
bers of the Opposition). Clandonald 
left the room when I entered. Few 
men in office are wise enough to 
trust the young; as if the greater 
zeal and sincerity of youth did not 
more than c o m p maate fi>r Hs appe<dte 



for the gay^ or its thoughtlessness of 
the serious. 

When we were alone, Dawton said 
to pie, " We are in great despair at 

the motion upon the , to be 

made in the Lower House. We have 
not a single person whom we can 
depend upon, for the sweeping and 
convincing answer we ought to make ; 
and though we should at least muster 
our ftill force in voting, our whipper- 
in, poor , is BO ill, that I fear 

we shall make but a very pitiful 
figure." 

" Give me," said I, " ftdl p^mission 
to go forth into the high-ways and 
by-ways, and I will engage to bring a 
whole legion of dandies to the House 
door. I can go no ferther; your 
other agents must do the rest." 

"Thank you, my dear young 
friend," said Lord Dawton, eagerly; 
" thank you a thousand times : we 
must really get you in the House as . 
soon as possible; you will serve us 
more than I can express.'* 

I bowed, with a sneer I could not 
repress. Dawton pretended not to 
observe it. " Come," said I, ^' my 
lord, we have no time to lose. I 
shall meet you, perhaps, at Brookes's, 
to-morrow evening, and report to yon 
respecting my success." 

Lord Dawton pressed my hand 
warmly, and followed me to the door. 

''He is the best premier we could 
have," thought I; "but he deceives 
himself, if he thinks Henry Pelham 
will play the Jackall to his lion. Hd 
will soon see that I shall keep for 
myiself what he thinks I hunt ^ 
him.*' 1 t«BmlL^T«<^^^iSlLlbfii^. 
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and thought of Glanville. I knocked 
at his door : he was at home. I found 
him leaning his cheek upon his 
hand, in a thoughtful position; an 
open letter was before him. 

''Bead that/' he said, pointing to it. 

I did 80. It was from the agent to 

the Duke of , and contained his 

nomination to an opposition borough. 

"A new toy, Pelham," said he, 
faintly smiling ; " but a little longer, 
and they will all be broken — the 
raJUde will be the last." 

"My dear, dear Glanville," said I, 
much affected, "do not talk thus; 
you have every thing before you." 

"Yes," interrupted Glanville, "you 
are right, for every thing left for me 
is in the grave. Do you imagine 
that I can taste one of the possessions 
which fortune has heaped upon me ; 
that I have one healthful faculty, 
one sense of enjoyment, among the 
hundred which other men are ' heirs 
to % ' When did you ever see me for 
a moment happy ^ I ilive, as it were, 
<m a rock, barren, and herbless, and 
sapless, and cut off from all human 
fellowship and intercourse. I had 
only a single object left to live for, 
when you saw me at Paris ; I have 
gratified that, and the end and pur- 
pose of my existence is fulfilled. 
Heaven is merciful; but a little 
while, and this feverish and unquiet 
spirit shall be at rest." 
. I took his hand and pressed it. 

" Feel," said he, " this dry, bum- 
ing skin; count my pulse through 
the variations of a single minute, and 
you will cease either to pity me, or to 
speak to me of life. For months I 
have had, night and day, a wasting — 
wasting fever, of brain and heart, and 
frame ; the fire works well, and the 
fuel is nearly consumed." > 

He paused, and we were both silent. 
In fact, I was shocked at the fever of 
his pulse, no less than affected at the 
despondency of his words. At last 
l spoke to him of medical advice. 



"'Canst thou,'" he said, with a 
deep solemnity of voice and manner, 
"'administer to a mind diseased-^ 
pluck from the memory' * ♦ ♦ ♦ Ah ! 
away with the quotation and the 
reflection." And he sprang from the 
sofa, and, going to the window, 
opened it, and leaned out for a few 
moments in silence. When he turned 
again towards me, his manner had 
regained its usual quiet. He spoke 
about the important motion approach- 
ing on the , and promised to 

attend; and then, by degrees, I led 
him to talk of his sister. 

He mentioned her with enthusiasm. 
" Beautiful as Ellen is/' he said, " her 
face is the very fjEiintest reflection of 
her mind. Her habits of thought are 
so pure^ that every impulse is a 
virtue. Never was there a person to 
whom goodness was so easy. Vice 
seems something so opposite to her 
nature, that I cannot imagine it 
possible for her to sin." 

" Will you not call with me at your 
mother's?" said I. "I am going 
there to-day." 

Glanville replied in the affirmative, 
and we went at once to Lady Glan- 
ville*s in Berkeley-square. We were 
admitted into his mother's hovdoir. 
She was alone with Miss Glanville. 
Our conversation soon turned from 
common-place topics to those of a 
graver nature; the deep melancholy 
of Glanville's mind imbued all his 
thoughts, when he once suffered him- 
self to express them. 

"Why," said Lady GlanviUe, who 
seemed painfully fond of her son, 
"why do you not go more into the 
world ? You suffer your mind to prey 
upon itself, till it destroys you. My* 
dear, dear son, how very ill you seem ! " 

EUen, whose eyes swam in tears, as 
they gazed upon her brother, laid her 
beautiful hand upon his, and said, 
" For my mother's sake, Reginald, do 
take more care of yourfielf : you want 
air, and exercise, and amusement." 
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«No," answered Glanville, " I want 
nothing but occupation ; and, thanks 
to the Duke of—, I have now got 
it. I am chosen member for ." 

*' I am too happy," said the proud 
mother ; "you will now be all I have 
«ver predicted for you ; " and, in her 
Joy at the moment^ she forgot the 
Jiectic of his cheek, and the hoUowness 
of his eye. 

" Do you remember," said Reginald, 
taming to his sister, " those beautiful 
lioea in my favourite Ford — 

< Glories 
Of human greatness are but pleasing dreams. 
And shadows soon decaying. On the stage 
Of my mortality, my youth has acted 
Some scenes of vanity, drawn out at length 
By varied pleasures— sweetoied in the 

mixture, 
Bnt tragical in issue. Beauty, pomp, 
With every sensuality our giddiness 
Doth frame an idol— are inconstant friends 
"When any troubled passion makes us halt 
On the unguarded castle of the mind.' ** 

"Your verses," said I, "are beau- 
tiful, even to me, who have no soul 
for poetry, and never wrote a line in 
my life. But I love not their philo- 
sophy. In all sentiments that are 
impregnated with melancholy, and 
instil sadness as a moral, I question 
the wisdom, and dispute the truth. 
There is no situation in life which we 
cannot sweeten, or embitter, at wlQ. 
If the past is gloomy, I do not see 
the necessity of dwelling upon it. If 
the mind can make one vigorous 
exertion, it can another: the same 
energy you put forth in acquiring 
knowledge, would also enable you to 
liaffle misfortune. Determine not to 
think upon what is painful ; resolutely 
torn away from every thing that re- 
oalfl it; bend all your attention to 
some new and engrossing object ; do 
this, and you defeat the past. You 
anile;, as if this were impossible ; yet 
It is not an iota more so, than to tear 
one's self from a favourite pursuit, 
and addict one's self to an object 
unwelcome to one at first. This the 

No. 50. 



mind does continually through life: 
so can it also do the other, if you will 
but make an equal exertion. Nor 
does it seem to me natural to the 
human heart to look nrnch to the 
past; all its plans, its projects, its 
aspirations, are for the ^ture ; it is 
for the future, and in the future, that 
we live. Our very passions, when 
most agitated, are most anticipative. 
Bevenge, avarice, ambition, love, the 
desire of good and evil, are all fixed 
and pointed to some distant goal ; to 
look backwards, is like walking back- 
wards — against our proper formation : 
the mind does not readily adopt the 
habit, and when once adopted, it will 
readily return to its natural bias. 
Oblivion is, therefore, a more easily 
obtained boon than we imagine. For- 
getfulness of the past is purchased by 
increasing our anxiety for the future." 

I paused for a moment, but Glan« 
ville did not answer me; and, en- 
couraged by a look from Ellen, I 
continued — "You remember that, 
according to an old creed, if we were 
given memory as a curse, we were also 
given hope as a blessing. Counteract 
the one by the other. In my own 
life, I have committed many weak, 
perhaps many wicked actions ; I 
have chased away their remembranee, 
though I have transplanted their 
warning to the future. As the body 
involuntarily avoids what is hurtful to 
it, without tracing the association to 
its first experience, so the mind insen- 
sibly shuns what has formerly afflicted 
it, even without palpably recalling 
the remembrance of the affliction. 

** The Boman philosopher placed the 
secret of human happiness in the one 
maxim — 'not to admire.' I never 
could exactly comprehend the sense 
of the moral: my maxim for the 
same object would be— 'never to 
regret.*" 

" Ahis ! my dear friend," said Glan- 
ville — " we are great philosophers to 
each other, but not to ouraelYe&\ tJi^<^ 
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moment w« begin to fed sorrow, we 
eease to reAect on its wisdom, l^e 
is the only eomforteir; yowr maxims 
ure yeoy tme, bat they confirm me in 
my opimoB — that it is in Tain for ns 
to lay down fixed pree^ts for the 
regulation of the mind, so long as it 
k dq>end^t upon the body, fiappl- 
aess and its leFeise ard eonstitiitional 
in many persons, and it is then only 
tiut th^ jure independent of drcnm- 
ctaaces. ICake the health, the frames 
of all men, aliko— make their nenFos 
xli the same sasoqitllnlity — th^ 
viemorieB of the saaie blvBtnees, or 



acnteness — and I will then allow that 
yon can give rales adapted to aU mo^ 
till then, yonr maxim, ' nervr to M> 
gret,' is as idle as Horace^ ^ never io 
admire.' It may be wise to 7011 — ^it 
is impossible to me ! " 

With these last w^>i^ Qtaviilflai 
▼oice fiiitered, aad I Iktt aywse to 
posh the argument fioihcr. SBanli 
eye caught mine, sud gays, as a look 
so kind, asid almost gratefoi, thst I 
forgot every thing else in the wnid. 
A few moments afterwards a Maui of 
Lady Glanville's was announced, and 
I left the room. 



CHAPTER LV. 



.IntiiSf et in jecore cgro^ 



JVaeoaatar^daniai.— PxRSiug. 



^ Thb next two or three days I ^pent 
in Tisiting all my male friends in the 
Lower House, and eogtging xhem to 
dine with me, pit^aratonly to the 
great act of voting on^— — 's motion. 
I led theoi myself to the House of 
Commons, and not iedingsuffieieotly 
interesled in the debate to remain, as 
a stranger, where I ought, in my own 
Y>phiioQ, to have acted as a perGormer, 
I went to Brookes's to wait the result. 
LoidOnyelton, a stout, bluff, aix-foot 
nobleman, with a Toiee like a Stentor, 
was ^ blowing up " the waiters in the 



oo£^e-room. Mr. 



the anthor of 



— , was conning the Courier in a 
eomer ; and Lord Armadilleros, the 
hanghtiestt and most hononrable peer 
in ihe calendar, was moaopoUsing the 
drawing-romn, with his right foot <m 
one hob and hia left on the other. I 
Kt myself down in flikQGe,aiid loc^ced 
over the ** crack article " in the fidin- 
hoxgh. By and by, the ifoom got 
fidler; every onei^joke of the motion 
Mbxe the Homse^ and aatieipated 



the merits of tlie speeches, taid the 
numbers of the voters. 

At last a principal member enterad 
— a crowd gathered romid liim. ** I 
liave heard," he said, "the most es- 
traordinary speech, for the eombiMa* 
tion of knowledge and imaginatieii, 
that 1 ever reooUect to ka;re liatened 
to." 

"From Oaskell, I sappMel^waa 
the aniveraal cry. 

" Ko," said Mr. — ^ ^ G«kdl has 
not yet spoken. It was from a yovag 
man who has only just taken his seat. 
It was received with the most unani- 
mous cheers, and was, indeed, % le- 
markable dii^»lay.* 

"What is his namer I adosd, 
already half foreboding the answer. 

"I only Just kunt it as I left tibte 
House,* replied Mr. —— ; "the 
qieaker was Sir Reginald CttanviUe." 

Then, eveiy one of those wkom I 
had often befoe heaid censaie Gkn- 
ville for his- rudeness, or laugh at him 
fbor his eoeentricify, opened Ibdr 
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• moniStfi in cxn^gratalatioiiB to their 
. own wisdom, for having loi^ ad- 
mired his talents and predieted his 
success. 

I lelt the '' turba Memi €equens for- 
tunam ;" I felt agitated and fereiish ; 
those who have nnexpectedly heard of 
the sacceas of a man for whom great 
affection is blended with greats in- 
terest, ean und^stand the restlessness 
of mind with whidii I wandered into 
the streets. The air was cold and 
aipiNUDg. I was buttoning my eoat 
round my dies^ when I heard a yoioe 
say, " You have dropped yoyr glove, 
Mr. P^Uuun.'' 

> The qaeaker was Thornton. I 

thanked him coldly for his .civilily, 

and was going on, when he said, ^' If 

'yiour way is up Pall Mall, I hare- no 

objection to join joa lor a few 

.minutes." 

I bowed with Bome JtoMdeur; but as 
'I aekiomr refuse any opportuni^ of 
knowing store pei&ctly individnal 
character, I said I should be happy of 
Jkis company so Jong as onr way lay 
to|getiier« 

''It is a oold night, Mr« Pelham,'' 
said Thornton, after a pause. " I 
have been dining at Hatchett's, with 
nn old Paris acquaintance : I amseny 
we did not meet moce often in France, 
"but I was so taken up with my £iend 
JCr. Warburton.'* 

^ As Thornton uttered that name, he 
looked hard at me, and then added, 
.*' By the by, I saw you with Sir Regi- 
nald Glanvllle the other di^ ; you 
know him well, I presume 'i" 

''Tolerably weU,"* said I, with in- 
difiSsrence. 

" What a strange chaiacter he is^" 
r^oined Thornton^ "/ also have 
iknown him for some years»" and 
4igain Thomt<m looked pryingly into 
my countenance. Poor Jfool ! it was 
not for a penetration like his to read 
.the cor tTuaruMile of a man bom 
and bred like me, in the consummate 
diwimnlatiian of &a» Um, 



" He is Teiy rich, is he noil" said 
Thornton, after a Ivief ailenoc. 

"I believe ao,'' said I. 

" Humph 1 '' answered Thornton. 
"Things have grown better with 
him, in proportion as they grew 
worse with me, -who have had 'as 
good luck as the cow that stuck her- 
sdif with her own horn.' I suppose 
he is not too anxious to recollect me 
— 'poverty parts fellowship.' Weli 
hao^ pride, say I ; give me an honest 
heart all the year round, in summer 
or winter, drought or plenty. Would 
to heavoi seme kind Mend would 
lend me^tw^ty pounds 1 " 

To this wish I.xnade no reply. 
Thornton sighed. 

"Mr. Pelham," renewed he, *'it is 
true I have known you but a short 
time— -excuse the liberty I take— but 
if you totdd lend me a trifle, it would 
really assist me voiy much." 

" Mr. Thornton." said I, " if I knew 
you better, and could serve yon more, 
you might apply to me for a more 
real assist&nce than any bagateUe I 
oould affard you would be. If twenty 
pounds would really be of service to 
you, I will lend th^n to you, upon 
this condition, that you never ask me 
for another farthing." 

Thornton's &oe brightened. "A 
thousand, thousand — " he began. 

" No," int«Tuptcd I, " no tiianks, 
oniiy your promiae." 

" Upon my honour," said Thornton, 
"I will never ask you for another 
&rthiQg.*' 

" There is honour among .thieves," 
thought I, and so I took -out the sum 
mentioned, and gave it to him. In 
good earnest^ though I disliked the 
man, his threadbare garments and 
altered appearanee moved me to com- 
passion. While he wss pocketing 
the mon^, "which he did with the 
most unequivocal delight, a tall figure 
passed us rapidly. We both tuined 
at the same instant^ and recognised 
Glanvllle. He had not ^nA «»ys^ 
l2 
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yards beyond us, before we observed 
his steps, which were very irregular, 
pause suddenly ; a moment afterwards 
he fell agunst the iron rails of an 
area; we hastened towards him; he 
was apparently fidnting. His coun- 
tenance was perfectly livid, and marked 
with the traces of extreme exhaustion. 
I sent Thornton to the nearest public- 
house for some water; before he re- 
turned, Glanville had recovered. 

" All — ^all — ^in vain," he said, slowly 
and unconsciously, ''death is the only 
Lethe." 

He started when he saw me. I 
made him lean on my arm, and we 
walked on slowly. 

"I have already heard of your 
speech/' said I. Glanville smiled 
with the usual fidnt and sicklied 
expression, which made his smile 
panful even in its exceedingsweetness. 
"You have also already seen its 
effects ; the excitement was too much 
for me." 

** It must have been a proud moment 
when you sat down," said I. 

** It was one of the bitterest I ever 
felt — ^it was fraught with the memory 
of the dead. What are all honours 
to me now?— God! God] have 
mercy upon me !" 

And Glanville stopped suddenly, 
and put his hand to his temples. 

By this time Thornton had joined 
us. When Glanville's eyes rested 
upon him, a deep hectic rose slowly 
and gradually over his cheeks. Thorn- 
ton's lip curled with a malicious ex- 
pression. Glanville marked it, and 
his brow grew on the moment as 
black as night. 

'* Begone !" he said, in a loud voice, 
and with a flashing eye, "begone in- 
stantly ; I loathe tiie very sight of so 
base a thing.'* 

Thornton's quick, restless eye^ grew 
like a living coal, and he bit his lip so 
violently that the blood gushed out. 
He made, however, no other answer 
than — 



''Tou seem agitated to-night, Sir 
Reginald ; I wish your speedy restora- 
tion to better health. Mr. Pelham, 
your servant." 

Glanville walked on in silence till 
we came to his door ; we parted there; 
and for want of any thing better to do, 

I sauntered towards the M HelL 

There were only about ten or twelve 
persons in the rooms, and all were 
gathered round the hazard table — I 
looked on silently, seeing the knaves 
devour the fools, and younger brothers 
make up in wit for the deficienciea of 
fortune. 

The Honourable Mr. Blagrave came 
up to me; "Do you never play]" 
said he. 

" Sometimes," was my brief reply. 

"Lend me a hundred pounds !" 
rejoined my kind acquaintance. 

" I was just going to make yon the 
same request," said I. 

Blagrave laughed heartily. "Well,** 
said he, "be my security to a Jew, 
and I '11 be yours. My fellow lends 
me money at only forty per cent. My 
governor is a d— d stingy old fellow, 
for I am the most moderate son in the 
universe. I neither hunt nor race, 
nor have I any one favourite expense, 
except gambling, and he won't salis^ 
me in that — ^now I call such conduct 
shameful ! " 

"Unheard-of barbarity,'* said I; 
"and you do well to ruin your pro- 
perty by Jews, before you have it; 
you could not avenge yourself better 
on 'the governor.' " 

"No, hang it," said Blagrave, 
"leave me alone for that! Well, I 
have got five pounds left, I shall go 
and slap it down." 

No sooner had he left me than I 

was accosted by Mr. , a handsome 

adventurer, who lived the devil knew 
how, for the devil seemed to take 
excellent care of him. 

"Poor Blagrave ! " said he, eyeing 
the countenance of that ingenious 
youth. "He is a strange fellow— he 
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asked me the other day, if I ever read 
the History of England, and told me 
there was a great deal in it about his 
•mcestor, a Boman General, in the 
time of William the Conqueror, called 
Caractacus. He told me at the last 
Newmarket, that he had made np a 
capital book, and it turned out that 
he had hedged with such dexterity, 
that he must lose one thousand pounds, 
and he might lose two. Well, well," 
continued , with a sanctified ex- 
pression ; " I would sooner see those 
real fools here, than the confounded 
scoundrels, who pillage one under a 
^se appearance. Never, Mr. Pelham, 
trust to a man at a gaming-house; 
the honestest look hides the worst 
sharper ! Shall you try your luck to- 
night r 

" No," said I. " I shaU only look 
on." 

sauntered to the table, and 

sat down next to a rich young man, 
of the best temper and the worst luck 
in the world. After a few throws, 

— sud to him, " Lord , do put 

your money aside — ^you have so much 
on the table, that it interferes with 
aiine — and that is really «o unpleasant. 
Suppose you put some of it in your 
pocket." 

Lord took a handful of notes, 

and stufied them carelessly in his coat 
pocket. Five minutes afterwards I 

saw insert his hand, empty, in 

his neighbour's pocket, and bring it 
out yW— and haU* an hour afterwards 
he handed over a fifty pound note to 
the marker, saying, '* There, sir, is my 
debt to you. God bless me. Lord 

, how you Tuwe won ; I wish you 

Irould not leave all your money about 
—do put it in your pocket with the 



Lord (who had perceived the 

trick, though he was too indolent tu 

resist it) laughed. "No, no, ,** 

said he, ''you must let me keep 
8om^!" 

— coloured, and soon after rose. 
«D — n my luckl" said he, as he 
passed me. " I wonder I continue to 
play — ^but there are such sharpers ia 
the room. Avoid a gaming house, 
Mr. Pelham, if you wish to live." 

« And let Uve," thought L 

I was just going away, when I heard 
a loud laugh on the stairs, and imme- 
diately afterwards Thornton entered, 
joking with one of the markers. He 
did not see me ; but approaching the 
table, drew out the identical twenty 
pound note I had given him, and 
asked for change with the air of a 
millionaire, I did not wait to wit- 
ness his fortune, good or ill ; I cared 
too little about it. I descended the 
stairs, and the servant, on opening the 
door for me, admitted Sir John Tyr- 
rell. « What," I thought, « is the 
habit etui so strong]" We stopped 
each other, and after a few words of 
greeting, I went, once more, up stairs 
with him. 

Thornton was playing as eagerly 

with his small quota as Lord C 

with his ten thousands. He nodded 
with an affected air of familiarity to 
Tyrrell, who returned his salutation 
with the most supercilious hauteur; 
and very soon afterwards the baronet 
was utterly engrossed by the chances 
of the game. I had, however, satisfied 
my curiosity, in ascertaining that 
there was no longer any intimacy 
between him and Thornton, and 
accordingly once more I took my 
departure* 
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CHAPTER LVL 



The timet hare been 



That when the brains were ont, the man wonld die» 
And there an end— hat mow they riae again.— Jfociett* 



It wm a straage Htmg to see a man 
like Glanville, irith coetij tastes, lux- 
nrioiis habits, great talents peculiarly 
calculated for display, courted by the 
highest members of the state, admired 
for his beauty and genius by half the 
women in London, yet living in the 
most asoetio seelusion from his kind, 
and indulging in the darkest and most 
morbid despondency. Ko female was 
erer seen to win even his momentary 
gflance of admirati<m« AH the senses 
appeared to have lost^ for him, their 
customary allarements. He lived 
among his books, and seemed to make 
his &vourite eompaniona amidst the 
past. At nearly all hours of the night 
le was awake and occupied, and at 
day-break his horse was always 
brought to his door. He rode alone 
for several hoors, and then, on his 
return, he was en^ployed till the hour 
he went to the House, in the afl&drs 
and politics of the day. Ever since 
his dibui, he had entered with much 
constancy into the more leading 
debates, and his speedies were invari- 
ably of the same commanding order 
which had characterised his first. 

It was singuiur that, in his parlia^ 
mentwy display, as in his ordinary 
convevsation, there were none of the 
wild and s^eenlative opinioiMy or tke 
burning enthusiasm of roBttnee^ in 
which the natural inclination of his 
mind seemed so essentially to delight. 
His arguments were always remark- 
able for the soundness of the principles 
on which they were based, and the 
logical clearness with which they 
were expressed. The feverish fervour 



of his temperament was, it is tne, 
occasionally shown in a remarkable, 
energy oi deliveary, or a sudden and 
unexpected burst of the more impe> 
tuons powers of oratory; but thesft 
were so evidently natural and qpontsK 
neous> and so happily adapted te be 
rmi^essive of the subject^ rather than 
irrelevant from its bearings, thai thi^. 
never displeased even the oldest aiM( 
coldest cynics and calculators oi the 
House. 

It Ki no uncommon contradiction 
in human nature (and in Qlanvifie i^ 
seemed peculiarly prominent te find 
men oi imagination and geniuagifted 
with the strongest common sense, 
for the admonition or benefit of 
others, even while constantly negleet^ 
ing to exert it lor th^oasetves* He 
was soon maiked oat as the moel 
promising and important of all the 
junior members of the House; and 
the coldness with whieh he kepi aloof 
from soeial intercourse with the party 
he adopted, only served to increase 
thcar respect, though it prev^ted 
their afifection. 

Lady SoseviUe's aitaehmeni to him 
was scarcdj a secret; the celebrity of 
her name in the world of tow made 
her keat look or aetk>n the constant 
saliiect of present remark and after 
eonversatkn; and there were too 
many moments, even in the watchful 
publicity of society, when that charm- 
ing but imprudent person forgot 
everything but the romance of her 
attachment. Glanville seemed not 
only perfectly untouched by it, but 
even wholly unconscious of its exist- 
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ence, and preserved invariablj, wken- 
evex hQ was forced into the crowd, the 
same stern, cold, imsympathising 
reserve^ which made him, at once, an 
object of uniyersal conversation and 
4islike. 

Three weeks afi«r €i'lanyille'& first 
speech in. the House,. I called upon 
hinv with a proposal &om Lord 
Dawton. After we had discussed it, 
we spoke en mere familiar topics, 
and, at last, he menti<med Thornton. 
It will be obtjerved that we had never 
conversed respecting that person; 
Bor had GlauvUle onee alluded to our 
^nner meetings^ or to his disguised 
appearance, and ^dse appellatic»L at 
Parisi. Whatever might ,be the 
mystery, it was etndently o£ a painL&l 
nature, and it was not, therefore, lor 
ia« to aUflde to it. This day he 
spoke of Thornton with a^ tone of 
indifference. 

: ** The man,,'' he said, ''I have known 
for some time; he was useful to me 
abroad, and,, notwithstrfinding his 
character,. I rewarded him well for 
his serviees. He has. since applied to 
me several times £or money, which is 
spent at the gambling-house as soon 
as it is obtained. I believe him to be 
leagued with a gang of sharpers of 
the lowest description; and I am 
really unwilling any farther to supply 
the vicious necessities of himself and 
his comrades. He is a mean, merce- 
nary rascal, who would scruple at no 
enormity, provided he was paid for it !" 

Glanville paused for a few moments, 
and then added, while his cheek 
blushed, and his voice seemed some- 
what hesitating and embarrassed^ 

"You remember Mr. Tyrrell, at 
Paris ? '* 

** Yes," said I — " he is, at present, 
in London, and — " Glanville started 
as if he had been shot. 

"No, no," he exclaimed wildly — 
"he died at Paris, from want, — ^from 
starvation." 

"Yon are mistaken," said I; "he 



is now Sir John Tyrrell, and pos- 
sessed of considerable property. I 
saw him myself, three weeks agOb" 

Glanville, laying his hand upon m j 
arm, looked in my fiBuse with a long; 
stern, prying gaze, and his cheek 
grew more ghastly and livid with 
every moment. At last he turned, 
and muttered something between his 
teeth ; and at that moment the doos 
opened, and Thornton was announced. 
Glanville sprang towards hin^ and 
seiEsed him by the throat ! 

"Dogl" he cried, "you have 
deceived me— Tyrreli lives ! " 

" Hands off!" cried the gamester, 
with a savage grin of defiance— 
"hands off! or, by the Lord that 
made me, you Ediall have gripe for 
gripe ! " 

"Ho, wretch!" said Glanville, 
shaking him violently, while his worn 
and slender, yet stiU powerful frames 
trembled with the excess of his 
passion ; " dost thou dare to threaten 
me ! " and with these words he flung 
Thornton against the oppo».te wall 
with such force, that the blood gushed 
out of his mouth and nostrils. The 
gambler rose slowly, and wiping the 
blood from his face, fixed his malig- 
nant and fiery eye upon his aggressor, 
with an expression of collected hate 
and vengeance, that made my very 
blood creep. 

" It is not my day now" he said, 
with a calm, quiet, cold voice, and 
then, suddenly changing his manner, 
he approached me with a sort of bow, 
and made some remark on the 
weather. 

Meanwhile, Glanville had sunk on 
the sofa exhausted, less by his late 
effort than the convulsive passion 
which had produced it. He rose in a 
few moments, and said to Thornton, 
"Pardon my violence; let this pay 
your bruises ; " and he placed a long 
and apparently well-filled purse in 
Thornton's hand. That veritable 
phUoaophe took it with the same air 
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as a dog receires the first caress from 
the hand which has just chastised 
liim ; and feeling the purse between 
his short, hard fingers, as if to ascer- 
tain the soundness of its condition, 
quietly slid it into his breeches 
pocket, which he then buttoned with 
care, and pulling His waistcoat down, 
as if for further protection to the 
deposit, he turned towards Glanville, 
and said, in his usual quaint style of 
vulgarity — 

''Least said, Sir Beginald, the 
soonest mended. Gold is a good 
plaister for bad bruises. Kow, then, 
your will; — ^ask and I will answer, 
unless you think Mr. Pelham — de 
trop." 

I was already at the door, with the 
intention of leaving the room, when 
Glanville cried, "Stay, Pelham, I 
have but one question to ask Mr. 
Thornton. Is John Tyrrell still 
living f 

'* He is !" answered Thornton, with 
a sardonic smile. 

" And beyond all want 1" resumed 
Glanville. 

"He is !" was the tautological reply. 

"Mr. Thornton,'' wud GlanvUle, 



with a calm voice, "I have now done 
with you — ^you may leave the room!** 

Thornton bowed with an air of 
ironical respect, and obeyed the 
command. 

I turned to look at Glanville. His 
countenance, always better adapted to 
a stem, thw a soft expression, was 
perfectly fearful: every line in it 
seemed dug into a furrow ; the brows 
were bent over his large and flashing 
eyes with a painful intensity of an^ 
and resolve, his teeth were clenched 
firmly as if by a vice, and the thin 
upper lip, which was drawn from 
them with a bitter curl of scorn, was 
as white as death. His right hand 
had closed upon the back of the chair, 
over which his tall nervous firame 
leant, and was grasping it with an 
iron force, which it could not supportr 
it snapped beneath his hand like a 
hazel stick. This accident, slight as 
it was, recalled him to himself. He 
apologised with apparent self-posses- 
sion for his disorder ; and, after a few 
words of fervent and affectionate- 
farewell on my part, I left him to the- 
solitude which I knew he desired. 
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CHAPTER LVII. 

While I seemed only intent upon pleasure, I locked in my heart the oonadonsness and 
Tanity of power; in the levity of the lip, I disguised the knowledge and tho workings of 
the brain ; and 1 looked, as with a gifted eye, upon the mysteries of the hidden depths, 
while I seemed to float an idler with the herd only upon the surface of the stream. — 



As I walked home, reyolving the 
scene I had -witnessed, the words of 
Tyrrell came into my recollection — 
viz, that the cause of Glanyille's dis- 
like to him had arisen in Tyrrell's 
greater success in some youthful 
liaison. In this account I could not 
see much probability. In the first 
place, the cause was not sufficient to 
produce such an effect; and, in the 
second, there was little likelihood 
that the young and rich Glanville, 
possessed of the most various accom- 
plishments, and the most remarkable 
personal beauty, should be supplanted 
by a needy spendthrift (as Tyrrell at 
that time was), of coarse manners, and 
unpolished mind ; with a person not, 
indeed, unprepossessing, but some- 
what touched by time, and never 
more comparable to Glanville's than 
that of the Satyr to Hyperion. 

While I was meditating over a 
mystery which excited my curiosity 
more powerfully than anything, not 
relating to himself, ought ever to 
occupy the attention of a wise man, I 
whs accosted by Vincent : the differ- 
ence in our politics had of late much 
dissevered us, and when he took my 
ara^, and drew me up Bond-street, I 
was somewhat surprised at his con- 
descension. 

" Listen to me, Pelham," he said ; 
" once more I offer you a settlement 
in our colony. There will be great 
changes soon : trust me, so radical a 
party as that you have adopted can 
never come in: ours, on the con- 



trary, is no less moderate than liberal. 
This is the last time of asking ; for I 
know you will soon have exposed your 
opinions in public more openly than 
you have yet done, and then it will 
be too late. At present I hold, with 
Hudibras, and the ancients, that it 
is — 

' More honourable far, tervare 
Civem than slay an adversary.' " 

"Alas, Vincent," said I, "I am 
marked out for slaughter, for you 
cannot convince me by words, and so, 
I suppose, you must conquer me by 
blows. Adieu, this is my way to Lord 
Dawton's : where are you going 1 " 

<< To mount my horse, and join the 
2?arca juventus," said Vincent, with a 
laugh at his own witticism, as we 
shook hands, and parted. 

I grieve much, my beloved reader, 
that I cannot unfold to thee all the 
particulars of my political intrigue. 
I am, by the very share which fell to 
my lot, bound over to the strictest 
secrecy, as to its nature, and the 
characters of the chief agents in it» 
execution. Suffice it to say, that the 
greater part of my time was, though 
furtively, employed in a sort of home 
diplomacy, gratifying alike to the 
activity of my tastes, and the vanity 
of my mind. I had filled Dawton, 
and his coadjutors, with an exagge- 
rated opinion of my abilities ; but I 
knew well how to sustain it I rose 
by candle-light, and consumed, in the 
intensest appUcatloii, Ibft V^'«st^V>E&sS^ 
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every other individual of our party 
wasted in enervating slumbers, from 
the hestemal dissipation or debauch. 
Was there a question in political 
economy debated, mine was the 
readiest and the clearest replj. Did 
a period in our constitution become 
mvesiigated, it was I to whom the 
duty of expositor was referred. From 
Madame d' Anville, with whom (though 
lost as a lover) I constantly corre- 
sponded as a Mend, I obtained the 
earUest and moftt aeeorate detail of 
the prospects and manoeavres (tf the 
court in which her life was spent, and 
in whose more secret ofBees her hus- 
band was employed. I spared no 
means of extending my knowledge of 
every the minutest point which could 
add to the reputation I enjoyed. I 
made myself acquainted with the in- 
dividual interests and exact circum- 
stances of all whom it was our object 
to intimidate or to gain. It was^ I 
who brought to the House the 
younger and idler members, whom 
no more nominally powerful agent 
could allure from the ball-room or 
the gaming-house. 

In shorty while, by the dignity -of 
my birth, and the independent ha;u- 
teur of my bearing, I preserved the 
rank of an equal amongst the highest 
of the set, I did not scruple to take 
upon myself the labour ajad activity 
of the most subordinate. Bawton 
declared Bie his right hand; and, 
though I knew myself rather his head 
than hia hand, I pretended to feel 
proud of the ai^UatioD. 

MeanwhUe^ it waa my pleasure to 
wear in soeiety the eeeentric oostunte 
of charaeter I had first adopted, and 
to euUsvate the arts which won fieem 
women the ranile that ehaered and en- 
cotungjed ma inmy gnwer oontesi with 
men. It was enly t» EUaei GlanviHe, 
that I laid aside an afl^tatum, which, 
IkBew,wasUttlelikQljtoattraeta taste 
so. refined and onadnlteBated aa hers. 
I dis«o¥«Dsd in her a Biisd which. 



while it charmed me by its tender- 
ness and freshness, elevated me by its 
loftiness of thought. She was, at 
heart, perhaps, as ambitious as my- 
self; but while my aspirations were 
concealed by affectation, hers were 
softened by her timidity, and purified 
by her religion. There wero monents 
when I opened myself to her, and 
caught a new spirit from her look of 
sympathy and enthusiasm. 

" Yes," thought I, " I do long for 
honours, bat it is that I may ask her 
to share and ennoble them." In fine, 
I loved as other men loved — and I 
fancied a perfection in her, and vowed 
an onulation in myself^ which it was 
reserved for Time to ratify or deride. 

Where did I leave myself] as the 
Irishman said ; — on my road to Lord 
Dawton's. I was lucky enough to 
find that personage at home ; he waa 
writing at a table covered with 
pamphlets and books of reference. 

^'Hushl Pelham," said his lord- 
ship, who isa quiet, grave, meditative 
little man, always ruminating on a 
very small cud — " hush ! or do obilg^ 
me by looking over this history, «e 
find ooi the date of the CoKmcat ot 
Pisa." 

" That will do, my yoeng friend,'*" 
said his lordship, after I had fiu^ 
nished him with the infdmiation he 
required — " I wish to Heaven, I eoald 
finish this pamphlet by^ to-motrow :.' 

it is intended as an anaifer to ^ 

But I am so perplexed with bnsiness^ 
that " 

"Pbrhaps," said I, "if yon will 
pardon my inteimpthig yon, I eaa 
throw your observations togethei^-* 
make your Sibylline leai?ea iatgr a 
book. Your lordship wiH find the 
matter, and I will not qpare the- 
trouMe.*^ 

L6rd Bawton was piofine in Ida' 
thanks; he exphuned the suhjecl^ 
and left the arrangement wheljjto 
me. He conld not presome to dictate 
I {ffomified hin^ if he lent me the 
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necessary books, to fiilkh the pam* 
phlet agaJoEist the foUowing ereniikg. 

''And now/' aaid Lord Dawton — 
"tkat WQ haire settled tlus sSbar— 
what news friMa prance ? "•— 

* * * He 41 

* ♦ ♦ * * 

* * * * * 

** I wish," Mghed L(»rd D&wt<m, as 
we were caleulating our ferees, '' that 
we could gain over Lord Oulbseton/' 

"What, the fMetious epicure 1" 
said I. 

'' The same,'' answered Dawton : 
^ we want him as a dinner-giver ; and, 
besides, he ha» four votes in the 
Lower House." 

''WeU,"* said I, ''he is indolent 



and. independent— it is not impcs- 
aible." 

''Do yon know^ hiznl" answered 
Dawton. 

"No:" said L 

Dawton .sighed: — "And young 

A 1" said the statesman, after a 

pause. 

"Has an expensire mistress, and 
racetk Yonr lordship mig^t be sure 
of him, were you in power, and sure 
not to have him while you are out of 
it." 

" And B. r* rqoiued Dawton. 

4r 41 4> # 4t 

* 41 « 41 ^ 

41 ♦ ♦ 4i tH 



CHAPTER LYHL 



Oai»-e4 bote omom miens:.-— Jfonf. 



Mt pampUei took prodigiou^y. 
1^0 authondiip waa attributed to one 
oi the ablest membcacs of the Opposi- 
tion; and thou^ there were many 
onors in style^ and (I now think — 
ihen I did not, or I should not have 
written th^n,) many sophisms in the 
xeasfwing, yet it earned tho end pro- 
posed by aU ambition of whatever 
species — and imposed upon the taste 
of the public 

Some time afterwards, I was going 
dawA the stairs at Almaek's^ when I 
heard an altercation, high and grave, 
at the door of reception. To my sur- 
prise, I fbond Lord Guloseton and a 
Tery young man in great wiabh; the 
latter had never been to AJmack's 
before, and had forgotten his. tickets 
QttlosetoQ, who belonged to a very 
difier^t set from that of the Almaek- 
lans, insisted that his w(»rd was enough 
to bear hisjuvenileeompanion through. 
The tickfit-inspector was izate and d>- 



dnrate^ and, haying sridooi xxr never 
se^a Lord Qulosetcm himself paid very 
Uttle respectr to his authority. 

As I was wrapping myself in my 
eloak, Guloseton turned to me, for 
passion makes men open their hearts : 
too eager for an oppertanity of ao 
quiring the epicure's aequaimtaace, I 
i^S^ed to get his friend adsftittaBceis 
an instant; the offer waa delightedly 
accepted, and I soon procured a small 
piece of pencilled paper from Lady 

which effectually sil^^ed the 

Chaxon^ and opened the Stygian via 
to the Elysium beyond. 

GulM^bcm overwhelmed me with hia 
thaaks» I remeunted the stain with 
him— took eveiy <4q^ortunity.ef ingxa- 
tiatiag B^adf-Hreeeived an i&yitatkm 
to dixmer on the fi^wiag day, and 
left W^li^a tnuMpcorted ai the good- 
ness of my fortune. 

At the hoar of ^^t on theensuuig 
evewng^ Ihad just mado aqf eKtsanca 
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in Lord Gnloieton's drawing-room. It 
was a small apartment, famished with 
great luxury and some taste. AYenus 
of Titian's was placed over the chim- 
ney-piece, in all the gorgeous volup- 
tuousness of her unveiled beauty — ^the 
pouting lip, not silent though shut — 
the eloquent lid dTOoping over the 
eye, whose glances you could so easily 
imagine— the arms— the limbs — ^the 
attitude, so composed, yet so full of 
life — all seemed to indicate that sleep 
wzB not foigetfulness, and that the 
dreams of the goddess were not wholly 
inharmonious with the waking reali- 
ties in which it was her gentle prero- 
gative to indulge. On either side, was 
a picture of the delicate and golden 
hues of Claude ; these were the only 
landscapes in the room ; the remain- 
ing pictures were more suitable to the 
Yenus of the luxurious Italian. Here 
was one of the beauties of Sir Peter 
Lely ; there was an admirable copy of 
the Hero and Leander. On the table 
lay the Basia of Johannes Secundus, 
andafew French workson Gastronomy. 
As for the genina loci — ^you must 
imagine a middle-sized, middle-aged 
man, with an air rather of delicate 
thaa florid health. But little of the 
effects of his good cheer were apparent 
in the external man. His cheeks were 
neither swollen nor inflated — his per- 
son, though not thin, was of no un- 
wieldy obesity — ^the tip of his nasal 
organ was, it is true, of a more ruby 
tinge than the rest, and one carbuncle, 
of tender age and gentle dyes, diffused 
its mellow and moonlight influence 
over the physiognomical sceneiy — ^his 
forehead was high and bald, and the 
few locks which still rose above it^ 
were carefully and gracefully curled d 
VariJUqwe, Beneath a pair of grey 
shaggy brows, (which their noble 
owner had a strange habit of raising 
and depressing, according to the na- 
ture of his remarks,) rolled two veiy 
imall, piercing, arch, restless orbs, of 
a tender green ; and the mouth, which 



was wide and thick-lipped, was ex« 
pressive of g^reat sensuality, and curved 
upwards in a perpetual smile. 

Such was Lord Guloseton. To my 
surprise no other guest but mysetf 
appeared. 

"A new friend," sud he, as we 
descended into the dining-room, "is 
like a new dish— one must have him 
all to oneself, thoroughly to enjoy and 
rightly to understand him." 

"A noble precept," said I, with 
enthusiasm. '' Of all vices, indiscri- 
minate hospitality is the most per- 
nicious. It allows neither conversation 
nor dinner, and, realising the mytho- 
logical &ble of Tantalus, gives ni 
starvation in the midst of plenty." 

"You are right," said Guloseton, 
solemnly; "I never ask above six 
persons to dinner, and I never dine 
out ; for a bad dinner, Mr. Pelham, a 
bad dinner is a most serious — I may 
add, the most serious calamity." 

" Yes," I repUed, " for it carries with 
it no consolation : a buried friend may 
be replaced — a lost mistress renewed 
— a slandered character be recovered 
•~«ven abroken constitution restored; 
but a dinner, once lost, is irreme- 
diable ; that day is for ever departed ; 
an appetite once thrown away can 
never, till the cruel prolixity of the 
gastric agents is over, be regained. 
* n y a tant de maitresaes* (says the 
admirable Oomeille,) *U n*ya qtiCwn 
diner.' " 

" You speak like an oracle — like tha 
Cool^s Oracle, Mr. Pelham : may I 
send you some soup, it is d to Carme- 
lite ? But what are you about to do 
with that easel" 

"It contains," sidd I, "my spoon, 
my knife, and my fork. Nature 
afflicted me with a propensity, which, 
through these machines, I have en- 
deavoured to remedy by art. I eat 
with too great a rapidity. It is a most 
unhappy fidling, for one often hurries 
over in one minute, what ought to 
have afforded the fullest delight for 
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the period office. It Is^ indeed, a vice 
which deadens enjoyment, as well as 
abbreviates it ; it is a shamefol waste 
of the gifts, and a melancholy perver- 
sion of the bounty, of Providence. 
My conscience tormented me; but 
the habit, fatally indulged in early 
childhood, was not easy to overcome. 
At last I resolved to construct a spoon 
of peculiarly shallow dimensions, a 
fork so small, that it could only raise 
a certain portion to my mouth, and a 
knife rendered blunt and jagged, so 
that it required a proper and just 
time to carve the goods 'the gods 
provide me/ My lord, *the lovely 
Thais sits beside me ' in the form of a 
bottle of Madeira. Suffer me to take 
wine with you V* 

"With pleasure, my good friend; 
let us drink to the memory of the 
Carmelites, to whom we are Indebted 
for this inimitable soup." 

" Yes !** I cried. *' Let us for once 
shake off the prejudices of sectarian 
&ith, and do justice to one order of 
those incomparable men, who, retiring 
from the cares of an idle and sinful 
world, gave themselves with undivided 
zeal and attention to the theory and 
practice of the profound science of 
gastronomy. It is reserved for us to 
pay a grateful tribute of memory to 
those exalted recluses, who, through a 
long period of barbarism and dark- 
ness, preserved, in the solitude of their 
cloisters, whatever of Roman luxury 
and classic dainties have come down 
to this later age. We will drkik to the 
Carmelites as a sect, but we will drink 
also to the monks as a body. Had we 
lived in those days, we had been 
monks ourselves !" 

"It is singular," answered Lord 
Gnloseton — *' (by tiie by, what think 
you of this turboti) — to trace the 
history of the kitchen ; it affords the 
greatest scope to the philosopher and 
the moralist. The ancients seemed 
to have been more mental, more 
imaginative, than we ar^ in their 



dishes ; they fed their bodies as well 
as their minds upon delusion: for 
instance, they esteemed beyond all 
price the tongues of nightingales, 
because they tasted the very music 
of the birds in the organs of their 
utterance. That is what I call the 
poetry of gastronomy ! ** 

" Yes," said I, with a sigh, '* they 
certainly had, in some respects, the 
advantage over us. Who can pore 
over tne suppers of Apicius without 
the fondest regret] The venerable 
Tide* implies, that the study has not 
progressed. 'Cookery (he says, in 
the first part of his work) possesses 
but few irmovators.* " 

" It is with the greatest diffidence," 
said Guloseton, (his mouth' fiill of 
truth and turbot,) "that we may dare 
to differ from so great an authority. 
Indeed, so high is my veneration for 
that wise man, that if all the evidence 
of my sense and reason were on one 
side, and the dictum of the great 
Ude upon the other, I should be 
inclined — I think, I should be deter* 
mined — to relinquish the former, and 
adopt the latter."f 

" Bravo, Lord Guloseton," cried I, 
warmly. "*Qy!un Cuisinier est un 
mortel divin ! * Why should we not 
be proud of our knowledge in cookery] 
It is the soul of festivity at aU times, 
and to all ages. How many mar- 
riages have been the consequence of 
meeting at dinner. How much good 
fortune has been the result of a good 
supper] At what moment of our 
existence are we happier than at 
table ] There hatred and animosity 
are lulled to sleep, and pleasure alone 
reigns. Here the cook, by his skill 
and attention, anticipates our wishes 
in the happiest selection of the best 
dishes and decorations. Here our 
wants are satisfied, our minds and 



* Qu. The venerable Bede ? — PWnter»* 
Devil. 

t See the speech of Mr. Brougham in 
honour of ^. Fox. 



hodiM ioTif^rated, «nd onrselTes 
ifnalifiBd for the high delightii of love, 
wiBsic, poetry, daociinc, and other 
p1ea«are£ ; and is be, vhoee l^enta 
Jiave prodocad these happy efltcta, 
nnk no higbcr in the eeale of m 
than s common eemnt ! *' 

" ' Yes," cries the venerable pro- 
fesRor himself, in « Tirtuous and 
prophetic paroijBm of indignant 
merilr— ' jes, my disciples, if yon 
adopt, and attend to the rules I hare 
laid down, the aelf-loTe of roimkiiid 
will consent at last, that cookery almll 
•ojA. in the class of Uie sciences, and 
Vm profeKotfi detterve the name of 

"My dear, dear Sir," eiolaJmcJ 
OnloBCton, isith a kindmd glow, " I 
discorer in yon a spirit similar to my 
mm. Let ns drinl: lung life to the 
veneiiHe Tide ! " 

"I pledge yon, irith all my gouI," 
Mid 1, flUing my glaw to the brim. 

" What a pity," rejoined Qnloaeton, 
"that Ude, whose pra/iictd ecience 
~wsi so perfect, should ever have 
vrittan, or suffered others to write, 
the wort published under his name ; 
'tme It is that the opening put, wiiich 
you have so feelingly recited, is com- 
posed with a grace, a charm beyond 
the roach of art ; hut the " 
are Tiipid and frequently s 
as to mafcc an Guapeet tbcir authen- 
ticity ; but, after all, cooking is not 
capable of lieeomiag a written science 
— it is the philoaophy of pnwtiee !" 

"Ahl by LucuUus," exclaimed I, 
interrupting my host, "what a 
viajonary MdiamrBe ! Ob, the inimi- 
table sauce; these chickens arc indeed 
worthy of the hononr of boing dressed. 
Hever, my lord, as long as you liye, 
eat a chicken in the country ; excuse 
a pun, you will have foid &re. 

' Tai toujoUTB roaonf 




Pardon the prolixity of my qnotaUoQ 
for the aake of its value." 

" I do, 1 do," answered Guloeaton, 
laughing at the humour of the lines ; 
till, suddeoly checking himself he 
said, " we must be gr^ve, Vr. Pelham, 
i( will never do to iMigb. That 
wonld become of our digestiaDs 1 " 

"Tme," said I, relapusg igto 
SttioDsneas; "and if you wQl allow 
me one more quotation, you will ate 
what my author adds with regard to 
any abmpt interraplion. 



"Admirable ad vise," E^dOulOBelon, 



Atilt tiHis fiUa. *t itmi/aldlJH*tiS\ 



Simn On ttmt cjbrt VOk <■ >« ■* » 



orMHp KWn mf roO^ 
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toying "wiitSi %fid mignon depouleL 
•" Bo yon Tesnember an example in 
iAke BaBlj <vf Bi(ffi:en, who, being in 
India, ims irnied upon by tt deputa- 
tion of nstires viiile he was at dinner ? 
*TeVL them/ isid he, 'that the Chris- 
tian religionperemptorilyforbidBeyery 
Ohriatiaa, "whfle at table, to occupy 
liima^ witii any earthly subject, ex- 
"oent the ftmction of eating.' The 
deputation retired in the profoundest 
ifespect a>t tSie exceeding devotion of 
the Frendi general." 

=** WeH," said I, after we had chuckled 
■giayely and quietly, with the care of 
our digestion before us, for a few 
ininntes— "well, however good the 
invention was, the idea is not entirely 
new, for ikt Greeks esteemed eating 
and dijnking ' plentifully, a sort of 
oflfedng to the gods; and Aristotle 
explains "flie very word, ©oivot, or 
!e»ts, by an etymological exposition, 
"^^iot it was ihoftght n duty to the 
gods to he druriJe;\no bad idea of 
trar clftBBioal patterns of antiquity. 
Polypheme, toe, in the Qjrclops of 
Euripides, no doubt » very sound 
theologian, n^ his stomach is bis 
<mly dei<y; fmd Xenephon tells us, 
that as the Athemans exceeded all 
•other people in iht number of their 
gods, so they exceeded them also in 
the number ^ their feasts. May 1 
flend your kvdribip a quail ] " 

''f^lham, my boy," said Ouloseton, 
'fiiiose eyes began to roll and twinkle 
with a brilliancy suited to the various 
liquids which ministered to ^eir re- 
joicing orbs ; *•' I love you for your 
clasnes. Polypheme was a wise fellow,' 
« very wise fellow, and it was a terri- 
Ue riuune m Ulyaees to put out his 
eye ! No wonder that tlbs ingenioxiB 
savage made a deity of his stomach ; 
to wbat known viable souiee, on this 
'VKtQi, was he indebted for a keener 
enjoyment — % more laptiurous and a, 
«ioro eonstant delightl No wonder he 
honoured it with his gratitude, and 
supplied it wiih his peace-offerings; 



— ^let us imitate so great an example : 
— ^let us make our digestive recep- 
tacles a temple, to which we will conse- 
crate the choicest goods we possess ; — 
let us conceive no pecuniaiy sacrifice 
too great, which procures for our altar 
an acceptable gift ; — ^let us deem it an 
impiety to hesitate, if a sauce seems 
extravagant, or an ortolan too dear ; 
and let our last act in this sublunary 
existence be a solemn festival in 
honour of our unceasing benefactoi ! " 

" Amen to your creed ! " said I : 
** edibilatory Epicurism holds l^e key 
I to all morality : for do we not see now 
j how sinful it is to yield to an obscene 
and exaggerated intemperance 1 — 
would it not be to the last degree un- 
grateful to the great source of our 
enjoyment, to oveiload it with a 
weight which would oppress it with 
languor, or harass it with pain ; and 
finally to drench away the effects of 
our impiety with some nauseous pota- 
tion which revolts it, toitures it, con- 
vulses, irritates, enfeebles it, through 
eveiy particle of its system? How 
wrong in us to give way to anger, 
jealousy, revenge, or any evil passion ; 
for does not all that affects the mind 
operate also upon the stomach ; and 
how ean we be so vicious, so obdurate, 
as to forget, for a momentary indul- 
gence, our debt to what you bave so 
justly designated our perpetual bene- 
fiictorl" 

"Right," said Lord Gukweton, 
"a bumper to the Morality of the 
Stomneh." 

The dessert was now on the table. 
" I have dined well," said Guloseton, 
stretching his legs with an air of 
supreme satisfaction ; " but — " and 
hm my philosopher sighed deeply — 
"we cannot dine ogam UU io-mor- 
row! Happy, happy, happy eommon 
people, who can eat supper i Would 
to Heaven, that I might ha/ve one 
boon — ^perpetual appetite — a digestive 
Houri, which renewed its viiginity 
every time it was touched. Alasi for 
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the instability of human enjoyment. 
But now that we have no immediate 
hope to anticipate^iet ub cultivate the 
pleasures of memory. What thought 
you of the veau d la Dauphine ? " 

'* Pardon me if I hesitate at giving 
my opinion, till I have corrected my 
judgment by yours." 

" Why, then, I own I was somewhat 
displeased — disappointed as it were — 
with that dish ; the fkct is, veal ought 
to be killed in its very first infjmcy ; 
they suffer it to grow to too great an 
age. It becomes a sort of Ao(&^c2e^, 
and possesses nothing of veal, but its 
Insipidity, or of beef, but its tough- 



ness. 



i» 



« 



Yes," said I, "it is only in their 
veal, that the French surpass us ; 
their other meats want the ruby 
juices and elastic freshness of ours. 
Monsieur L allowed this truth, 

with a candour worthy of his vast 
mind. M<m Dieii ! what claret ! — 
what a body ! and, let me add, what 
a 8<yul, beneath it I Who would drink 
wine like thisi it is only made to 
taste. It is the first love — ^too pure 
for the eagerness of enjoyment ; the 
rapture it inspires is in a touch, a 
kiss. It is a pity, my lord, that we 
do not serve perfumes at dessert ; it 
is their appropriate place. In con- 
fectionaiy (delicate invention of the 
Sylphs,) we imitate the forms of the 
rose and the jasmine ; why not their 
odours too 1 What is nature without 
its scents? — and as long as they are 
absent from our desserts, it is in vain 
that the bard exclaims-* 

•— — * L* obflenrateur de la belle Nature 
6* eztade en Tuysnt dee flenn en confiture.* ** 

'' It is an exquisite idea of yours,'' 
flaid Guloseton — ^"and the next time 
you dine here we will have perfumes. 
Dinner ought to be a reunion of all 
the senses— 

* OladnesB to the ear, nerve, heart, and 



There was a momentary paose. 
" My lord," said I, " what a lusty 
lusciousness in this pear! it is like 
the style of the old Knglish poets. 
What think you of the seeming good 
understanding 'between Mr. GadLell 
andtheWhigsr 

"I trouble myself little about it>* 
replied Guloseton, helping himself to 
some preserves — "politics disturb the 
digestion." 

« WeU," thought I, «I must ascer- 
tain some point in this man's character 
easier to handle than his epicurism : 
aU men are vain : let us find out the 
peculiar vanity of mine host." 

"The ultra-Tories," said I, "seem 
to think themselves exceedingly se- 
cure ; they attach no importance to 
the neutral members; it was but the 

other day Lord told me that 

he did not care a straw for Mr. , 

notwithstanding he possessed fovr 
votes. Heard you ever such arro- 
gancel" 

" No, indeed," said Guloseton, with 
a lazy air of indifference— "are you 
a fitvourer of the olive 1 " 

" No," said I, " I love it not ; it 
hath an under taste of sourness, and 
an upper of oil, which do not make 
harmony to my palate. But, ajs I was 
saying, the Whigs, on the contrary, 
pay tiie utmost deference to their 
partisans ; and a man of fortune, rank» 
and parliamentary influence, might 
have all the power, without the 
trouble, of a leader." 

"Very likely," said Guloseton, 
drowsily. 

*'I must change my battery," 
thought I; but while I was medi- 
tating a new attack, the following 
note YT2A brought me : 

" For Heaven's sake, Pelham, come 
out to me : I am waiting in the itreet 
to see you ; come directly, or it will 
be too late to render me the service 
I would ask of you. 

"B.Glaktiua." 
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I rose instantly. *' Yon mnst ex- 
cuse me/ Lord Gnloseton, I am called 
suddenly away." 

" Ha ! ha ! ** laughed the gour- 
mand; "some tempting viand — -post 
prcmdia CaUirhoS ! " 

'* J/ij good lord," said I. not heed- 



ing his insinuation — " I leaye you 
with the greatest regret." 

''And I part from you with the 
same ; it is a real pleasure to see such 
a person at dinner." 

" Adieu ! my host— 'Je vaU vivr^ 
et mcmger en sage,* 



t n 



CHAPTER LIX. 

I do defy him, and I spit at him* 

Call him a aluiderous coward and a yillain— 

YHiioh to maintain I will allow him odds.— Shakspxabb, 



I vovvD Glanville walking before 
the door with a rapid and uneven 
step. 

"Thank Heaven!" he said, when 
he saw me; "I have been twice to 
Mivart's to find you. The second 
time, I saw your servant, who told 
me where you were gone. I knew 
you well enough to be sure of your 
kindness." 

Glanville broke off abruptly ; and 
after a short pause, said, with a quick, 
low, hurried tone—" The office I wish 
you to take upon yourself is this : — 
go immediately to Sir John Tyrrell, 
with a challenge from me. Ever since 
I last saw you, I have been hunting 
out that man, and in vain. He had 
then left town. He returned this 
evening, and quits it to-morrow : you 
have no time to lose." 

" My dear GlanvUle," said I, " I 
have no wish to learn any secret you 
would conceal from me ; but forgive 
me if I ask some further instructions 
than those you have afforded me. 
TTpon what plea am I lo call out Sir 
John l^yrrelU and what answer am I 
to give to any excuses he may make ?" 

"I have anticipated your reply," 
wid Glanville, with ill-subdued impa- 
tience; "you have only to give this 
paper : it will prevent all discussion. 
Bead it; I have left it unsealed for 
that purpose." 

No. 51. 



I cast my eyes over the lines Glan- 
ville thrust into my hand ; they ran 
thus : 

" The time has at length come for 
me to demand the atonement so long 
delayed. The bearer of this, who is, 
probably, known to you, will arrange, 
with any person you may appoint, the 
hour and place of our meeting. He 
is unacquainted with the grounds of 
my complaint against you, but he is 
satisfied of my honour : your second 
will, I presume, be the same with 
respect to yours. It is for me only 
to question the latter, and to declare 
you solemnly to be void alike of prin- 
ciple and courage, a villain, and a 
poltroon. 

"RhOINALD GLiiNVIlLB." 

"You are my earliest friend," said 
I, when I had read this soothing 
epistle; "and I will not flinch from 
the place you assign me : but I tell 
you &irly and frankly, that I would 
sooner cut off my right hand than 
suffer it to give this note to Sir John 
Tyrrell." 

Glanville made no answer; we walked 
on, till suddenly stopping, he said, "My 
carriage is at the comer of the street ; 
you must go instantly ; Tyrrell lodges 
at the Clarendon ; you will find me at 
home on your ToiiuTtL." 
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^ I pretsed his haad, and hnrried on 
my mission. It was, I own, ona peon- 
liarlj nnwelcoma and diapleasing. In 
the fimt place, I did not lore to be 
made a party in a bofiinesa of the 
nature of wfai^ I was so profbnndly 
ignorant. Secondly, if the affiur ter- 
minated fatally, the world would not 
lightly condemn me for conveying to 
a gentleman of birth and fortune, a 
letter bo insulting, and for causes of 
which I was so ignorant. Again, too, 
Glanville was more dear to me than 
any one, judging only of my external 
character, would suppose ; and, consti- 
tutionally indifferent as I am to dan- 
ger for myself, I trembled like a 
woman at the peril I was instru- 
mental in bringing upon him. But 
what weighed upon me &r more than 
any of these reflection^ was the recol- 
lection of Ellen. Should her brother 
&U in an engagement in which I was 
his supposed adviser, with what suc- 
cess could I hope for those feelings 
from her, which, at present, consti- 
tuted the tenderest and the brightest 
of my hopes 1 In the midst of these 
disagreeable ideas, the carriage stopped 
at the door of Tyrrell's Hotel 

The waiter said Sir John was in the 
coffee-room ; thither I immediately 
marched. Seated in the box nearest 
the fire sat Tyrrell, and two men of 
that old-fashioned rou6 set, whose 
members indulged in debauchery, as 
if it were an attribute of manliness, 
and esteemed it, as long as it were 
hearty and English^ rather a virtue to 
boast of, than a vice to disown. Tyrrell 
nodded to me £uuiliarly as I ap- 
proached him; and I saw; by the 
half-emptied bottles before him, and 
the fluidi of his sallow countenaiftee, 
that he had not been sparing of hia 
libations. I whispered that I wished 
to apeak to him on a subject of great 
importance ; he rose with much reluc- 
tanee. and^ after swallowing a large 
tumbler-fiill of port wine to fortify 
him for the task, he led the way to a 



small room, where ha Matadbiinielf, 
and asked me, with his naval miat Tt 

of blnntness and good-braediBg; tiba 
nature of my boainess. I made blm 
no r^ly: I oontented myaelf vitk 
placing Qlanville's bSM daw Ia liii 
hand. The room was dimity lighted 
with a single candle, and tiie small 
and capricious fire, near which the 
gambler was seated, threw its upward 
light, by starts and intervals, over the 
strong features and deep lines of his 
countenance. It would have been a 
study worthy of Bembrandt. 

I drew my chair near him, and half 
shading my eyes with my hand, sat 
down in silence to mark the eflEbct 
the letter would produce. l^^xTeU(I 
imagine) was a man originally of hard^ 
nerves, and had been thrown mvcoi 
into the various situations of life where 
the disguise of all outward emotion ia 
easily and insensibly taught,* but 
wheUier his frame had been shattered 
by his excesses, or that the inanlting 
language of the note touched hin to 
the quick, he seemed perfectly unable 
to govern his feelings; thelineawem 
written hastily, and the lighl^ aa I 
said before, was fiiint and imperfect 
and he was forced to pause over eaok 
word as he proceeded, so that "tbo 
iron" had full time to ** enter into Ua 
soul." 

Passion, however, developed itifilf 
differently in him than in Glanvilk : 
in the latter, it was a rapid tranaitioii 
of powerful feelings, one angiy ware 
dashing over another ; it was the iMtfk 
sion of a strong and keenly susceptible 
mind, to which eveiy atiag waa a 
dagger, and which used the force o£ 
a giant to dash away the insect whl^ 
attacked it. In l^rrrdl, it was paasldii 
acting on a calloua ndnd hnt a brokea 
firame— his hand ^ronblad violently'^ 
his roioe fiUtered-*he could soarody 
command the mosolea which eniiblea 
him to speak j but there watt no fiery 
start — ^no inolgnant burst— no flub* 
ing forth of the soul :— in him* it waa 
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the body oyercoming and paralysing 
the mind ; in Glanyille it was the mind 
goTeming and convulsing the body. 

" Mr. Pelham/' he said at last, after 
a few preliminary efforts to clear his 
voice, " this note requires some consi- 
deration. I know not at present 
whom to appoint as my second — ^will 
you call upon me early to-morrow 1" 

" I am sorry," said I, 'Hhat my sole 
instructions were to get an immediate 
answer from you* Surely either of 
the gentlemen I saw with you would 
officiate as your seoond 1 " 

n^yrrell made no reply for some 
moments. He was endeavouring to 
compose himself, and in some mea- 
sure he succeeded. He rused his 
head with a haughty ur of defiance, 
and tearing the paper deliberately, 
though still with uncertain and trem- 
bling fingers, he stamped his foot 
upon the atoms. 

"Tell your principal,'' said he, 
"that I retort upon him the foul and 
Mae words he has uttered against me; 
that I trample upon his assertions 
with the same soon I feel towards 
iiimself ; and that before this hour 
.to-morrow I wlU confront him to 
.death as through life. Eor the rest, 
Mr. Pelham, I cannot name my second 
till the morning; leave me your ad- 
dress, and you shall hear firom me 
before you are stirring. Have you 
iuiything farther with me ? " 

" Nothing," said I, laying my card 
on the table, "I have fi^filled the 
onost ungrat^ul charge ever intrusted 
to me. I wish you good night." 
, I reentered the carriage, and drove 
to GhmviUe's. I broke into the room 
jmther abruptly ; Glanville was lean- 
ing on the table, and gazing intently 
on a small miniatttre. A pistol-case 



lay beside him : one of the pistols in 
order for use, and the other still 
unarranged ; the room was, as usual, 
covered with books and papers, and 
on the costly cushions of Uie ottoman 
lay the large, black dog, which I 
remembered well as his companion of 
yore, and which he kept with him 
constantly, as the only thing in the 
world whose society he could at all 
times bear : the animal lay curled up, 
with its quick, black eye fixed watch- 
fully upon its master, and directly I 
entered, it uttered, though without 
moving, a low, warning growl. 

Glanville looked up, and in some 
confusion thrust the picture into a 
drawer of the table, and asked me 
my news. I told him word for word 
what had passed. Glanville set his 
teeth, and clenched his hand firmly ; 
and then, as if his anger was at once 
appeased, he suddenly changed the 
subject and tone of our conversation. 
He spoke with great cheerfulness and 
humour on the various topics of the 
day; touched upon politics; laughed 
at iford Guloseton, and seemed as 
indifferent and unconscious of the 
event of the morrow as my peculiar 
constitution would have rendered 
myself. 

When I rose to depart, for I had 
too great an interest in him to feel 
much for the subjects he conversed 
on, he said, "I shall write one line to 
my mother, and another to my poor 
sister ; you will deliver them if I fidl, 
for I have sworn that one of us shall 
not quit the ground alive. I shall be 
all impatience to know the hour you 
will arrange with Tyrrell's second. 
God bless you^ and &rewell for the 
present,** 
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CHAPTBR LX. 

Charge, Cbetter, charge t^MarmUm* 

Thongh this wu one of the first mtreantilt transaotions of my life, I had bo doubt 
aboat acquitting myself with reputation.— K^ear t(f Wak^eUL 



Thi next morning I was at break- 
fa/st, when a packet was brought me 
from Tyrrell; it contained a sealed 
letter to Glanville, and a brief note to 
myself. The latter I transcribe :— 

"My deab Sir, 
" The enclosed letter to Sir Reginald 
Glanville will explain my reasons for 
not keeping my pledge : suffice it to 
state to you, that they are such as 
wholly to exonerate me, and fairly to 
satisfy Sir Reginald. It will be use- 
less to call upon me; I leave town 
before you will receive this. Respect 
for myself obliges me to add that, 
although there are circumstances to 
forbid my meeting Sir Reginald Glan- 
ville, there are none to prevent my 
demanding satisfaction of any one, 
whoever he may he, who shall deem 
himself authorised to call my motives 
into question, 

"I hive the honour, &c. 

"John Tteebll." 

It was not till I had thrice read 
this letter that I could credit its con- 
tents. From all I had seen of Tyrrell's 
character, I had no reason to suspect 
him to be less courageous than the 
generality of worldly men. And 
yet, when I considered the violent 
language of Glanville's letter, and 
Tyrrell's apparent resolution the night 
before, I scarcely knew to what more 
honourable motive than the want of 
courage to attribute his conduct. 
However, I lost no time in despatch- 
ing the whole packet to Glanville, 



with a few lines from myself, saying I 
should call in an hour. 

When I fulfilled this promise, Glan- 
ville*B servant told me his master had 
gone out immediately on reading the 
letters I had sent, and had merely left 
word that he should not return home 
the whole day. That night he was to 
have brought an important motion 
before the House. A message frt>m 
him, pleading sudden and alarming 
illness, devolved this duty upon 
another member of his party. Lord 
Dawton was in despair; the motion 
was lost by a great majority; the 
papers, the whole of that week, were 
filled with the most triumphant abuse 
and ridicule of the Whigs. Never 
was that unhappy and persecuted 
party reduced to so low an ebb : never 
did there seem a fainter probability 
of their coming into power. Th^ 
appeared almost annihilated — a mere 
nominia umbra. 

On the eighth day from GlanviOe's 
disappearance, a sudden event in the 
cabinet threw the whole countiy into 
confusion ; the Tories trembled to the 
very soles of their easy slippers of 
sinecure and office ; the eyes of the 
public were turned to the Whigs; 
and chance seemed to effect in an 
instant that change in their fitvonr 
which all their toil, trouble, eloquence, 
and art, had been unable for so 
many years to render even a remote 
probability. 

But there was a strong though 
secret party in the state that, con- 
cealed under a general name, worked 
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only for a private end, and made a 
progreaa in number and respectability^ 
not the less sure for being but litUe 
BQspected. Foremost among the 
leaders of this party was Lord Yin- 
cent. Dawton, who regarded them 
with fear and Jealoni^, considered the 
struggle rather between them and 
himself^ than any longer between 
himself and the Tories; and strove, 
while it was yet time, to reinforce 
himself by a body of allies, wMch, 
should the contest really take place, 
might be certain of giving him the 
superiority. The ICaiquis of Chester 
was among the most powerful of ihe 
neutral noblemen: it was of the 
greatest importance to gain him to 
the cause. He was a sturdy, sporting, 



independent man, who lived chiefly 
in the country, and turned his ambi- 
tion rather towards promoting the 
excellence of quadrupeds, than the 
bad passions of men. To this per- 
sonage Lord Dawton implored me to 
be the bearer of a letter, and to aid, 
with all the dexterity in my power, 
the purpose it was intended to efiect. 
It was the most consequential mission 
yet intrusted to me, and I felt eager 
to turn my diplomatic energies to so 
good an account. Accordingly, one 
bright morning I wrapped myself 
cai^fblly in my cloak, placed my 
invaluable person safely in my car- 
riage, and set off to Chester Park, in 
the county of Suffolk. 



CHAPTER LXL 
Hino OinilNU blandis laUes venit— Viroil, Qeorg. 



I fHOULD have mentioned, that the 
day after I sent to Qlanville Tyrrell's 
conmiunication, I received a short and 
hurried note from the former, saying, 
that he had left London in pursuit of 
l^yrrell, and that he would not rest till 
he had brought him to account. In 
the hurry of the public events in 
which I had been of late so actively 
engaged, my mind had not had leisure 
to dwell much upon Glanville; but 
when I was alone in my carriage, that 
singular being, and the mysteiy which 
attended him, forced themselves upon 
my reflection, in spite of all the 
intportance of my mission. 

I was leaning back in my carriage, 
at (I think) Ware, while they were 
changing horses, when a voice, strongly 
associated with my meditations, struck 
upon my ear. I looked out, and saw 
Thornton standing in the yard, attired 
with all his original smartness of boot 
and breeches: he was employed in 



smoking a cigar, sipping brandy and 
water, and exercising his conversa- 
tional talents in a mixture of slang 
and jockeyism, addressed to two or 
three men of his own rank of life, and 
seemingly his companions. His brisk 
eye soon discovered me, and he swagw 
gered to the carriage door with that 
ineffiible assurance of manner which 
was so peculiarly his own. 

"Ah, ah, Mr. Pelham," said he, 
''going to Newmarket, I suppose? 
bound there myself — ^like to be found 
among my betters. Ha, ha — excuse a 
pun : what odds on the &vourite1 
What, you won't bet, Mr. Pelhami 
close and sly at present; well, the 
silent sow sups up aU ike hroth — 
eh !— " 

" 1 *m not going to Newmarket," I 
replied : '' I never attend races." 

" Indeed ! " answered Thornton. 
" Well, if I was as rich as you, I would 
soon xnake or spend a fortune on the 
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coune. 86«n Sir John Tyrrell 1 Hot 
He lA to be tiiere. Kotbing oan oare 
lum of gambling — ^what 'b bred in the 
bone, &0. Good day, Mr. Pelham — 
won't keep you aiyr longer — sharp 
flhower coming on. 'The devil will 
soon be basting his wife with a leg of 
mutton/ as the proverb gays: — ser- 
vant, Mr. Pelham." 

And at these words my post-boy 
started, and released me £rom my 
hSU noire, I spare my reader an 
account of my misoellaneons refleo- 
^lons on Thornton, Dawton, Vincent, 
politics, Ghmville, and EUen, and will 
land him, without further delay, at 
Cheater Park. 

I was ushered through a large oak 
hall of the reign of James the First, 
into a room strongly resembling the 
principal apartment of a club ; two or 
three round tables were covered with 
newspapers, journals, racing calendars, 
&c. An enormous fire-place was 
crowded with men of all ages, I had 
almost said, of all ranks] but, however 
various they might appear in their 
mien and attire, they were wholly of 
the patrician order. One thing, how- 
ever, in this room, belied its likeness 
to the apartment of a club, viz., a 
number of dogs, that li^ in scattered 
groups upon the floor. Before the 
windows were several horses, in body- 
clothBi, led to exercise upon a plain in 
the park, levelled as smootix ai a 
bowling-green at Putney; and, sta- 
tioned at an oriel window, in earnest 
attention to the scene without, were 
two men; the tallest of these waa 
Lord Chester. There was a stiffheas 
and inelefanoe in his address which 
prepossessed me strongly against him. 
" Lea manidrea que Vim neglige comma 
de petUes ehosee, aont aouveni ce gvi 
fait que lea hommea diddent de wma 
en lim <m e» maV * 



* « The waoners which one nogleoU as 
trifles, are often precisely that by which 
nen decide on yon laTOurably or fhe 



I had long sinee, when I was hi the 
University, been j^irodueed %9 Lord 
Cheater; but I had quite fbfgotleB 
hii person, and he the very olwi— i " 
stance. I said, in a low tone, thMl 
was the bearer of a letter of some in- 
portaaee from our mutaal frieaikl. 
Lord Dawton, and that I alMakl 
request the lumour of a private IsleP' 
view at Lord Chester^ first eosv^ 
nienoe. 

His lordship bowed, with aa eM 
mixture of the civility of a joekey 
and the hauteur of a head gfoom af 
the stud, and led the way to a amtXt 
i^Mrtmeint, which I aft eiwai ^ cttih 
oovered he called hk own. (I neiro^ 
could make out, by the way, why, Ik 
England, the very worst room in ih« 
house is always appropriated to the 
master of it, and di^iified by the 
appellation of "the gentleman's own.*^ 
I gave the Newmarket grandee the 
letter intended for him, and quietly 
seating myself, awaited the result. 

He read it through slowly and 
silently, and then, taking out a huge 
pocket-book, faVk of racing beta, iMraes' 
ages^ jockey opinions, and such Uk« 
memoranda, he placed it with mueli 
solemnity among this dignified eran- 
pany, and said, with a eold, but wouNI- 
be courteous air, "My friend. Lord 
Dawton, says you are entirely in hi* 
oonfidence, Mr. Pelham. I hope ymi 
will honour me with your oompanyai 
Chester Park for two or three days, 
during which time I shall have leisure 
to reply to Lord Dawton's letter. 
Will you take some rdteshment)" 

I answered the first sentenoe in the 
affirmative, and the latter in the ne^ 
tive ; and Lord Chester, thinking It 
perfectly unnecessary to trouble him- 
self with any further questions or 
remarks, which the whole Jockey ^b 
might not hear, took me baek into 
the room we had quitted, and left me 
to find, or make, whatever acquaint- 
ance I could. Pampered and spoiled 
as I was in the most difficult circles of 
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London, I was beyond measure indig- 
nant at the cavalier demeanour of tMs 
rustic thane, who, despite his mar- 
quisate and his acres, was not less 
below me in the aristocracy of ancient 
birth, than in that of cultivated intel- 
lect. I looked round the room, and 
did not recognise a being of my ac- 
quaintance : I seemed literally thrown 
into a new world : the veiy language 
Ir whidi the eonversation waa held, 
aoMM^ed »tnng« to my Mur. I had 
ilva^tranagressed my g«nerai mle of 
kftQwing all m«a in all grades, in the 
ma^ roapoet of ipoHing dtaraden : 
ih^ wert a apedM of bipeds that I 
YOidd aever reoogniae as MonglAg to 
thA human raoo. Alaa ! I now fonnd 
the hitter ^Kieto ef not following mj 
usual maxims. It is a daogerona 
thing to encourage too greata diadain 
ef ene*a in%iora : pride mnat hare a 

Afler I had been a whole quarter of 
an hour in this atrange ]^ace> my 
Mlw geniua eame to my aid.. Sinoe 
I Iraiid no society among the two- 
legged bratea, Itumedto tiie quadru- 
peds. At one comer of the room lay 
a blaek terrier of the true English 
toeed ; at another was aahort, sturdy, 
wiiyene^oftheSootoh. I aoon formed 
a fiiendi^p with eaeh of theae ocHitne 
JhlUi, (little bodiea with great aoula), 
aa4 then by degreea alluring them 
from their retreat to the centre of the 



room, I fiiirly endeavoured to set them 
by the ears. Thanks to the national 
antipathy, I succeeded to my heart's 
content. The contest soon aroused 
the other individuals of the genus — 
up they started from their repose, like 
Boderic Dhu's meny men, and incon- 
tinently flocked to tiie scene of battle. 
The example became contagious. In 
a veiy few moments, the whole room 
was a scene of uproarious confuwon ; 
the beasts yelled, and bit, and strug- 
gled with Uie moat delectfl^le ferocity. 
To add to the effect, the varioua 
owners of the dogs crowded round — 
some to stimulate, others to ai^peaae, 
the fuiy of the combatants. At length, 
the conflict was aaauaged. By dint of 
blows, and kioka, and remonatrancea 
from their dignified proprietors, the 
dogs slowly withdrew, one with the 
loaa of half an ear, another with a 
mouth increased by one-half of ita 
natural dimensions, and, in short, 
every one of the combatants with some 
token of the severity of the conflict. 
I did not wait for the thunder-storm 
I foresaw in the inquiry aa to the 
origin of the war : I rose with a noth 
dialant yawn of ennui, marched out 
of the apartment, caUed a servant, 
demanded my own room, repaired to 
it, and immersed the internal facultiea 
of my head in MigneVa Histoiy of the 
Revolution, while Bedoa busied himself 
in ita outward embelliahment. 
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CHAPTER LXIL 



Noster ludos, speetaTent tink, 



Liuerat in oampo. Fortune fllios, omnM.*— Hon. 



I i>ii» not leave my room till the 
first dimier-bell had ceased a sufficient 
time to allow me the pleasing hope 
that I shonld have but a few moments 
to wait in the drawing-room, pre- 
Tiously to the grand epoch and cere- 
mony of an European day. The 
manner most natural to me, is one 
rather open and easy; but I pique 
myself peculiarly upon a certain 
(though occasiooal,) air which keeps 
impertinence aloo£ Thisdaylassumed 
a double quantum of dignity, in enter- 
ing a room which I well knew would 
not be filled with my admirers ; there 
were a few women round Lady Chester, 
and, as I always feel reassured by & 
sight of the dear sex, I walked towards 
them. 

Judge of my delight, when I dis- 
covered, amongst the group. Lady 
Harriet Garrett. It is true that I 
had no particular predilection for that 
lady ; but the sight of a negress I had 
seen before, I should have hailed with 
rapture in so desolate and inhospitable 
a place. If my pleasure at seeing 
Lady Harriet was great, her's seemed 
equally so at receiving my salutation. 
She asked me if I knew Lady Chester 
^and on my negative reply, imme- 
diately introduced me to that per- 
sonage. I now found myself quite at 
home ; my spirits rose, and I exerted 
eveiy nerve to be as charming as pos- 
sible. — In youth, to endeavour is to 
succeed. 

I gave a most animated account of 
the canine battle. Interspersed with 
various sarcasms on the owners of the 
combatants, which were by no means 



ill-received either by the marrliltWMwl 
or her companions ; and, in hat, irlicfE 
the dinner was announced, tluj all 
rose in a mirth sufficiently imxe- 
strained to be anything but patrieiaa : 
for my part, I ofibred my aim to 
Lady Harriel^ and paid her as many 
compliments on crossing the suite 
that led to the dining-room, as would 
have turned a much wiser head than 
her ladyship's. 

The dinner went off agreeaU|y 
enough, as long as the women stayei^ 
but the moment they quitted the 
room, I experienced exactly the same 
feeling known unto a mother's darling, 
left for the first time at that strange^ 
cold, comfortless place— -ydeped a 
school. 

I was not, however, in a mood to 
suffer my flowers of oratory to blush 
unseen. Besides, it was absolutely 
necessary that I should make a better 
impression upon my host. I leant, 
therefore, across the table, and listened 
eagerly to the various conversations 
afloat: at last I perceived on the 
opposite side Sir Lionel Garrett, a 
personage whom I had not before 
even inquired after, or thought ofl 
He was busily and noisily employed 
in discussing the game-laws. Thank 
Heaven, thought I, I shall be on firm 
ground there. The general interest 
of the subject, and the loudness with 
which it was debated, soon drew all 
the scattered conversation into one 

lOCUS 

"What!" said Sir Lionel, in a 
high voice, to a modest, shrinking 
youth, probably from Cambridge, who 
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bad sapported the liberal side of the 
qaestioii— ''wbatl are our interests 
to be 'Mner consulted 1 Are we to 
bare our only amusement taken awa j 
from US t Wbat do yon imagine brings 
countiy gentlemen to tbeir seats t Do 
yon not know; sir, tbe vast importance 
onr residence at our country bouses is 
to tbe nation) Destroy tbe game- 
laws, and you destroy our very exist- 
enoe as a people 1" 

« Now," tbougbt I, " it is my time." 
"Sir Lionel," said I, speaking almost 
from one end of tbe table to l^^e otber, 
"I perfectly agree witb your senti- 
ments ; I am entirely of opinion, first, 
tbat it is absolutely necessary for tbe 
safety of tbe nation tbat game sbould 
be presenred; secondly, tbat if you 
take away game you take away coun- 
try gentlemen: no two propositions 
ean be clearer tban tbese ; but I do 
differ from you witb respect to tbe 
intended alterations. Let us put 
wbolly out of tbe question, tbe inte- 
rests of tbe poor people, or of society 
at large: tbose are minor matters, 
not worthy of a moment's considera- 
tion; let us only see bow &r cur 
interests as sportsmen will be affected. 
I tbink by a very few words I can 
clearly prove to you, tbat tbe pro- 
posed alterations will make us mucb 
better off tban we are at present." 

I tben entered sbortly, yet fully 
enougb, into the nature of tbe laws as 
they now stood, and as they were 
intended to be changed. I firet spoke 
of tbe two gpreat disadvantages of the 
present system to countiy gentlemen ; 
viz. in the number of poachers, and 
the expense of preserving. Observ- 
ing that I was generally and atten- 
tively listened to, I dwelt upon these 
two points with much pathetic 
energy ; and having paused till I had 
got Sir Lionel and one or two of bis 
supporters to confess tbat it would be 
highly desirable tbat these defects 
should, if possible, be remedied, I 
proceeded to show bow, and in wbat 



manner it was possible. I argued, 
tbat to effect this possibility was the 
exact object of the alterations sug* 
gested ; I anticipated tbe objections ; 
I answered tbe^i in tbe form of pro- 
positions as clearly and concisely 
stated as possible; and as I spoke 
with great civility and conciliation, 
and put aside every appearance of 
care for any human being in the 
world who was not possessed of a 
qualification, I perceived at the con- 
clusion of my harangue that I bad 
made a veiy &vourab]e impression. 
That evening completed my triumph : 
for Lady Chester and Lady Harriet 
made so good a stoiy of my adven- 
ture with the dogs, that the matter 
passed off as a fimious joke, and I was 
soon considered by tbe whole knot as 
a devilish amusing, good-natured, sen- 
sible fellow. So true is it tbat there 
is no situation which a littie tact 
cannot turn to our own account: 
manage yourse^ well, and you may 
manage all the world. 

As for Lord Chester, I soon won 
his heart by a few feats of horseman- 
ship, and a few extempore inventions 
respecting the sagacity of dogs. Three 
days after my arrival we became inse- 
parable ; and I made such good use 
of my time, that in two more, he 
spoke to me of bis friendship for 
Dawton, and his wish for a dukedom. 
These motives it was easy enough to 
unite, and at last he promised me that 
bis answer to my principal should be 
as acquiescent as I could desire ; the 
morning after this promise com- 
menced tJie great day at Newmarket. 

Our whole party were of course 
bound to the race-ground, and with 
great reluctance I was pressed into 
the service. We were not many miles 
distant frx>m the course, and Lord 
Chester mounted me on one of bis 
horses. Our shortest way lay through 
rather an intricate series of cross 
roads : and as I was very littie inter- 
ested in the conversation of my com- 
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pftiu<mi, I paid more attrition to the 
ieen«7 we peMed, tlum is my custom- 
uej wont : for I study Nature rather 
in men than fields, and find no hmd- 
scape afford sneh variety to the eye^ 
and such subject to the contempla- 
tion, as the inequalities of the human 
heart 

But there were to be fearful circum- 
stances hereafter, to stamp forcibly 
i^Km my remembrance some traces of 
the scenery which now courted and 
arrested my view. The chief charac- 
teristics of the country were broad, 
dreary plains, diversifieid at times by 
dark plantations of fir and larch ; the 
road was rough and stony, and here 
and there a melancholy riynlet, swelled 
by the first rains of spring, oroesed 
our path, and lost itself in the rank 
weeds of some inheritable marsh. 

About six miles from Chester Park, 
to the left of the road, stood an old 
house with a new &oe; the brown, 
time-honoured bricks which composed 
the fabric, were strongly contrasted 
by large Venetian windows newly 
inserted in frames of the most ostenta- 
tious white. A smart, green veranday 
scarcely finished, ran along the low 
portico, and formed the termination 
to two thin rows of meagre and 
dwarfish sycamores, which did duty 
for an avenue, and were bounded on 
the roadside by a spruce white gate, 
and a sprucer lodge, so moderate in 
its dimensions, that it would scarcely 
hare boiled a turnip t— if a rat had 
got into it, he might have run away 
with it! The ground was dug in 
various places, as if for the purpose of 
further improvements, and here and 
there a sickly little tree was carefully 
hurdled round, and seemed pining 
its puny heart out at the confine- 
ment 

In spite of all these well-judged and 
well-thriTing graces of art, there was 
such a comfortless and desolate appear- 
ance about the place, that it quite 
froae one to look at it ; to be sure, a 



damp marsh on one Me, $mA tlM^ 
skeleton rafters and beams of «ii <M 
stable <m the other, baoked by a Ibir 
dull and sulky-looking tr-tito», mlglKl 
in some measure create, or si letil 
considerably add io, the intaeilWUo 
cheertessness of the Umt e mmMi, 
While I was cuilously tmmjiag ^b» 
various parts of this northMm ^J>#> 
licei/* and marvelling at the eholee o# 
two crows who were slowly walUl^ 
over the unwholesome gronnd, Instead 
of making all pcesible use of ^e blaA' 
wings with which Pirovidenee htA 
gifted them, I perceived two men te 
horseback wind roand tnm the teA 
part of the building, and ptoceed is* 
brisk trot down the avenue. We had 
not advanced many paces before the^ 
overtook us; the foremost of then 
turned round as he passed me^ and 
pulling up his horse abmpily, dk^^' 
covered to my dismayed view tHe' 
features of Mr. Thornton. "S^Mag 
abashed by the slightness of my boH^ 
or the grave stares of my lordly cMa- 
panions, who never forgot Hhe dSgfdtjp 
of their birth, in spite <^ the vulga- 
rity of their tastes, l^omton inBtantl^ 
and fomiliarly aoeosted me. 

<'Told you so, Mr. Pelham— ^sAM 
80w,.S^ — Sure I should have tho 
pleasure of seeing you, thon|^ jom 
kept it so snug. Well, will yon bel 
now t No I — Ah, you *re a sly one. 
Staying here at that mn-loohlfH^ hoaso 
— ^belongs to Dawson, an old fHend ef 
mine— «hall be happy to Inlrodnee 
you!" 

•'Sir," sidd I, abruptly, «you are 
too good. Permit me to requesi 
that you will rejoin your friend Ml*. 
Dawson." 

''Oh,** said the imperftarbahle 
Thornton, ''it does net rigniQr; ho 
won't be affironted at my lagglnir^ 
a little. However,* (and here ho 
caught my eye, which was asfwwning 
a sternness that perhaps Httle pleasai 
him,) *' however, as it gets ktte, and 
my mare Is none of the best, I*n. 



OR, ADYENTURES OF A GENTLEMAN. 



171 



vith ;qu good naonung. With these 
words Tho^xto^ pui Bpois to his 
l^rse and trotted cC 

^Who tho ctenl hft?o you got 
there, Pelham \" said Lord Chester. 

"A persoBf*' md. I, "who picked 
me rxp ftt Paris, and ^isists on the 
right of ' treasure trove ' to elaim me 
in England. But will you let me 
ask, in my t«m> whom liiat qheerful 
mansion wo have jnst kft^ belongs 
tol" 

" To ft Mr. Dawson, whose &ther 
Tias a gentleman firmer who bred 
horses, a yexy reapeetable person^ — 
/or I made one or two excellent 
baigainB with him. The son was 
alwi^s on the ti;irf and contracted the 
worst of its habits. He bears but a 
reiy indifferent character, and will 
probably become a complete black- 
leg. He married, a short time since, 
t^ woman of some fortune, and I sup- 
pose it is her taste which has so 
altered and modernised his house. 
Gome, gentlemen, we are on even 
ground, shall we trotl" 

We proceeded but a few yards 
before we were again stopped by a 
precipitous ascent, and as Lord 
Ohester was then earnestly engaged 
in praising his hone to one of the 
cftTalcade, I had time to remark the 
q>ot. At the loot of the hill we were 
about slowly to ascend, was a broad, 
unenclosed patch of waste land ; a 
heron, flapping its enormous wings as 
it 109^ directed my attention to a 
pool oTorgrown with rushes, and half- 
sheltored on one side by a decayed 
lore^ which, if one might judge from 
tho breadth and hollownesa of its 
trank, had been a refuge to the wild 
bird, and a shelter to the wild cattle, 
at ft time when such were the only 
inttuden upon its hospitsdity; and 
when tho country, for milea and 
leagues round, was honoured by as 
lit^Es of man's care and cultiTation as 
was at present the rank waste which 
still nourished the gnarled and yener- 



aide roots of that single tree. TheM 
was something remarkably singular 
and grotesque in the shi^ and sinuo- 
sity of its naked and spectral branches; 
two of exceeding length stretched 
themselyes forth, in the yery sem- 
blance of arms held out in the attii 
tude of supplication ; and the bend of 
the trunk oyer the desolate pond, the 
form of the hoary and blasted summit^ 
and the hollow trunk half riyen 
asunder in the shape of limbs, seemed 
to &your the gigantic deception. 
You might haye imagined it an ante- 
diluyian transformation, or a daughter 
of the Titan race, preserying, in her 
metamorphosis, her attitude of en- 
treaty to the merciless Olympian. 

This was the only tree yisible ; for 
a turn of the road, and the aneyen- 
ness of the ground, completely yeiled 
the house we had passed, and the fSew 
low firs and sycamores which made its 
only plantations. The sullen pool — 
its ghost-like guardian — ^the dreary 
heath around, the rude features of the 
country beyond, and the apparent 
absence of aU human habitation, con- 
spired to make a scene of the most 
dispiriting and striking desolation. 
I know not how to account for it, but, 
as I gazed around in silence, the whole 
place appeared to grow over my mind, 
as one which I had seen, though dimly 
and drearily, as in a dream, befSore ; 
and a nameless and unaccountable 
presentiment of fear and eyil sank like 
ice into my heart. We ascended the 
hill, and, the rest of the road being of 
a kind better adapted to expedition, 
we mended our pace and soon arrived 
at the goal of our journey. 

The race-ground had its customary 
complement of knaves and fools — ^the 
dupers and the duped. Poor Lady 
Chester, who had proceeded to the 
ground by the high road (for the way 
we had chosen was inaccessible to 
those who ride in chariots, and whose 
charioteers are set up in high places,) 
was driving to and firo, the very picture 



172 



PELHAM ; 



of cold and discomfort ; and the few 
solitary caniiges which honoured 
the course, looked as miserable as if 
they were witnessing the foneral of 
their owners' persons, rather than 
the peril of their characters and 
pnrses. 

As we rode along to the betting- 
post^ Sir John Tyrrell passed us: 
Lord Chester accosted him famHiariy, 
and the baronet joined us. He had 
been an old yotaiy of the turf in his 
younger days, and he still presenred 
all his ancient predilection in its 
fiiYOur. 

It seemed that Chester had not 
met him for many years, and after a 
short and characteristic conversation 
of " Ood bless me, how long unce I 
saw you! — ^good horse you're on;— 
you look thin ; — admirable condition; 
— what have you been doing 1 — grand 
action;— a'n't we behind hand] — 
jGeuuous fore-hand; — recollect old 
Queensbnry) — ^hot in the month; — 
gone to the devil; — what are the 
oddsT' Lord Chester asked Tyrrell 
to go home with us. The invitation 
was readily accepted. 

'* With imiKitenoe of will 
We wheel, though ghastly shadows interpose 
Round us, and round each other.*** 

Kow, then, arose the noise, the 
clatter, the swearing, the lying, the 
pequry, the cheating, the crowd, the 
bustle, the hurry, the rush, the heat, 
the ardour, the impatience, the hope, 
the terror, the rapture, the agony of 
the RACE. The instant the first heat 
was over, one asked me one thing, 
one bellowed another ; I fled to Lord 
Chester; he did not heed me. I took 
refuge with the marchioness ; she was 
as sullen as an east wind could make 
her. Lady Harriet would talk of 
nothing but the horses: Sir Lionel 
would not talk at alL I was in the 
lowest pit of despondency, and the 



«ShcUey. 



devils that kept me there were as blue 
as Lady Chester's nose. Silent, sad, 
sorrowful, and sulky, I rode away 
from the crowd, and moralised on its 
vicious propensities. One g^ws mar- 
vellously honest when the species of 
cheating before us is not suited to 
one's sell Fortunately, my better 
angel reminded me, that about the 
distance of three miles frt>m the course 
lived an old college friend, blessed, 
since we had met, with a parsonage 
and a wife. I knew his tastes too 
well to imagine that any allurement 
of an equestrian nature could have 
seduced him from the ease of his 
library and the dignity of his books; 
and hoping, therefore, that I should 
find him at home, I turned my horse's 
head in an opposite direction, and, re- 
joiced at the idea of my escape, bade 
adieu to the course. 

As I cantered across, the fiur end of 
the heath, my horse started frt>m an 
object upon the ground ; it was a man 
wrapped frt>m head to foot in a long 
horseman's cloak, and so well guarded 
as to the face, from the raw incle- 
mency of the day, that I could not 
catch even a glimpse of the features, 
through the hat and neck-shawl which 
concealed them. The head was turned, 
with apparent anxiety, towards the 
distant throng; and imagining the 
man belonging to the lower ordersj, 
with whom I am always familiar, I 
addressed to him, en passant, some 
trifling remark on the event of the 
race. He made no answer. There was 
something about him which induced 
me to look back several moments 
after I had left him behind. He had 
not moved an inch. There is such 
a certain uncomfortableness always 
occasioned to the mind by stillness 
and mystery united, that even the dis- 
guising garb, and motionless silence 
of the man, innocent as I thought 
they must have been, impressed them- 
selves disagreeably on my meditaUons 
as I rode briskly on. 
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It 18 my maziiii never to be unplea- 
santly employed, eyen in thonghty if 
I can help it ; aooordiagly I changed 
the course of my r^ection, and 



amused myself with wondering how 
matrimony and clerical dignity sat 
on the indolent shoulders of my old 
acquaintance. 



CHAPTER LXIII, 

And as for me, tho' that I can bat lite 

On bookte for me to read, I me delight. 

And to hem give I faith and full crMenoe , 

And in mine heart haye hem in reverenoe. 

So heartily that there is gamfe none. 

That fro* my bookie maketh me to gone.— Chauckr. 



CHaisTOPHXB Cluttibbvck was a 
common indiyidual of a common 
order, but little known in this busy 
and toiling world. I cannot flatter 
myself that I am about to present to 
your notice that rara avis, a new 
character — yet there is something 
interesting, and even unhackneyed, 
in the retired and simple class to 
which he belongs : and before I proceed 
to a darker period in my memoirs, I 
feel a calm and tranquillising pleasure 
in the rest which a brief and imperfect 
delineation of my college companion 
affords me. My friend came up to 
the University with the learning 
which one about to quit the world 
might, with credit, have boasted of 
possessing, and the simplicity which 
one about to enter it would have been 
ashamed to confess. Quiet and shy, 
in his habits and his manners, he was 
never seen out of the precincts of his 
apartment, except in obedience to the 
•tated calls of dinner, lectures, and 
chapel. Then his smtJl and stooping 
form might be marked, crossing the 
quadrangle with a hurried step, and 
cautiously avoiding the smallest blade 
of the barren grass-plots, which are 
forbidden ground to the feet of all 
the lower orders of the collegiate 
oligarchy. Many were the smiles and 
the jeers, from the worse natured 
and better appointed students, who 



loitered idly along the court, at the 
rude garb and saturnine appearance 
of the humble under-graduate ; and 
the calm countenance of the grave, 
but amiable man, who then bore the 
honour and ontu of mathematical 
lecturer at our college, would soften 
into a glance of mingled approbation 
and pity, as he noted the eagerness 
which spoke from the wan cheek and 
emaciated frame of the ablest of his 
pupils, hurrying — after each legiti- 
mate interruption — ^to the eigoyment 
of the crabbed characters and worm- 
worn volumes, which contained for 
him all the seductions of pleasure, 
and all the temptations of youth. 

It is a melancholy thing, which 
none but those educated at a college 
can understand, to see the debilitated 
frames of the aspirants for academical 
honours; to mark the prime — the 
verdure— the glory — ^the life— of life 
wasted irrevocably away in a labor 
ineptiarum, which brings no harvest 
either to others or themselves. For 
the poet, the philosopher, the man of 
science, we can appreciate the recom- 
pense if we commiserate the sacrifice; 
frt)m the darkness of their retreat 
there goes a light — ^frt)m the silence 
of their studies there issues a voice, — 
to illumine or convince. We can 
imagine them looking from their 
privations to the &r visions of the 
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fhinrdyftiid hogging to their Yatain, 
in the strength of no unnatoral vuiity, 
the reward which th^ laboun are 
certain hereafter to obts^ To thoee 
who can anticipate the vast dominions 
of immortality amongmen, what boots 
the sterility of the cabined and petty 
present ? But the mere man of lan- 
guages and learning — the machine of 
a memory heavily but unprofitably 
employed — the Columbus wasting at 
the galley oar the energies which 
should have discovered a world — for 
him there is no day-dream of the 
future^ no grasp at the immortality 
of fame. Beyond the walls of his 
narrow room he knows no object; 
beyond i^e elucidation of a dead 
tongue he indulges no ambition ; his 
life is one long school-day of lexicons 
and grammars — a Fabric of Ice, cau- 
tiously excluded from a single sun- 
beam — elaborately useless, ingeniously 
nnprofitable ; and leaving, at the 
moment it melts away, not a single 
trace of the space it occupied, or the 
labour it cost. 

At the time I went to the Univer^ 
fiity, my poor collegian had attained 
an the honours his employment could 
ever procure him. He had been a Pitt 
scholar; he was a senior wrangler, 
and a Fellow of his college. It often 
happened that I found myself next to 
him at dinner, and I was struck by 
his abstinence, and pleased with his 
modesty, despite the gaucherie of his 
manner, and the fashion of his garb. 
By degrees I insinuated myself Snto 
his acquaintance ; uid as t had always 
some love of scholastic lore, I took 
f^quent opportunities of conrersing 
with him upon Horace, and consulting 
Mm upon Lucian. 

Many a dim twilight hare we sat 
together, reviving each other's recol- 
lection, and occasionally relaxing into 
the grave amusement of capping 
verses. Then, if by any chance my 
ingenuity or memory enabled me to 
puzzle my companion, his good tem- 



per would lose itself in » quaint 
pettiahnees, or he woold httrl agaiml 
me some line of Aristophanea, and ifek 
me, with a raised voioe, and arcbtd 
brow, to give him a fitting answer to 
that But if, as was much more fre- 
quently the case, he fairly ran me 
down into a pause and confession of 
inability, he would rub his hands with 
a strange chuckle, and offer me, in 
the bounteousness of his heart, to 
read aloud a Greek Ode of his own, 
while he U-eated me '' to a dish of 
tea." There was much in the good 
man's innocence, and guilelessness of 
soul, which made me love him, and I 
did not rest till I had procured him, 
before I left the University, the lirisf 
which he now held. Since then, 1^ 
had married the daughter of a neigh* 
bouring clergyman, an event of wtleli 
he had duly informed me ; but, thosgll 
this great step in the life of '^ a read- 
ing man " had not taken place many 
months since, I had completely, after 
a hearty wish for his domestic hi^ 
piness, consigned it to a dormant 
place in my recollection. 

The house which I now began t6 
approach was small, but comfortable t 
perhaps there was something melan- 
choly in the old-fashioned hedges, 
cut and trimmed with mathematibsal 
precision, which surrounded the glabe^ 
as well as in the heavy architectnn 
and dingy bricks of the reverend 
recluse's habitation. To make amends 
for this, there was also something 
peculiarly still and placid about th« 
appearance ot the house, which must 
have suited well the tastes and haUtS 
of the owner. A small, formal lawn 
was adorned with a squaro fish-pond, 
bricked round, and covered wit& the 
green weepings of four willows, which 
drooped over it firom their station at 
each comer. At the opposite side of 
this Pierian reservoir, was a hermi- 
tage, or arbour of laurols, shaped in 
the stiff rusticity of the Dutch school, 
in the prevalence of which ii mi 
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ptfAsfMypleaiAA.; beUnd this aarfoour, 
the grotund) after a fliiglil railing^ 
terminated hi aa orehard. 
• Ue eo&nd I eiidted from the gate 
Ml seemed to ring Uirongk that 
reHred ^htee idth singular shrill- 
teSs J and I obserred at the opposite 
window, all that bustle of drawing 
onrtainB, {weping feces, and hasty 
retreats, which denote fbmale anxiety 
and p^leidty, at the unexpected 
appfoaeh of a stranger. 

After some time the parson^l single 
se^^vaiit, a middle-aged, eiorenly man, 
in a loose fh>ck, and grey kerseymere 
nondescripts, opened the gate, and 
Inficnrmed me that his master toa« at 
home. With a few earnest admoni- 
tions to my admitter— who was, like 
the domestics of many richer men, 
both groom and ralet — respecting the 
safety of my borrowed horse, I en- 
tered the house : the servant did not 
think it necessary to inquire my 
name, but threw open the door of the 
study, with the brief introduction of 
— " A gentleman, sir." 

Clutterbuck was standing, with his 
back towards me, upon a pair of 
library steps, tundng over some 
dusky yolumes; imd below stood a 
I>ale, cadaverous youth, with a set 
and serious countenance, that bore no 
small likeness to Clutterbnek himself. 

'*M(m Diett," thought I, "he 
eannot have made such good use of 
his matrimonial state as to have 
raised this lanky impression of him- 
self in the spaoe of seven months ! " 
The good man turned round, and 
almost fell off the steps wiUi the 
iMrvous shock of beholding me so 
near him; he deseeaeided with pre- 
dpitation, and shook me so wannly 
and l^htly by the hand, that he 
brought teen into my eyes, as well as 
ysown. 

** Gently, my good friend," said !->- 
•'jpofce, prteor, or yon will force me 
to iikf, '^fma %md amlbo, Rentes 
Talido eonnead ftedere.' " 



Clutterbhck's eyes watered still 
more, when he heard the grateful 
sounds of what to him was the 
mother tongue. He surveyed me 
flrom head to foot with an air of 
benign and fa^eriy complacency, 
and dragging forth from its sullen 
rest a large ann-disir, on whose 
cushions of rusty horse-hair sat an 
eternal cloud of classic dust, too 
sacred to be disturbed, he pltemped 
me down upon it, before I was aware 
of the cruel hoiq>itidity. 

** Oh ! my nether garments," thought 
I. '* Quamkw wdor inerit Bedoao, to 
restore you to your pristine purity ! " 

'' But, whence come you ] " said 
my host, who cherished rather a 
formal and antiquated method- of 
speeeh, 

''From the Pythian games," said 
I; ''the campus hight Newmarket. 
Do I see right, or is not yon inngnU 
juvmU marvellously like you ? Of a 
surety he rivals the Titans, if he is 
(mly a seven months' child 1 " 

"Now, truly, my worthy friend," 
answered Clutterbuck, "you indulge 
in jesting ! The boy is my nephew^ 
a goodly child, and a painstaking. 
I hope he will l^irive at our gentle 
mother. He goes to Trinity next 
October. Benjamin Jeremiah, my 
lad, this is my worthy friend and 
benefiActor, of whom I have often 
spoken; go, and order him of our 
best — ^he will partake of our repast I" 

" No, really," I began ; but Chittw^ 
buck gently plaeed the hand, whose 
strength of affection I had already so 
forcibly experienced, upon my mouth. 
"Pardon me, my friend," said he. 
"No strtmffsr shoold depart till he 
had broken bread with us; how maak 
more then a friend ! Qo^ Benjamin 
Jeremiah, and tell your aunt that 
Mr. Pelham will dine with us; and 
order, frifthennore, that the ban^ of 
oysters sent nnto us as a present, by 
my worthy friend Dr. Swallow'em, be 
dressed ik the frMhion that seemeth 
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best ; they are a claagic dainty, and 
we shall think of oar great masters 
the ancients whilst we devour them. 
And — stop, Benjamin Jeremiah, see 
that we. have the wine with the black 
seal ; and — now — go, Benjamin 
Jeremiah I " 

" Well, my old friend," said I, when 
the door closed npon the sallow and 
smileless nephew, " how do you love 
the connubial yoke? Do you give 
the same advice as Socrates t I hope, 
at least, it is not from the same 
experience." 

" Hem ! " answered the grave Chris- 
topher, in a tone that struck me as 
somewhat nervous and uneasy, "you 
are become quite a humourist since 
we parted. I suppose you have been 
warming your wit by the lambent 
fires of Horace and Aristophanes ! " 

"No," said I, "the Uving allow 
those whose toilsome lot it is to mix 
constantly with them, but little time 
to study the monuments of the dead. 
But, in sober earnest, are you as 
happy as I wish you 1 " 

Clutterbuck looked down for a 
moment, and then, turning towards 
the table, laid one hand upon a 
manuscript, and pointed with the 
other to his books. "With this 
society," said he, "how can I be 
otherwise?" 

I gave him no reply, but put my 
hand upon his manuscript. He made 
a modest and coy effort to detain it, 
but I knew that writers were like 
women, and, making use of no dis- 
pleasing force, I possessed myself of 
the paper. 

■ It was a treatise on the Greek par- 
ticiple. My heart sickened within 
me'; but, as I caught the eager 
glance of the poor author, I brightened 
up my countenance into an expression 
of pleasure, and appeared to read 
and comment upon the diffieiles nugce 
with an interest commensurate to his 
own. Meanwhile the youth returned. 
He had much of that delicacy of 



sentiment which always aco(nnpuiiM 
mental cultivation, of whatever sort 
it may be. He went» with a scarlet 
blush over his thin face, to his uncle, 
and whispered something in his earv 
which, from the angry embarraennent 
it appeared to occasion, I was at no 
loss to divine. 

" Come," said I, " we are too long 
acquainted for ceremony. Your phr 
cens uxor, like all ladies in the same 
predicament, thinks your invitation a 
little unadvised ; and, in real earnest^ 
I have so long a ride to perform, 
that I would rather eat your oysters 
another day ! ** 

" No, no," said Clutterbuck, with 
greater eagerness than his even tem- 
perament was often hurried into 
betraying — "no, I will go and reason 
with her myself. * Wives, obey your 
husbands,' saith the preacher ! " And 
the quondam senior wrangler almost 
upset his chair in the perturbation 
with which he arose from* it. 

I laid my hand upon him. " Let 
me go myself," said I, " since you wiH 
have me dine with you. 'The sex 
IB ever to a stranger kind,' and I shall 
probably be more persuasive than 
you, in despite of your legitimate 
authority." 

So saying, I left the room, with n 
curiosity more painful than pleasing, 
to see the collegian's wife. I arrest^ 
the man servant, and ordered him to 
usher and announce me. 

I was led instanter into the apart- 
ment where I had discovered all the 
signs of female inquisitiveness, which 
I have before detailed. There I dis- 
covered a small woman, in a robe 
equally slatternly and fine, with a 
sharp pointed nose, small, cold, grey 
eyes, and a complexion high towards 
the cheek bones, but waxing of a light 
green before it reached the wide and 
querulous mouth, which, well I ween, 
seldom opened to smile upon the 
unfortunate possessor of her charms. 
She, like the Bev. Christopher, was 
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not without her companions; a tall 
meagre woman^ of advanced age, and 
a girl, some years younger than her- 
selt^ were introduced to me as her 
mother and sister.' 

My entr€ occasioned no little con- 
fusion, but I knew well how to remedy 
that. I held out my hand so cordi- 
ally to the wife, that I enticed, though 
with evident reluctance, two bony 
fingers into my own, which I did not 
dismiss without a most mollifying 
and affectionate squeeze; and draw- 
ing my chair close towards her, began 
conversing as familiarly as if I had 
known the whole triad for years. I 
declared my joy at seeing my old 
friend so happily settled — commented 
on the improvement of his looks — 
ventured a sly joke at the good effects 
of matrimony — upraised a cat couchant, 
worked in worsted by the venerable 
hand of the eldest matron — offered to 
procure her a real cat of the true 
Persian breed, black ears four inches 
long, with a tail like a squirrel's; 
and then slid, all at once, into the 
unauthorised invitation of the good 
man of the house. 

" Clutterbuck," said I, "has asked 
me very warmly to stay dinner ; but, 
before I accepted his offer, I insisted 
upon coming to see how far it was 
confirmed by you. Gentlemen, you 
are aware, my dear Madam, know 
nothing of these matters, and I never 
accept a married man's invitation till 
it has the sanction of his lady ; I have 
an example of that at home. My 
mother (Lady Frances) is the best- 
tempered woman in the world: but 
my father could no more take the 
liberty (for I may truly call it such) 
to ask even his oldest friend to dinner, 
without consulting the mistress of the 
house, than he could think of flying. 
Ko one (says my mother, and she says 
what is very true), can tell about the 
household affairs, but those who have 
the management of them ; and in pur- 
suance of this aphorism^ I dare not 
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accept any invitation in this house, 
except from its mistress." 

"Really," said Mrs. Clutterbuck, 
colouring, with mingled embarrass- 
ment and giatification, " you are very 
considerate and polite, Mr. Pelham : 
I only wish Mr. Clutterbuck paid half 
your attention to these things; nobody 
can tell the trouble and inconvenience 
he puts me to. If I had known, a 
little time before, that you were com- 
ing — but now I fear we have nothing 
in the house ; but if you can partake 
of our fare, such as it is, Mr. Pel- 
ham—" 

"Your kindness enchants me," I 
exclaimed, " and I no longer scruple 
to confess the pleasure I have in ac- 
cepting my ojd friend's offer." 

This affair being settled, I con- 
tinued to converse for some minutes 
with as much vivacity as I could sum- 
mon to my aid, and when I went once 
more to the library, it was with the 
comfortable impression of having left 
those as Mends, whom I had visited 
as foes. 

The dinner hour was four, and, till 
it came, Clutterbuck and I amused 
ourselves "in commune wise and 
sage." There was something high in 
the sentiments and generous in the 
feelings of this man, which made, me 
the more regret the bias of mind 
which rendered them so unavailing. 
At college he had never {illis dissimilis 
in noatro tempore natis /) cringed to 
the possessors of clerical power. In 
the duties of his station as dean of 
the college, he was equally strict to 
the black cap and the lordly hat. 
Nay, when one of his private pupils,, 
whose father was possessed of more 
church preferment than any noble- 
man in the peerage, disobeyed his 
repeated summons, and constantly 
neglected to attend his instructions, 
he sent for him, resigned his tuition, 
and refused any longer to accept a 
salary which the negligence of his 
pupil would not allow him to requite* 
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In his clerical tenets he was high : in 
his judgment of others he was mild. 
His knowledge of the liberty of Greece 
was not drawn from the igno^nt his- 
torian of her Republics ; * nor did he 
find in the contemplative mildness 
and gentle philosophy of the ancients^ 
nothing but a sanction for modem 
bigotry and existing abuses. 

It was a remarkable trait in his 
conversation, that though he indulged 
in many references to the old authors, 
and allusions to classic customs, he 
never deviated into the innumerable 
quotations with which his memory 
was stored. No words, in spite of all 
the quaintness and antiquity of his 
dialect, purely Latin or Greek, ever 
escaped his lips, except in our engage- 
ments at capping verses, or when he 
was allured into accepting a challenge 
of learning from some of its pre- 
tenders ; then, indeed, he could pour 
forth such a torrent of authorities as 
effectually silenced his opponent ; but 
these contests were rarely entered into, 
and these triumphs moderately in- 
dulged. Yet he loved the use of 
quotations in others, and I knew the 
greatest pleasure I could give him 
was in the frequent use of them. Per- 
haps he thought it would seem like an 
empty parade of learning in one who 
so confessedly possessed it, to deal in 
the strange words of another tongue, 
and consequently rejected them, while, 
with an innocent inconsistency, charac- 
teristic of the man, it never occurred 
to him that there was any thing, 
either in the quaintness of his dialect 
or the occupations of his leisure, 
which might subject him to the same 
imputation of pedantry. 

And yet, at times, when he warmed 



* It is really a disgrace to our UniTersity, 
that any of its colleges should accept as a 
reference, or even tolerate as an author, the 
presumptuous higot who has bequeathed to 
us, in his History of Greece, the masterpiece 
of a dficlaimer without cneigy, and of a 
pedant without learning. 



in his subject, there was a tone in his 
language as well as sentiment, which 
might not be improperly termed elo- 
quent; and the real modesty and quiet 
enthusiasm of his nature, took away, 
from the impression he made, the 
feeling of pomposity and affectation 
with which otherwise he might have 
inspired you. 

'' You have a calm and quiet habi- 
tation here," said I; " the very rooks 
seem to have sometbing lulling in that 
venerable caw which it always does 
me such good to hear." 

"Yes," answered Clutterbuck, "I 
own that there is much that is grateful 
to the temper of my mind in this 
retired spot. I fancy that I can the 
better give myself up to the contem- 
plation which makes, as it were^ my 
intellectual element and food. And 
yet I dare say that in this (as in all 
other things) I do strangely err ; for 
I remember that during my only 
sojourn in London, I was wont to fed 
the sound of wheels and of the throng 
of steps shake the windows of my 
lodging in the Strand, as if It were 
but a warning to recall my mind more 
closely to its studies : — of a verity that 
noisy evidence of man's labour re- 
minded me how little the great 
interests of this rolling world were to 
me, and the feeling of solitude amongst 
the crowds without, pu^le me cling 
more fondly to the company I found 
within. For it seems that the mind 
is ever addicted to contraries, and 
that when it be transplanted into a 
soil where all its neighbours do pro- 
duce a certain fruit, it doth, from a 
strange perversity, bring forth one of 
a different sort. You would little 
believe, my honoured Mend, that in 
this lonely seclusion, I cannot at all 
times prohibit my thoughts from 
wandering to that gay world of Lon- 
don, which, during my tarry therein, 
occupied them in so partial a degree. 
You smile, my friend, nevertheless it 
is true ; and when you reflect that I 
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'dwelt in the western department of 
the metropolis, near unto the noble 
mansion of Somerset House, and con- 
sequently in the yeiy centre of what 
the idle call Fashion, you will not be 
80 surprised at the occasional migration 
of my thoughts.** 

Here the worthy Clutterbuck paused 
and sighed slightly. " Do you farm, 
or cultivate your garden," said I; 
" they are no ignoble nor unclassical 
^nploymentsl" 

" Unhappily,** answered Clutter- 
buck, " I am inclined to neither ; my 
chest pains me with a sharp and 
piercing pang when I attempt to 
stoop, and my respiration is short and 
asthmatic; and, in truth, I seldom 
love to stir from my books and papers. 
I go with Pliny to his garden, and 
with Yirgil to his farm ; those mental 
excursions are the sole ones I indulge 
in ,' and when I think of my appetite 
for application, and my love of idle- 
ness, I am tempted to wax proud of 
the propensities which reverse the 
censure of Tacitus on our German 
ancestors, and incline so fondly to 
quiet, while they turn so restlessly 
from sloth." 

Here the speaker was interrupted 
by a long, low, diy cough, which 
penetrated me to the heart. " Alas !** 
thought I, as I heard it, and looked 
upon my poor friend's hectic and hol- 
low cheek, " it is not only his mind 
that will be the victim to the fatality 
of his studies." 

It was some moments before I re- 
newed the conversatiou^ and I had 
scarcely done so before I was inter- 
rupted by the entrance of Benjamin 
Jeremiah, with a message irom his 
aunt that dinner would be ready in a 
few minutes. Another long whisper 
to Christopher succeeded. The ci- 
devant fellow of Trinity looked down 
at his garments with a perplexed air. 
I saw at once that he had received a 
hint on the propriety of a change of 
raiment. To give him due leisure 



for this, I asked the youth to show me 
a room in which I might perform the 
usual ablutions previous to dinner, 
and followed him up stairs to a com- 
fortless sort of dressing-room, without 
a fire-place, where I found a yellow- 
ware jug and basin, and a towel, of so 
coarse a huckaback, that I did not 
dare adventure its rough texture next 
my complexion — my skin is not made 
for such rude fellowship. While I 
was tenderly and daintily anointing 
my hands with some hard water, of 
no Blandusian spring, and that vile 
composition entitled Windsor soap, I 
heard the difficult breathing of poor 
Clutterbuck on the stairs, and soon 
after he entered the adjacent room. 
Two minutes more, and his servant 
joined him, for I heard the rough 
voice of the domestic say, " There ir 
no more of the wine with the black 
seal left, sir!" 

" No more, good Dixon ] you mis- 
take grievously. I had two dozen not 
a week since." 

"Don't know, I*m sure, sir I" an- 
swered Dixon, with a careless and 
half impertinent accent; ''but there 
are great things, like alligators, in the 
cellar, which break all the bottles !" 

"Alligators in my cellar!" said the 
astonished Clutterbuck. 

" Yes, sir — at least a venomous sort 
of reptile like them, which the people 
about here call efts /'* 

"What!" said Clutterbuck, inno- 
cently, and evidently not seeing the 
irony of his own question ; " What I 
have the efts broken two dozen bottles 
in a week ? Of an exceeding surety, 
it is strange that a little creature of 
the lizard species should be so de- 
structive — perchance they have an 
antipathy to the vinous smell: I 
will confer with my learned friend, 
Dr. Dissectall, touching their strength 
and habits. Bring up some of the 
port, then, good Dixon." 

" Yes, sir. All the com is out ; I 
had none for the gentleman's horse." 
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"Why, Dixon, my memory fails 
me strangely, or I paid you the sum 
of four pounds odd shillings for com 
on Friday last." 

"Yes, sir: but your cow and the 
chickens eat so much ; and then blind 
Dobbin has four feeds a-day, and 
Farmer Johnson always puts his horse 
in our stable, and Mrs. Clutterbuck 
and the ladies fed the jackass the 
other day in the hired donkey-chaise; 
besides, the rats and mice are always 
at it." 

" It is a marvel unto me," answered 
Clutterbuck, " how detrimental the 
vermin race are ; they seem to have 
noted my poor possessions as their 
especial prey ; remind me that I write 
to Dr. Dissectall to-morrow, good 
Dixon." 

"Yes, sir; and now I think of 
it — " But here Mr. Dixon was cut 
short in his items, by the entrance of 
a third person, who proved to be Mrs. 
Clutterbuck. 

" What, not dressed yet, Mr. Clut- 
terbuck ; what a dawdler you are ! — 
and do look — was ever woman so 
used? You have wiped your razor 
upon my nightcap — you dirty, slo- 
venly ." 

" I crave you many pardons ; I own 
my error !" said Clutterbuck, in a 
nervous tone of interruption. 

"Error, indeed!" cried Mrs. Clut- 
terbuck, in a sharp, overstretched, 
querulous falsetto, suited to the occa- 
sion : " but this is always the case — I 
am sure, my poor temper is tried to 
the utmost — and Lord help thee, 
idiot ! you have thrust those spindle 
legs of yours into your coat-deeves 
instead of your breeches ! " 

" Of a truth, good wife, your eyes 
are more discerning than mine ; and 
my legs, which are, as you say, some- 
what thin, have indued themselves in 
what appertaineth not unto them ; but 
for all that, Dorothea, I am not de- 
serving of the epithet of idiot, with 
which you have been pleased to fevour 



me; although my humble fiusnlties 
are, indeed, of no eminent or snrpaas- 
ing order — " 

"Pooh ! pooh ! Mr. Clutterbuck, I 
am sure, I don't know what else yoa 
are, muddling your head all day with 
those good-for-nothing books! And 
now do tell me, how you could think 
of asking Mr. Pelham to dinner, when 
you knew we had nothing in thcf 
world but hashed mutton and an 
apple-pudding] Is that the way, sir, 
you disgrace your wife, after her con- 
descension in marrying you V 

"Really," answered the patient 
Clutterbuck, " I was forgetful of those 
mattei^ ; but my friend cares as little 
as myself about the grosser tastes of 
the table ; and the feast of intellectual 
converse is all that he desires in his 
brief sojourn beneath our roof." 

"Feast of fiddlesticks, Mr. Clutter 
buck ! did ever man talk such non- 
sense?" 

" Besides," rejoined the fnaster of 
the house, unheeding this interrup- 
tion, " we have a luxury even of the 
palate, than which there are none 
more delicate, and unto which he, as 
well as myself, is, I know, somewhat 
unphilosophically given ; I speak of 
the oysters, sent here by our good 
friend, Dr. SwalloVem." 

" What do you mean, Mr. Clutter- 
buck? My poor mother and I had 
those oysters last night for our supper. 
I am sure she, and my sister, are 
almost starved; but you are always 
wanting to be pampered up above us 
aU." 

" Kay, nay," answered Clutterbuck, 
" you know you accuse me wrongfully, 
Dorothea; but now I think of it, 
would it not be better to modulate 
the tone of our conversation, seeing 
that our guest (a circumstance which 
until now quite escaped my recollec- 
tion) was shown into the next room, 
for the purpose of washing his hands, 
the which; from their notable cleanli- 
ness, seemed to me wholly unneces? 
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sary. I would not have him overhear 
you, Dorothea, lest his kind heart 
should imagine me less happy than — 
than — ^it wishes me ! " 

"Good God, Mr. Clutterbuck ! " 
were the only words I heard farther : 
and with tears in my eyes, and a suf- 
focating feeling in my throat, for the 
matrimonial situation of my unfortu- 
nate Mend, I descended into the 
drawing-room. The only one yet 
there was the pale nephew: he was 
bending painfully over a book ; I took 
it from him ; it was " Bentley upon 
Phalaris." I could scarcely refrain 
from throwing it into the fire — " ano- 
ther victim ! " thought I.— Oh, the 
curse of an English education ! 

By and by, down came the mother 
and the sister, then Olutterbuck, and 
lastly, bedizened out with geW-gaws 
and trumpery,— the wife. Bom and 
nurtured as I was in the art of 
the vdUo sdolto, penisieri streUi,'^ I 
had seldom found a more arduous 
task of dissimulation than that which 
I experienced now. However, the 
hope to benefit my friend's situation 
assisted me : the best way, I thought, 
of obtaining him more respect from 
his wife, will be by showing her the 
respect he meets with from others : 
accordingly, I sat down by her, and 
having first conciliated her atten- 
tion by some of that coin, termed 
compliments, in which there is no 
counterfeit that does not have the 
universal effect of real, I spoke with 
the most profound veneration of the 
talents and learning of Clutterbuck — 
I dilated upon the high reputation he 
enjoyed — ^upon the general esteem in 
which he was held — ^upon the kind- 
ness of his heart — the sincerity of his 
modesty — the integrity of his honour 
—in short, whatever I thought likely 
to affect her; most of all, I insisted 
upon the high panegyrics bestowed 

* The open countenance and closed 
thoughts. 



upon him, by Lord this, and the Earl 
that, and wound up, with adding that 
I was certain he would die a bishop. 
My eloquence had its effect; all dinner 
time, Mrs. Clutterbuck treated her 
husband with even striking considera- 
tion : my words seemed to have gifted 
her* with a new light, and to have 
wrought a thorough transformation 
in her view of her lord and master's 
character. Who knows not the truth, 
that we have dim and shont-sighted 
eyes to estimate the nature of our 
own kin, and that we borrow the 
spectacles which alone enable us to 
discern their merits or their failings 
frt)m the opinion of • strangers ! It 
may be readily supposed that the 
dinner did not pass without its share 
of the ludicrous — ^that the waiter and 
the dishes, the family and the host, 
would have afforded ample materials 
no less for the student of nature in 
Hogarth, than of caricature in Bun- 
bury; but I was too seriously occu- 
pied in pursuing my object, and 
marking its success, to have time 
even for a smile. Ah ! if ever you 
would allure your son to diplomacy, 
show him how subservient he may 
make it to benevolence. 

When the women had retired, we 
drew our chairs near to each other, 
and, laying down my watch on the 
table, as I looked out upon the declin- 
ing day, I said, ''Let us make the 
best of our time ; I can only linger 
here one half hour longer." 

" And how, my friend," said Clut- 
terbuck, " shall we learn the method 
of making the best use of time 1 tkere^ 
whether it be in the larger segments, 
or the petty subdivisions of our life, 
rests the great enigma of our being. 
Who is there that has ever exclaimed 
— (pardon my pedantry, I am for 
once driven into Greek) — Eureka ! to 
this most difficult of the sciences]" 

" Come," said I, "it is not for you, 
the favoured scholar — the honoured 
academician — ^Yvo«»^ Wms^ ^jt^ Xkss^^t 
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idly employed, to ask this ques- 
tionl** 

"Tour friendship makes too flat- 
tering the acumen of your judgment," 
answered the modest Clutterbuck. 
" It has indeed been my lot to culti- 
Tate the fields of truth, as transmitted 
unto our hands by the wise men of 
old ; and I have much to be thankful 
for, that I have, in the employ, been 
neither curtailed in my leisure, nor 
abased in my independence — ^the two 
great goods of a calm and meditative 
mind; yet are there moments in 
which I am led to doubt of the 
wiisdom of my pursuits : and when, 
with a feverish and shaking hand, I 
put aside the books which have de- 
tuned me from my rest till the morn- 
ing hour, and repair unto a couch 
often baffled of slumber by the pains 
and discomforts of this worn and 
feeble frame, I almost wish I could 
purchase the rude health of the 
peasant by the exchange of an idle 
and impe^ect learning for the igno- 
rance, content with the narrow world 
it possesses, because unconscious of 
the limitless creation beyond. Yet, 
my dear and esteemed friend, there 
is a dignified and tranquillising philo- 
sophy in the writings of the ancients 
which ought to teach me a better 
condition of mind ; and when I have 
risen from the lofty, albeit, some- 
what melancholy strain, which swells 
through the essays of the graceful 
and tender Cicero, I have indeed 
felt a momentary satisfiiction at my 
studies, and an elation even at the 
petty success with which I have 
cherished them. But these are brief 
and fleeting moments, and deserve 
chastisement for their pride. There 
is one thing, my Pelham, which has 
grieved me bitterly of late, and that 
is, that in the earnest attention which 
it is the — perhaps fastidious — custom 
of our University, to pay to the 
minutiae of classic lore, I do now 
oftentimea lose the spirit and beauty 



of the general bearing ; ni^, I deriT^^ 
a far greater pleasure from the inge- 
nious amendment of a perverted text, 
than from all the turn and thought 
of the sense itself: while 1 am 
straightening a crooked nail in ihA 
wine-cask, I sufier the wine to evapo- 
rate; but to this I am somewhat 
reconciled, when t reflect that it i^ 
also the misfortune of the great PO!N 
son, and the elaborato Parr, men 
with whom I blush to find mys^ 
included in the same sentence." 

"My friend," said I, «1 wiA 
neither to wound your modesty, not 
to |impugn your pursuits : but think 
you not that it would be better, botk 
for men and for yourself, i^ while yon 
are yet in the vigour of your age and 
reason, you occupy your ingenuity 
and application in some more tis^hl 
and lofty work, than that which yon 
sufiered me to glance at in your 
library ; and, moreover, as the great 
object of him who woidd perfect bis 
mind, is first to strengthen the.iacnl- 
ties of his body, would it not t>e pru- 
dent in you to lessen for a time your 
devotion to books ; to exercise your- 
self in the fresh air — to relax the bow, 
by loosing the string ; to mix more 
with the living, and impart ^to men 
in conversation, as well as in writing^ 
whatever the incessant labour of many 
years may have hoarded? Come, if 
not to town, at least to its vicinity ; 
the profits of your living, if even 
tolerably managed, will enable you to 
do so without inconvenience. Leave 
your books to their shelves, and your 
flock to their curate, and — ^you shake 
your head — do I displease you ? " 

"No, no, my kind and generous 
adviser ; — but as the twig was set, the 
tree must grow. I have not been 
without that ambition which, however 
vain and sinful, is the first passion to 
enter the wayward and tossing vessel 
of our soul, and the last to leave its 
stranded and shattered wreck; but 
mine found and attained its object at 
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an age when in others it is, as jet, a 
vague and unsettled feeling ; and it 
feeds now rather upon the recollec- 
tions of what has been, than ventures 
forward on a sea of untried and 
strange expectation. As for my 
studies ! how can you, who have, and 
in no moderate draught, drunk of the 
old stream of Castaly, — ^how can you 
ask me now to change them 1 Are 
not the ancients my food, my aliment, 
my solace in sorrow— my sympathisers, 
my very benefactors, in joy? Take 
them away from me, and you take 
away the very winds which purify 
and give motion to the obscure and 
silent current of my life. Beudes, 
xny Pelham, it cannot have escaped 
your observation, that there is little 
In my present state which promises a 
long increase of days: the few that 
remain to me must glide away like 
their predecessors; and whatever be 
the infirmities of my body, and the 
little harassments which, I am led to 
suspect, do occasionally molest the 
most fortunate, who link themselves 
unto the unstable and fluctuating 
part of creation, which we term 
women, more especially in an hyme- 
neal capacity— whatever these may 
be, I have my refuge and my com- 
forter in the golden-souled and dream- 
ing Plato, and the sententious wisdom 
of the less imaginative Seneca. Nor, 



when I am reminded of my approach- 
ing dissolution by the symptoms 
which do mostly at the midnight 
hour press themselves upon me, is 
there a small and inglorious pleasure 
in the hope that I may meet, here- 
after, in those Islands of the Blest 
which they dimly dreamt of, but 
which are opened unto my vision, 
without a cloud, or mist, or shadow 
of uncertainty and doubt, with those 
bright spirits which we do now con- 
verse with so imperfectly ; that I may 
catch from the very lips of Homer, 
the unclouded gorgeousness of fiction, 
and from the accents of Archimedes, 
the unadulterated calculations of 
truth!" 

Clutterbuck ceased ; and the glow 
of his enthusiasm diffiised itself over 
his sunken eye and consumptive 
cheek. The boy, who had sat apart, 
and silent, during our discourse, laid 
his head upon the table, and sobbed 
audibly ; and I rose, deeply affected, 
to offer to one for whom they were, 
indeed, unavailing, the wishes and 
blessing of an eager, but not har- 
dened disciple of the world. "We 
parted : on this earth we can never 
meet again. The light has wasted 
itself away beneath the busheL It will 
be six weeks to-morrow since the 
meek and noble-minded academician 
breathed his last I 
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CHAPTER LXrV. 

Tis but A single murder.— Ltllo's :Fato/ CurioHtp. 



It was in a melancholy and thought- 
ful mood that I rode away from the 
parsonage. Numerous and hearty 
were the maledictions I bestowed 
upon & system of education which, 
while it was so ineffective with the 
many, was so pernicious to the few. 
Miserable delusion (thought I), that 
encourages the ruin of health and the 
perversion of intellect, by studies that 
are as unprofitable to the world as 
they are destructive to the possessor 
— that incapacitate him for public, 
and unfit him for private, life ; — and 
that, while they expose him to the 
ridicule of strangers, render him the 
victim of his wife, and the prey of his 
domestic ! 

Busied in such reflections, I rode 
quickly on, till I found myself, once 
more, on the heath. I looked 
anxiously round for the conspicuous 
equipage of Lady Chester, but in 
vain: the ground was thin — nearly 
all the higher orders had retired : the 
common people, grouped together, 
and clamouring noisily, were with- 
drawing : and the shrill voices of the 
itinerant hawkers of cards and bills 
had, at length, subsided into silence. 
I rode over the ground, in the hope 
of finding some solitary straggler of 
our party. Alas ! there was not one ; 
and, with much reluctance at, and 
distaste to, my lonely retreat, I turned 
in a homeward direction from the 
course. 

The evening had already set in, but 
there was a moon in the cold grey 
sky, that I could almost have thanked, 
in a sonnet, for a light which I felt 
was never more welcomely dispensed, 
when I thought of the cross roads 



and dreary country I had to pass 
before I reached the longed-for haven 
of Chester Park. After I had left 
the direct road, the wind, which had 
before been piercingly keen, fell, and 
I perceived a dark cloud behind, 
which began slowly to overtake my 
steps. I care little, in general, for 
the discomfort of a shower; yet, as 
when we are in one misfortune we 
always exaggerate the consequence of 
a new one, I looked upon my dark 
pursuer with a very impatient and 
petulant frown, and set my horse on 
a trot, much more suitable to my 
inclination than his own. Indeed, he 
seemed fully alive to the comless state 
of the parson's stable, and evinced his 
sense of the circumstance by a very 
languid mode of progression, and a 
constant attempt, whenever his pace 
abated, and I sufifered the rein to 
slumber upon his neck, to crop the 
rank grass that sprang up on either 
side of our road. I had proceeded 
about three miles on my way, when I 
heard the clatter of hoofs behind me. 
My even pace soon suffered me to be 
overtaken ; and, as the stranger 
checked his horse, when he was nearly 
by my side, I turned towards him, 
and beheld Sir John Tyrrell.* 

"Well,*' said he, "this is really for- 
tunate ; for I began to fear I should 
have my ride, this cold evening, 
entirely to myself." 

"I imagined that you had long 
reached Chester Park by this time," 
said I. " Did not you leave the course 
with our party 1" 

"No," answered Tyrrell; "I had 
business, at Newmarket, with a ras- 
cally fellow of the name of Dawson. 
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He lost to me rather a considerable 
vager, and asked me to come to town 
with him after the race, in order to 
pay me. As he said he lived on the 
direct road to Chester Park, and would 
direct, and even accompany me through 
all the difficult part of the ride, I the 
less regretted not joining Chester and 
his party; and you know, Pelham, 
that when pleasure pulls one way, and 
money another, it is all over with the 
first. Well, — ^to return to my rascal 
— ^would you believe, that when we 
got to Newmarket, he left me at the 
inn, in order, he said, to fetch the 
money ; and after having kept me in 
a cold room, with a smoky chimney, 
for more than an hour, without making 
his appearance, I sallied out into the 
town, and found Mr. Dawson quietly 
seated in a hell with that scoundrel 
Thornton, whom I did not conceive, 
till then, he was acquainted with. It 
seems that he was to win, at hazard, 
sufficient to pay his wager! You 
may fsmcy my anger, and the conse- 
quent increase to it, when he rose 
from the table, approached me, ex- 
pressed his sorrow, d — d his ill luck, 
and informed me that he could not 
pay me for three months. You know 
that I could not ride home with such 
a fellow — he might have robbed me 
by the way — so I returned to my inn 
--dined — ordered my horse — set off- 
inquired my way of every passenger I 
passed, and after innumerable mis- 
directions — here I am ! " 

"I cannot sympathise with you," 
said I, " since I am benefited by your 
misfortunes. But do you think it very 
necessary to trot so fast 1 I fear my 
horse can scarcely keep up with 
yours." 

Tyrrell cast an impatient glance at 
my panting steed. ** It is cursed un- 
lucky you should be so badly mounted, 
and we shall have a pelting shower 
presently." 

In complaisance to Tyrrell, I endea- 
* voured to accelerate mv steed. The 



roads were rough and stony ; and I 
had scarcely got the tired animal into 
a sharp trot, before — whether or no 
by some wrench among the deep ruts 
and flinty causeway — he fell suddenly 
lame. The impetuosity of Tyrrell 
broke out in oaths, and we both dis- 
mounted to examine the cause of my 
horse's hurt, in the hope that it might 
only be the intrusion of some pebble 
between the shoe and the hoof. While 
we were yet investigating the cause of 
our misfortune, two men on horseback 
overtook us. Tyrrell looked up. "By 
Heaven," said he, in a low tone, "it's 
that dog Dawson, and his worthy coad- 
jutor, Tom Thornton." 

"What's the matter, gentlemen?" 
cried the bluff voice of the latter. 
"Can I be of any assistance T' and 
without waiting our reply, he dis- 
mounted, and came up to us. He 
had no sooner felt the horse's leg, than 
he assured us it was a most severe 
strain, and that the utmost I could 
effect would be to walk the brute 
gently home. 

As Tyrrell broke out into impatient 
violence at this speech, the sharper 
looked up at him with an expression 
of countenance I by no means liked, 
but in a very civil, and even respectful 
tone, said, " If you wish. Sir John, to 
reach Chester Park sooner than Mr. 
Pelham can possibly do, suppose you 
ride on with us ; I will put you in the 
direct road before I quit you." (Good 
breeding, thought I, to propose leaving 
me to find my own way through this 
labyrinth of ruts and stones !) How- 
ever, Tyrrell, who was in a vile humour, 
refused the offer, in no very courteous 
manner ; and added, that he should 
continue with me as long as he could, 
and did not doubt that when he left 
me he should be able to find his own 
way. Thornton pressed the invitation 
still closer, and even offered, sotto voce, 
to send Dawson on before, should the 
baronet object to his company. 

"Pray, sir," said 'C^VL.^^Vsec^^ 
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me alone, and busy yonrself about 
your own affairs." After so tart a 
reply, Thornton thought it useless to 
say more ; he remounted, and with a 
silent and swaggering nod of funili- 
arity, soon rode away with his com- 
panion. 

" I am sorry," said I, as we were 
slowly proceedhig, " that you rejected 
Thornton's offer ." 

"Why, to say truth," answered 
Tyrrell, " I have so very bad an 
opinion of him, that I was almost 
afraid to trust myself in his company 
on so dreary a road. I have nearly 
(and he knows it), to the amount of 
two thousand poimds about me ; for 
I was very fortunate in my betting- 
book to-day." 

"I know nothing about racing 
regulations," said I; "but I thought 
one never paid sums of that amount 
upon the ground 1 " 

"Ah ! *' answered Tyrrell, "but I won 
this sum, which is eighteen hundred 
pounds, of a country squire from Nor- 
folk, who said he did not know when he 
should see me again, and insisted on 
paying me on the spot : Taithlwasnot 
nice in the matter. Thornton was stand- 
ing by at the time, and I did not half 
like the turn of his eye when he saw 
me put it up. Do you know, too," 
continued Tyrrell, after a pause, 
"that I had a d — d fellow dodging me 
all day, and yesterday too ; wherever 
t go, I am sure to see him. He 
seems constantly, though distantly, 
to follow me ; and what is worse, he 
wraps himself up so well, and keeps 
at so cautious a distance, that I can 
never catch a glimpse of his fcice." 

I know not why, but at that 
moment the recollection of the muffled 
figure I had seen upon the course, 
flashed upon me. 

" Does he wear a long horseman's 
cloak?" said I. 

"He does," answered Tyrrell, in 
surprise; " have you observed himr' 

^I saw such a person on the race- 
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ground," replied I ; ** but only for aa 
instant!" 

Farther conversation wafi suspended 
by a few heavy drops which feU npoa 
us; the cloud had passed over the 
moon, and was hastening rapidly an<i 
loweringly over our head& l^nrell 
was neither of an age, a frame, nor a 
temper, to be so indifibreni ho * 
hearty wetting as myself. 

"Come, come," he cried, "yoA 
must put on that beast of your'd — t 
can't get wet, for all the horses in the 
world." 

I wa6 not much pleased with the 
dictatorial tone of this remark. ** It 
is impossible,^ said t, " especially aft 
the horse is not my own, and seems 
considerably lamer thah at first ; but 
let me not detain you.^ 

"Well!" cried Tyrr^, in a raise^ 
and angry voice, which pleased ioie 
still less than his former remark : 
"but how am I to find toy way, if I 
leave you ? " 

" Keep straight oh," said l,*'idtk 
mile farther, then a sign-post InH 
direct you to the left ; after a stiort 
time, you will have a steep hill td 
descend, at the bottom of 'Which is ft 
large pool, and a singularly sklip^ 
tree; then again, keep stndght dh| 
till you pass a house belon^bog to 
Mr. Dawson " 

"Hang it, Pelham, make haftte)^' 
exclaimed Tyrrell, impatiently, as tke 
rain began now. to descend faJei taiA 
heavy. 

"When you have passed that 
house," I resumed coolly, rather en- 
joying his petulance, " you must bear 
to the right for six iniles, and you will 
be at Chester Park in less than an 
hour." 

Tyrrell made no reply, but put 
spurs to his horse. The pattering rain 
and the angry heavens soon drownied 
the last echoes of the receding hoof- 
clang. 

For myself, I looked in vain for a 
tree; not even a shrub was to be 
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found; the fields lay bare on either 
side, with no other partition bnt a 
dead hedge, and a deep dyke. "Mdiua 
JU paJtentiAf* &c., thought I, as Horace 
said, and Vincent wcmtd say; and in 
order to divert my thoughts from my 
Situation, I turned them towards my 
diplomatic success with Lord Chester. 
Plnesently, for I think scarcely five 
minutes had elapsed since TyrrelFs 
departure, a hors^nan passed me at a 
Bharp pace ; the moon was hid by the 
dense cloud; and the night, though 
not wholly dark, was dhn and ob- 
scured, so that I could only catch the 
outline of the fiitting figure. A thrill 
of fear crept over me, when I saw that 
it was enveloped in a horseman's 
cloak. I soon rallied: — "There are 
more cloaks in the world than one,"' 
said I to myself; "besides, even if it 
be Tyrrell's dodger, as he calls him, 
the baronet is better mounted than 
any highwayman since the days of Du 
Val ; and is, moreover, strong enough 
and cunning enough to take admir- 
able care of himself." With this 
reflection I dismissed the occurrence 
from my thoughts, and once more 
returned to self-congratulations upon 
my own incomparable genius. "I 
shall now," I thought, "have well 
earned my seat in parliament : Dawton 
will indisputably be, if not the prime, 
the principal minister in rank and 
influence. He cannot fail to promote 
me for his own sake, as well as mine ; 
and when I have once fairly got my 
legs in St. Stephen's, I shall soon 
have my hands in oflSce : * power,' 
says some one, 'is a snake that when 
it once finds a hole into which it can 
introduce its head, soon manages to 
wriggle in the rest of its body.' " 

With such meditations I endea- 
voured to beguile the time, and cheat 
myself into forgetfulness of the lame- 
ness of my horse, and the dripping 
wetness of his rider. At last the 
storm began sullenly to subside : one 
impetuous torrent, ten-fold more vio- 



lent than those that had preceded it, 
was followed by a momentary still- 
ness, which was again broken by a 
short relapse of a less formidable 
severity, anij, the moment it ceased, 
the beautiful moon broke out, the 
cloud rolled heavily away, and the 
sky shone forth, as fair and smiling 

as Lady at a ball, after she has 

been beating her husband at home. 

But at that instant, or perhaps a 
second before the storm ceased, I . 
thought I heard the sound of a 
human ciy. 1 paused, and my heart 
stood still — ^I could have heard a 
gnat hum : the sound was not re- 
peated; my ear caught nothing but 
the plashing of the rain-drops from 
the dead hedges, and the murmur 
of the swollen dykes, as the waters 
pent within them rolled hurriedly 
on. By and by, an owl came sud- 
denly from behind me, and screamed 
as it flapped across my path; that, 
too, went rapidly away : and with a 
smile, at what I deemed my own 
fancy, I renewed my journey. I soon 
came to the precipitous descent I 
have before mentioned; I dismounted, 
for safety, from my drooping and 
jaded horse, and led him down the 
hill. At a distance beyond I saw 
something dark moving on the grass 
which bordered the road; as I ad- 
vanced, it started forth from the 
shadow, and fled rapidly before me, 
in the moonshine — it was a riderless 
horse. A chilling foreboding seized 
me: I looked round for some wea- 
pon, such as the hedge might afford ; 
and finding a strong stick of tolera- 
ble weight and thickness, I proceeded 
more cautiously, but more fearlessly 
than before. As I wound down the 
hill, the moonlight fell full upon the 
remarkable and lonely tree I had 
observed in the morning. Bare, wan, 
and giantlike, as it rose amidst the 
surroimding waste, it borrowed even 
a more startling and ghostly appear- 
ance from \Saft ^ic^^L wA \si€^^S8i'sassra^ 
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beams which fell arounfl and upon 
it like a shroud. The retreating 
steed I had driven before me, paused 
by this tree. I hastened my steps, 
as if by an involuntary impulse, as 
well as the enfeebled animal I was 
leading would allow me, and disco- 
vered a horseman galloping across 
the waste at full speed. The ground 
over which he passed was steeped in 
the moonshine, and I saw the long 
and disguising cloak, in which he 
was enveloped, as clearly as by the 
light of day. I paused: and as I 
was following him with my looks, my 
eye fell upon some obscure object by 



the left side of the pool. I threw my 
horse's rein over the h^dge, and 
firmly grasping my stick, hastened 
to the spot. As I approached the 
object, I perceived that it was a 
human figure ; it was lying still and 
motionless : the limbs were half im- 
mersed in the water — ^the &ce was 
turned upwards — the side and throat 
were wet with a deep red stun — ^it 
was of blood : the thin, dark hairs of 
the head were clotted together over a 
frightful and disfiguring contusion* 
I bent over the face in a shuddering 
and freezing silence. It was the 
countenance of Sir John Tyrrell ! 
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CHAPTER LXV. 



Marry, he was dead^ 



And the right valiant Banquo walked too late : 
Whom you may say, if it please you, Fleance killed. 
For Fleanoe fled I— Macbeth, 



It is a fearful thing, even to the 
hardiest nerves, to find ourselves sud- 
denly alone with the dead. How 
much more so, if we have, but a 
breathing interval before, moved and 
conversed with the warm and living 
likeness of the motionless clay be- 
fore us ! 

And this was the man from whom 
I had parted in coldness — almost in 
anger — at a word — a breath ! I took 
up the heavy hand — it fell from my 
grasp ; and as it did so, I thought a 
change passed over the livid coun- 
tenance. I was deceived ; it was but 
a light cloud flitting over the moon ; 
— it rolled away, and the placid and 
guiltless light shone over that scene 
of dread and bloody making more wild 
and chilling the eternal contrast of 
earth and heaven — ^man and his Maker 
^passion and immutability — death 
and eternal life. 

But that was not a moment for 
reflection — a thousand thoughts har- 
ried upon me, and departed as swift 
and confusedly as they came. My 
mind seemed a jarring and benighted 
chaos of the faculties which were its 
elements; and I had stood several 
minutes over the corpse before, by a 
vigorous effort, I shook off the stupor 
that possessed me, and began to think 
of the course that it now behoved me 
to pursue. 

The house I had noted in the morn- 
ing was, I knew, within a few minutes' 
walk of the spot ; but it belonged to 
Dawson, upon whom the first weight 
of my suspicions reeted. I called to 



mind the disreputable character of 
that man, and the still more daring 
and hardened one of his companion 
Thornton. I remembered the reluc- 
tance of the deceased to accompany 
them, and the well-grounded reason 
he assigned ; and, my suspicions 
amounting to certainty, I resolved 
rather to proceed to Chester Park, 
and there give the alarm, than to run 
the unnecessary risk of interrupting 
the murderers in the very lair of 
their retreat. And yet, thought I, as 
I turned slowly away, how if tiiey 
were the villains, is the appearance 
and flight of the disguised horseman 
to be accounted for ? 

Then flashed upon my recollection 
all that Tyrrell had said of the dogged 
pursuit of that mysterious person, and 
the circumstance of Ms having passed 
me upon the road so immediately 
after Tyrrell had quitted me. These 
reflections (associated with a name 
that I did not dare breathe even to 
myself, although I could not suppress 
a suspicion which aecounted at once 
for the pursuit, and even for the deed,) 
made me waver in, and almost re- 
nounce, my former condemnation of 
Thornton and his friend : and by the 
time I reached the white gate and 
dwarfish avenue which led to Daw- 
son's house, I resolved, at all events, 
to halt at the solitary mansion, and 
mark the effect my information would 
cause. 

A momentary fear for my .own 
safety came across me, but was as 
inst^tly dismissed ;— for even sup- 
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posing the friends were guilty, still it 
would be no object to them to extend 
their remorseless villany to me ; and 
I knew that I could sufficiently com- 
mand my own thoughts to prevent 
any suspicion I might form, from 
mounting to my countenance, or 
discovering itself in my manner. 

There was a light in the upper 
story ; it burned still and motionless. 
How holy seemed the tranquillity of 
life, contrasted with the forced and 
fearful silence of the death scene I 
had just witnessed ! I rang twice at 
the door — no one came to answer my 
summons, but the light in the upper 
window moved hurriedly to and fro. 

" They are coming," said I to my- 
self. No such thing — the casement 
above was opened — I looked up, and 
discovered, to my infinite comfort and 
delight, a blunderbuss protruded eight 
inches out of the window in a direct 
line with my head ; I receded close to 
the wall with no common precipi- 
tation. 

"Get away, you rascal," said a 
gruff, but trembling voice, " or I 'U 
blow your brains out." 

"My good sir," I replied, stiU 
keeping my situation, "I come on 
urgent business, either to Mr. Thorn- 
ton or Mr. Dawson; and you had 
better, therefore, if the delay is not 
very inconvenient, defer the honour 
you offer me, till I have delivered my 
message." 

" Master and 'Squire Thornton are 
not returned from Newmarket, and 
we cannot let any one in till they 
come home," replied the voice, in a 
tone somewhat mollified by my ra- 
tional remonstrance ; and while I was 
deliberating what rejoinder to make, 
a rough, red head, like Liaton'a in a 
fiirce, poked itself cautiously out under 
cover of the blunderbuss, and seemed 
to reconnoitre my horse and mysell 
Presently another head, but attired 
in the more civilised gear of a cap 
aad fiowerS; peeped over the first per- 



son's left shoulder; the view appeared 
to reassure them both. 

"Sir," said the female, "my husband 
and Mr. Thornton are not returned ; 
and we have been so much alarmed 
of late, by an attack on the house^ 
that I cannot admit any one till their 
return." 

"Madam/ I replied, reverently 
doffing my hat, "I do not like to 
alarm you by mentioning the infor- 
mation I 'should have given to ^r. 
Dawson; only oblige me by telling 
them, on their return, to look beside 
the pool on the common; they will 
then do as best pleases them." 

Upon this speech, which certainly 
was of no agreeable tendency, the 
blunderbuss palpitated so violently, 
that I thought it highly imprudent to 
tarry any longer in so perilous a vici- 
nity ; accordingly, I made the best of 
my way out of the avenue, and once 
more resumed my road to Chester 
Park. 

I arrived there at length ; the gen- 
tlemen were still in the dining-room. 
I sent out for Lord Chests, and com- 
municated the scene I had wiioessed, 
and the cause of my de^y. 

" What ! Brown Bob huaed?" said 
he, " and Tyrrell — poor — ^poor fellow, 
how shocking! We must send in- 
stantlyi Here, John! Tom! Wilson!" 
and his lordship shouted and rang 
the bell in an indescribable agitation. 

The under butler appeared, and 
Lord Chester began — "My head 
groom — Sir John Tyrrell is murdered 
— violent sprain in off leg — send 
lights with Mr. Pelham — ^poor gentle- 
man — an express instantly to Dr. 
Physicon — Mr. Pelham will tell you 
all — Brown Bob — his tluroat cut&t>m 
ear to ear — ^what shall be done 1" and 
with this coherent and explanatory 
harangue, the marquis sank down in 
his chair in a sort of hysteric. 

The under butler looked at him in 
suspicious bewilderment. "Come," 
said I, " I will explain what bis lord- 
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ship meaus;" and, taking the man 
out of the room, I gave him, in brief, 
the necessary particulars. I ordered 
a fresh horse for myself, and four 
horsemen to accompany me. While 
these were preparing, the hews was 
rapidly spreading, and I was soon 
surrounded by the whole house. Many 
of the gentlemen wished to accompany 
me; and Lord Chester, who had at 
last recovered from his stupor, insisted 
upon heading the search. We set 
off, to the number of fourteen, and 
soon arrived at Dawson's house : the 
light in the upper room was still 
burning. We rang, and after a brief 
pause, Thornton himself opened the 
door to us. He looked pale and 
agitated. 

" How shocking !** he said directly 
— ^"we are only just returned from 
the spot." 

"Accompany us, Mr. Thornton," 
said I, sternly, and fixing my eye 
upon him. 

" Certainly," was his immediate 
answer, without testi^rlng any con- 
fusion — "I wUl fetch my hat" He 
went into the house for a ipoment. 

"Do you suspect these people 1" 
whispered Lord Chester. 

" Not suspect," said I, "but daubi." 

We proceeded down the avenue : 
"Where is Mr. Dawson 1" Kid I to 
Thornton. 

".Oh, within ! " answered Thornton. 
" Shall I fetch him r' 

" Do," was my brief reply. 

Thornton was absent some minutes ; 
when he reappeared, Dawson was 
following him. "Poor fellow," said 
he to me in a low tone — " he was so 
shocked by the sight, that he is still 
all in a panic; besides, as you will 
see, he is half drunk still." 

I made no answer, but looked 
narrowly at Dawson ; he was evidently, 
as Thornton said, greatly intoxicated; 
his eyes swam, and his feet staggered 
as he approached us ; yet, through all 
the natural effects of drunkenness, he 



seemed nervous and frightened. Thisi, 
however, might be the natural (and con- 
sequently innocent) effect of the mere 
sight of an object so full of horror; 
and, accordingly, I laid little stress 
upon it. 

We reached the &tal spot : th»bo4y 
seemed perfectly unmoved. " Why," 
said I, apart to Thornton, while all the 
rest were crowding feaoiully round 
the corpse — "why did you not take 
the body within ] " 

" I was going to return here with 
our . servant for that purpose," an- 
swered the gambler ; "for poor Dawson 
was both too drunk and too nervous 
to give me any assistance." 

"And how came it," I rejoined, 
eyeing him searchingly, "that you 
and your friend had not returned 
home when I called there, although 
you had both long since passed me 
on the road, and I had never over- 
taken you 1" 

Thornton, without any hesitation, 
replied— -" Because, during the vio- 
lence of the shower, we cut across 
the fields to an old shed, which we 
recollected, and we remained there 
tUl the rain had ceased." 

" They are probably innocent," 
thought I — and I turned to look 
once more at the body, which our 
companions had now raised. There 
was upon the head a strong contusion, 
as if inflicted by some blunt and 
heavy instrument. The fingers of the 
right hand were deeply gashed, and 
one of them almost dissevered: the 
unfortunate man had, in all pro- 
bability, grasped the sharp weapon 
from which his other wounds pro- 
ceeded; these were one wide cut 
along the throat, and another in the 
side; either of them would have 
occasioned his death. 

Li loosening the clothes, another 
woimd was discovered, but apparently 
of a less fatal nature ; and in lifting 
the body, the broken blade of a long 
sharp instrument, like a case-knife. 
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was discovered. It was the opinion 
of the surgeon, who afterwards ex- 
amined the body, that the blade had 
been broken by coming in contact 
with one of the rib bones; and it 
was by this that he accounted for 
the [tightness of the last mentioned 
wound. I looked carefully among 
the fern and long grass, to see if 
I could discover any other token 
of the murderer : Thornton assisted 
me. At the distance of some feet 
from the body, I thought I per- 
ceived something glitter. I hastened 
to the place, and picked up a minia- 
ture. I was just going to cry out, 
when Thornton whispered — "Hush ! 
I know the picture; it is as I sus- 
pected ! " 

An icy thrill ran thi'ough my 
very heart. With a desperate but 
trembling hand, I cleansed from the 
picture the blood, in which, notjwith- 
Btanding its distance from the corpse, 
the greater part of it was bathed. I 
looked upon the features ; they were 
those of a young and singularly beau- 
tiful female. I recognised them not : 
I turned to the other side of the 
miniature ; upon it were braided two 
locks of hair — one was the long, dark 
ringlet of a woman, the other was of 
a light auburn. Beneath were four 
letters. I looked eagerly at them. 
** My eyes are dim," said I, in a low 
tone to Thornton, "I cannot trace 
the initials." 

"But / can," replied he, in the 



same whispered key, but with a 
savage exultation, which made my 
heart stand still: "they are G. D., 
R G. ; they are the initials of Ger- 
trude Douglas and RegiTuxld CRaa^ 

viiur 

I looked up at the speaker — our 
eyes met — I grasped his hand vehe- 
mently. He understood me. "Put 
it up," said he; "we will keep the 
secret." All this, so long in the 
recital, passed in the rapidity of a 
moment. 

" Have you found any thing there, 
Pelham]" shouted one of our com- 
panions. 

" No ! " cried I, thrusting the 
miniature in my bosom, and turning 
unconcernedly away. 

We carried the corpse to Dawson's 
house. The poor wife was in fits. 
We heard her scream as we laid the 
body upon a table in the parlour. 

"What more can be done?" said 
Lord Chester. 

" Nothing," was the general answer. 
No excitement makes people insen- 
sible to the chance of catching cold ! 

" Let us go home, then, and send 
to the nearest magistrate," exclaimed 
our host : and this proposal required 
no repetition. 

On our way, Chester said to me, 
" That fellow Dawson looked devilish 
uneasy— don't you still suspect him 
and his friend ? " • 

"I do not J" answered I, empha- 
tically. 
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And now I'm in the world alone, 
****** 

Bot why for others should I groan, 
When none will sigh for me ?— Bvbon. 



The whole country was in confixsion 
at the news of the murder. All the 
myrmidons of justice were employed 
in the most active research for the 
murderers. Some few persons were 
taken up on suspicion, hut were as 
instantly discharged. Thornton and 
Dawson underwent a long and rigor- 
ous examination ; but no single tittle 
of evidence against them appeared : 
they were consequently dismissed. 
The only suspicious circumstance 
against them, was their delay on the 
road : but the cause given, the same 
as Thornton had at first assigned to 
me, was probable and natural. The 
shed was indicated, and, as if to 
confirm Thornton's account, a glove 
belonging to that person was found 
there. To crown all, my own evi- 
dence, in which I was constrained to 
mention the circumstance of the 
muffled horseman having passed me 
on the road, and being found by me 
on the spot itself, threw the whole 
weight of suspicion upon that man, 
whoever he might be. 

All attempts, however, to discover 
him were in vain. It was ascertained 
that a man, muffled in a cloak, was 
seen at Newmarket, but not remark- 
ably observed ; it was also discovered, 
that a person so habited had put up 
a grey horse to bait in one of the inns 
at Newmarket ; but in the throng of 
strangers neither the horse nor its 
owner had drawn down any particular 
remark. 

On further inquiry, testimony dif- 
fered ; four or five men, in cloaks. 
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had left their horses at the stables; 
one ostler changed the colour of the 
steed to brown, a second to black, a 
third deposed that the gentleman was 
remarkably tall, and the waiter swore 
solemnly he had given a glass of 
brandy and water to an unJ^ look- 
ing gentleman, in a cloak, who was 
remarkably short In fine, no mate- 
rial point could be proved, and though 
the officers were still employed in 
active search, they could trace nothing 
that promised a speedy discovery. 

As for myself, as soon as I decently 
could, I left Chester Park, with a 
most satisfactory despatch in my 
pocket, from its possessor to Lord 
Dawton, and found myself once more 
on the road to London. 

Alas! how different were my 
thoughts, how changed the temper 
of my mind, since I had last travelled 
that road ! Then I was full of hope^ 
energy, ambition — of interest for 
Reginald Glanville— of adoration for 
his sister; and now, I leaned back 
listless and dispirited, without a single 
feeling to gladden the restless and 
feverish despair which, ever since that 
night, had possessed me ! What was 
ambition henceforth to me? The 
most selfish amongst us must have 
some human being to whom to refer 
— with whom to connect^ to associate^ 
to treasure, the triumphs and gratifi- 
cations of self. Where now for my 
heart was such a being ? My earliest 
friend, for whom my esteem was the 
greater for his sorrows, my interest 
the keener for his my^tftrj^'^^^asis^^ 
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Glanyille^ was a murderer! a das- 
tardly, a barbarous felon, whom the 
chance of an instant might convict ! 
—and she — she, the only woman in 
the world I had ever really loved — 
who had ever pierced the thousand 
folds of my ambitious and schem- 
ing heart — she was the sister of the 
assassin! 

Then came over my mind the 
savage and exulting eye of Thornton, 
when it read the damning record of 
CHanville's guilt ; and in spite of my 
iiorror at the crime of my former 
friend, I trembled for his safety ; nor 
was I satisfied with myself at my 
prevarication as a witness. It is true 
that I had told the truth, but I had 
concealed all the truth; and my 
heart swelled proudly and bitterly 
against the miniature which I still 
concealed in my bosom. 

To save a criminal, in whose safety 
I was selfishly concerned, I felt that I 
had tampered with my honour, pal- 
tered with the truth, and broken 
what Justice, not over-harshly, 
deemed a peremptory and inviolable 
duty. 

It was with a heightened pulse, and 
a burning cheek, that I entered Lon- 
don ; before midnight I was in a high 
feyer; they sent for the vultures of 
physic — I was bled copiously — I was 
kept quiet in bed for six days ; at the 
end of that time, my constitution and 
youth restored me. I took up one 
of the newspapers listlessly; Glan- 
ville's name struck me; I read the 
varagraph which contained it — it was 
a high-flown and fustian panegyric on 
his genius and promise. I turned to 
another column : it contained a long 
speech he had the night before made 
in the House of Commons. 

*' Can such things be 1 ** thought I ; 
yea, and thereby hangs a secret and 
an anomaly in the human heart. A 
mail may commit the greatest of 
crimes, and (if no other succeed to it) 
it changes not the current of his 



being ; to all the world — to all intents 
— for all objects he may be the same. 
He may equally serve his coimtry — 
equally benefit his friends — ^be gene- 
rous — brave— benevolent, all that he 
was before. One crime, however 
heinous, does not necessarily cause a^ 
revolution in the system — it is only 
the perpetual course of sins, vices,, 
follies, howover insignificant they may 
seem, which alters the nature and 
hardens the heart. 

My mother was out of town when I 
returned there. They had written to 
her during my illness, and while I 
was yet musing over the da^ joamal, 
a letter from her was put into my 
hand. I transcribe it. 

''Mt deabbst Hshbt, 
" How dreadfully uneasy I am about 
you ! write to me directly. I would 
come to town myself hot am staying^ 
with dear Lady Dawton, nho will not 
hear of my going ; and I cannot 
offend her, for your sake, ^y the bye, 
why have you not called upon Lord 
Dawton 1 bu^ I foi^got, you have beea 
ill. My dear, dear child, I am 
wretched about you, and how pale 
your illness will make you look ! juat 
too, as the best part of the season is 
coming on. How unlucky! Pray, 
don't wear a black cravst when yon 
next call on Lady Boseville; but 
choose a very fine hapHsU one— it 
will make you look rather delicate 
than ill. What physician do you 
have ? I hope, in Gk>d, that it is Sir 
Henry Halford. I shall be too miser- 
able if it is not. I am sure no one 
can conceive the anguish I suffer. 
Your father, too, poor man, has been 
laid up with the gout for the last 
three days. Keep up your spirits, my 
dearest child, and get some light 
books to ^rtertain you : l>ut, pray, as 
soon as you airt well, do go to Lord 
Dawton's — ^he is dying to see you; 
but be sure not to catch cold. How 
did you like Lady Chester? Pray 
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' take the greatest caore of yourself, and 
write soon to 

" Your wretched, and most 

'' Affetftionate mother, 
"I-. P." 
" P. S. How datdfuUy shocking 
about that poor Sir John l^irell J " 

I tossed the letter from me. Etesven 
pardon me if the misanthropy of my 
mood made me less grat^ul for the 
maternal solicitude than I should 
otherwise have been. 

I took up one of the numerous 
books with which my table was 
covered; it was a worldly work of 
one of the French reasoners ; it gave 
a new turn to my thoughts — ^my mind 
reverted to its former projects of am- 
bition. Who does not know what 
active citizens private misfbrttme 
makes us! The public is like the 
pools of Bethesda — we all hasten 
there, to plunge in and rid ourselves 
of our afflictions. 

I drew my portfolio to me, and 
wrote to Lord Dawton. ThroQ hours 
after I had sent the note, he called 
upon me. I gave him Lord Chester's 
letter, but he had already received 
from that nobleman a notification of 
my success. He was profuse in his 
compliments and thanks. 

"And, do you know," added the 
statesman, ''that you have quite 
made a conquest of Lord Guloseton 1 
He speaks of you publicly in the 
highest terms : I wish we could get 
him and his votes. We must be 
strengthened, my dear Pelham ; every 
thing depends on the crisis.** 

" Are you certain of the cabinet?" 
I asked. 

" Yes ; it is not yet publicly an- 
nounced, but it is fidly known 
amongst us, who comes in, and who 
stays out. I am to have the place 
of ." 

*' I congratulate your lordship from 
my heart. What post do you design 
former* 



"Lord Dawton changed countenance. 
"Why — ^really — Pelham, we have not 
yet filled up the lesser appointments, 
but you diall be well remembered-— 
well, my dear Pelham — be sure of it." 

I looked at the noble speaker witii 
a glanoe which, I flatter mys^, is 
peculiar to me. Is, thought I, the 
embryo minister playing upon me as 
upon one of his dependent tools? Let 
him beware! The anger of the 
moment passed away. 

'* Lord Dawton," said I, " one word^ 
and I have done discussing my daims 
for the present. Do you mean to 
place me in Parliament as soon as 
you are in the cabinet ? What else 
you intend for me, I question not" 

" Yes, assuredly, Pelham. How can 
yon doubt it 1" 

" Enough I— and now read this let- 
ter from France." 

* * ♦ ♦ * 

♦ * * * * 

Two days after my interview with 
Lord Dawton, as I was riding leisurely 
through the Green Park, in no very 
bright and aocial mood, one of the 
&voured carriages, whose owners are 
permitted to say, " Hie iter est nobis" 
overtook me. A sWeet voice ordered 
the coachman to stop, and then ad- 
dressed itself to me. 

"What, the hero of Chester Park 
returned, without having once nar- 
rated his adventures to me 1 " 

" Beautifhl Lady Boseville " said I, 
"I plead guilty of negligence — not 
treason. I forgot, it is true, to appear 
before you, but I forget not the devo- 
tion of my duty now that I behold 
you. Command, and I obey." 

"See, Ellen," said Lady Roseville, 
turning to a bending and blushing 
countenance beside her, which I then 
first perceived — "see what it is to be 
a knight errant ; even his language is 
worthy of Amadis of Gaul — but— 
(again addressing me) your adven- 
tures are really too shocking a sub- 
ject to treat lightly. We lay ouz 
o^ 
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BeriooB orders on yon to come to our 
castle this night; we shall be alone/' 

''Willingly sliall I repair to your 
bower, fayre ladle; but tell me, I 
beseech you, how many persons are 
signified in the word ' alone ? ' " 

"Why," answered Lady Roseville, 
"I fear tre Tnay have a few people 
with us ; but I think, Ellen, we may 
promise our chevalier that the num- 
ber shall not exceed twelve.** 

I bowed and rode on. What worlds 
would I not have given to have 
touched the hand of the coimtess's 
companion, though only for an in- 
stant. But — and that fearful hut, 
chilled me, like an icebolt. I put 
spurs to my horse, and dashed fiercely 
onwards. There was rather a high 
wind stirring, and I bent my fiwe 
from it, so as scarcely to see the course 
of my spirited and impatient horse. 

" What ho, sir !— what ho I ** cried 
a shrill voice — "for Heaven*s sake, 
don't ride over me btfore dinner, 
whatever you do after it 1 ** 

I pulled up. " Ah, Lord Guloseton ! 
how happy I am to see you ; pray 
forgive my blindness, and my horse's 
stupidity.** 

"*Tis an ill wind," answered the 
noble gourmand, "which blows no- 
body good ; — an excellent proverb, 
the veracity of which is daily attested; 
for, however unpleasant a keen wind 
may be, there is no doubt of its being 
a marvellous whetter of that greatest 
of Heaven's blessings — an appetite. 
Little, however, did I expect, that 
besides blowing me a relish for my 
eatU^ de foie gras, it would also blow 
me one who might, probably, be a 
partaker of my enjoyment. Honour 
me with your company at dinner 
to-day." 

" What saloon will you dine in, my 
Lord LucuUus?" said I, in allusion 
to the custom of the epicure, by 
whose name I addressed him. 

"The saloon of Diana,** replied 
Guloseton — "for she must certainly 



have shot the fine buck of which 
Lord H. sent me the haunch that we 
shall have to-day. It is the true old 
Meynell breed. I ask you not to 
meet Mr. So-and-so, and Lord What- 
d'ye-call-him : I ask you to meeitkaauU 
de/oie gras, and a haunch of venison." 

" I will most certainly pay them my 
respects. Never did I know before 
how far things were better company 
than persons. Tour lordship has 
taught me that great truth." 

" God bless me ! " cried Guloseton, 
with an air of vexation, " here comes 
the Duke of Stilton, a horrid person, 
who told me the other day, at my 
petit diner, when I apologised to him 
for some strange error of my artistes, 
by which common vinegar had been 
substituted for Chili — who told me— 
what think you he told mel Yon 
cannot guess, — ^he told me, forsooth, 
that he did not care what he ate; 
and, for his part, he could make a 
very good dinner off a beef-steak! 
Why the deuce, then, did he come 
and dine with me ? Could he have 
said any thing more cutting? Imagine 
my indignation, when I looked round 
my table and saw so many good things 
thrown away upon such an idiot." 

Scarcely was the last word out of 
the gourmand's mouth before the 
noble personage so designated joined 
us. It amused me to see Guloseton's 
contempt (which he scarcely took the 
pains to suppress) of a person whom 
all Europe honoured, and his evident 
weariness of a companion, whose 
society every one else would have 
coveted as the aummum bonum of 
worldly distinction. As for me, feel* 
ing anything but social, I soon left 
the ill-matched pair, and rode into 
the other park. 

Just as I entered it, I perceived, 
on a dull, yet cross-looking pony, 
Mr. Wormwood, of bitter memory. 
Although we had not met since onr 
mutual sojourn at Sir Lionel Garrett's, 
and were then upon very cool terms 
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of acquaintance, he seemed resolyed 
to recognise and claim me. 

"My dear sir," said he, with a 
ghastly smile, ''I am rejoiced once 
more to see yon ; bless me, how pale 
you look. I heard you had been very 
ilL Pray, have you been yet to that 
man who professes to cure consump- 
tion in the worst stages ? " 

" Yes," said I, " he read me two 
or three letters of reference from the 
patients he had cured. His last, he 
said, was a gentleman very fer gone — 
a Mr. Wormwood." 

" Oh, you are pleased to be face- 
tious," said the cynic, coldly — "but 
pray do tell me about that horrid affair 
at Chester Park. How disagreeable 
it must have been to you to be taken 
up on suspicion of the murder 1 " 

" Sir," said I, haughtily, " what do 
you mean \ " 

"Oh, you were not — ^werVt youl 
Well, I always thought it unlikely; 
but every one says so " 

"My dear sir," I rejoined, "how 
long is it since you have minded what 
every body says ] If I were so foolish, 
I should not be riding with you now; 
but / have always said, in contradic- 
tion to every body, and even in spite 
of being universally laughed at for 
my singular opinion, that you, my 
dear Mr. Wormwood, were by no 
means silly, nor ignorant, nor inso- 
lent, nor intrusive; that you were, 
on the contrary, a very decent author, 
and a very good sort of man ; and that 
you were so benevolent, that you daily 
granted^ to some one or other, the 
greatest happiness in your power : it 
is a happiness I am now about to 
enjoy, and it consists in wishing you 
'good lye!'** And without waiting 
for Mr. Wormwood's answer, I gave 
the rein to my horse, and was soon 
lost among the crowd, which had now 
b^gun to assemble. 



Hyde Park is a stupid place. The 
English of the fashionable world make 
business an e]:\joyment,and enjoyment 
a business : they are bom without a 
smile ; they rove about public places 
like so many easterly winds — cold, 
sharp, and cutting; or like a group 
of fogs on a frosty day, sent out of his 
hall by Boreas, for the express pur- 
pose of looking black at one another. 
When they ask you, " how yoa do," 
you would think they were measuring 
the length of your coffin. They are 
ever, it is true, labouring to be agree- 
able ; but they are like Sisyphus, the 
stone they roll up the hill with so 
much toil, runs down again, and hits 
you a thump on the legs. They are 
sometimes polite, but invariably un- 
civil; their warmth is always artificial 
— their cold never; they are stiff 
witheut dignity, and cringing without 
manners. They offer you an afiront, 
and call it " plain truth ;" they wound 
your feelings, and tell you it is manly 
"to speak their minds ;" at the same 
time, while they have neglected all 
the graces and charities of artifice, 
they have adopted all its &lsehood 
and deceit. While they profess to 
abhor servility, they adulate the peer- 
age ; while they tell you they care not 
a rush for the minister, they move 
heaven and earth for an invitation 
from the minister's wife. Then their 
amusements! — ^the heat — the dust — 
the sameness — the slowness, of that 
odious park in the morning ; and the 
same exquisite scene repeated in the 
evening, on the condensed stage of a 
rout-room, where one has more heat, 
with less air, and a narrower dungeon, 
with diminished po^bility of escape! 
— ^we wander about like the damned 
in the story of Yathek, and we pass 
our lives, like the royal philosopher 
of Prussia, in conjugating the verb, 
Je m* ennuis. 
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CHAPTER LXVa 

I In 8ol« Tirendi causa palato estf— JinrBHAu 

'— They would talk of nothing hot high life, and hl^^lived oomiiany ; wltli other 
faahlonaUe topics, auch as pietaris, taata, Shakspeare, and the musioal glasses.— Fiaor qf 
WaMiffMd. 



Thh refleoUons which closed the 
last chapter inll serve to show that I 
was in no very amiable or convivial 
temper, when I drove to Lord Gulose- 
ton'a dbmer. However, in the world, 
it matters little what may be our real 
mood, the mask hides the bent brow 
and the writhing lip. 

Gkdofleton waa stretched on hi& 
aofa^ gazing with upward eye at the 
beautiful Yenus which hung above 
his hearth. " You are welcome. Pel- 
ham ; I am worshipping my household 
divinity!" 

I prostrated myself on the opposite 
B0&, and made some answer to the 
classical epicure, which made us both 
laugh heartily. We then talked of 
pictures, painters, poets, the ancients, 
and Dr. Henderson on Wines; we 
gave ourselves up, without restraint, 
to the enchanting &scination of the 
last-named subject ; and, our mutuaJi 
enthusiaam confirming our cordiality, 
we went down stairs to our dinner, as 
eharmed with each other as boon 
companions always should be. 

"This is as it should be,'* said I, 
looking round at the well-filled table, 
and the sparkling ^irits immersed 
in the ice-pails ; " a genuine friendly 
dinner. It ia very rarely that I dare 
^iitrust myself to such extempore 
hospitality — mieefrvm est aiiend vivere 
quadrd; — a friendly dinner, a family 
meal, are things from which I fly with 
undisguised aversion. It is very hard, 
that in England, oae cannot have a 
friend, on pain of being shot or 
poisoned ; if you refuse his familiar 



invitational, he thinks you mean to 
affiront him, and says something rude, 
for which you are forced to challenge 
him ; if you accept them, you perish 
beneath the weight of boiled muttoa 
and turnips, or " 

" My dear friend,'' interrupted 
Gulosetcm, with his mouth full, " it ia 
very true; but this is no time for 
talking; let ub ea<." 

I acknowledged the jostioe of the 
rebuke, and we did not interchange 
another word beyond the exclamations 
of surprise, pleasure, admiration, or 
dissatisfaction, called up by the ob- 
jects which engrossed our attention,, 
till we found ourselves alone with our 
dessert. 

When I thought my host had im- 
bibed a sujfficient quantity of wine, I 
once more renewed my attack. I had 
tried him before upon that point of 
vanity which is centred in power, and. 
political consideration, but in vain ; 
I now bethought me of another. 

" How few persons there are," said 
I, " capable of giving even a tolerable 
dinner — how many capable of ad- 
miring one worthy of estimation 1 
I could imagine no greater triumph 
for the ambitious epicure, than to see 
at his board the first and most ho- 
noured persons of the state, all lost in 
wonder at the depth, the variety, the 
purity, the munificence of his taste ; 
all forgetting, in the extorted respect 
which a gratified palate never fails to 
produce, the more visionary schemes 
and projects which usually occupy 
their thoughts; — ^to find those whom 
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^ England are solicdting for posts 
and po^ror, become, in their tnm, 
^agerand craying aspirants for places 
«t his table ; — to know that all the 
grand movements of the ministerial 
body are planned and agitated over 
the inspirations of his yiands and the 
excitement of his wine. From a 
hannch of venison, like the one of 
which we have parteJten to-day, what 
noble and substantial measnres might 
arise! Prom a sautS de fme, what 
delicate subtleties of finesse might 
have their origin ! Prom a ragout 
d lafinanciire, what godlike improve- 
ments in taxation ! Oh, conld snch 
a lot be mine, I would envy neither 
Napoleon for the goodness of hisibr^ 

tune, nor S for the grandeur of 

his genius." ♦ 

Guloseton laughed. " The aardonr 
<ef your enthusiasm blinds your phi- 
losophy, my deaff Pelham ; like Mon- 
tesquieu, the liveliness oi your fancy 
often makes yon advance paradoxes 
which the consideration of your judg- 
ment would afterwards condemn. For 
instance, you must allow, that if one 
had all those fine persons at one's 
table, one would be forced to talk 
more, and consequently to eat less : 
moreover, you would either be ex- 
cited by your triumph, or yoa would 
not,— -that is indisputa We ; if you are 
not excited, you have the bore for 
nothing ; if you are excited, you spoil 
your digestion : nothing is so detri- 
mental to the stomach as the feverish 
inquietude of the passions. All phi- 
losophies recommend cahn as the to 
Jcalon of their code ^ and you must 
perceive, that if, in the course you 
advise, one has occasioDal opportoni- 
ties of pride, one also has those of 
mortification. Mortification! terrible 
word ; how many apoplexies have 
arisen from its source ! No, Pelham, 
away with ambition; fill your glass, 
and learn, at last, the secret of real 
philosophy." 

"Confound the man!** was my 



mefnJUd anathema. — " Long Efe to the 
Solomon of saut^" was my avdiibfie 
exclamation. 

** Th«re is something,** resumed' 
Gfuloseton, '*in your count^iance and 
manner, at once so frank, lively, and 
ingenuous, that one is not only pro* 
possessed in your fiivour, but desirous 
of your friendship. I tell you, there- 
fore, in confidence, that nothing more 
amuses me than to see the courtship 
I receive from each party. I laugh at 
ail the unwise and passionate contests 
in which others are engaged, and I 
would as soon think of entering into 
the chivalry of Don Quixote, or 
attacking the visionary enemies of ^e 
Bedlamite, as of taking part in the ftny 
of politicians. At present, looking 
aftr off at their deliriimi, I can ridicule 
it; were I to engage in it, I should 
be hurt by it. I have no wish to 
become the weeping, instead of the 
laughing, philosopher. I sleep well 
now — I have no desire to sleep ill. I 
eat well — ^why should I lose my appe- 
Utel I amundisturbed and unattacked 
in the enjoyments best suited to my 
taste — for wttat purpose should I be 
hurried intothe abuseof the joumaliBtB 
and the witticisms of pamphleteers t 
I can ask those whom I like to my 
house — irhj should I be forced into 
asking those whom I do not like % la 
fine, my good Pelham, why should I 
sour my temper and shorten my lifb^ 
put my green old age into flannel and 
physic, and become, from the happiest 
of sages, the most miserable of foolsl 
Ambition reminds me of what Bacon 
says of anger — ^'It is like rain, it 
breaks itself upon that which it fidb 
on.' Pelham, my boy, taste the 
GMlteau Mcerg6t*' 

However hurt my vanity might be 
in having so ill succeeded in my 
object, I could not help smiling with 
satisfaction at my entertainer's prin- 
ciples of wisdom. My diplomatic 
honour, however, was concerned, and 
I resolved yet to gain him. If^ heie* 
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after, I sacceeded, it was by a veiy 
different method than I had yet taken ; 
meanwhile, I departed from the house 
of this modem Apicius with a new 
insight into the great book of man- 
kind, and a new conclnsion from its 
pages ; viz. that no virtne can make 
80 perfect a philosopher as the senses. 
There is no content like that of the 
epicure— no active code of morals so 
difficult to conquer as the inertness of 
his indolence; he is the only being 
in the world for whom the present 
has a supremer gpratification than the 
future. 

My cabriolet soon whirled me to 
Lady Boseville's door ; the first person 
I saw in the drawing-room, was Ellen. 
She lifted up ' her eyes with that 
familiar sweetness with which they 
had long since learnt to welcome me. 
'' She is the sister of a murderer ! " 
was the thought that curdled my 
blood, and I bowed distantly and 
passed on. 

I met Vincent. He seemed dispi- 
rited and dejected. He already saw 
how ill his party had succeeded; above 
all, he was enraged at the idea of the 
person assigned by rumour to fill the 
place he had intended for himself. 
This person was a sort of rival to his 
lordship, a man of quaintness and 
quotation, with as much learning as 
Vincent, equal wit, and— but that per- 
sonage is still in office, and I will say 
no more, lest he should think I flatter. 
To our subject. It has probably 
been observed that Lord Vincent had 
indulged less of late in that peculiar 
strain of learned humour formerly his 
wont. The fact is, that he had been 
playing another part; he wished to 
remove from his character that appear- 
ance of literary coxcombry with which 
he was accused. He knew well how 
necessary, in the game of politics, it 
is to appear no less a man of the 
world than of books ; and though he 
was not averse to display his clerkship 
and scholastic information, yet he 



endeavoured to make them 
rather valuable for their weight, than 
curious for their fiishion. How few 
there are in the world who. retain, 
after a certain age, the character 
originally natural to them ! We all 
get, as it were, a second skin; the little 
foibles, propensities, eccentricities, we 
first indulged through affectaUon, 
conglomerate and encrust till the 
artificiality grows into nature. 

** Pelham," said Vincent, with a 
cold smile, ''the day will be yours; 
the battle is not to the strong — ^the 
Whigs will triumph. *Fugire Pvdor, 
verv/mque,Jidesque ; in quorum subUre 
locum fraudesqy^ dolique insiduBque, 
et vis, et amor soderaius habendu* "* 

** A pretty modest quotation," said 
I. "Tou must alldw, at least, that 
the amor acdercUus habendi was also, 
in some moderate degree, shared by 
the Pvdor and Fides wMch charac- 
terise your party ; otherwise I am at 
a loss how to account for the tough, 
struggle against us we have lately had 
the honour of resisting." 

" Never mind," replied Vincent, 
" I will not refute you : — It is not for 
us, the defeated, to argue with you, 
the victors. But pray, (continued 
Vincent, with a sneer which pleased 
me not,) pray, among this windfall of 
the Hesperian fruit, what nice little 
apple will fall to your share?" 

" My good Vincent, don't let na 
anticipate ; if any such apple should 
come into my lap, let it not be that of 
discord between us." 

"Who talks of discord?" asked 
Lady Eoseville, joining us. 

"Lord Vincent," said I, "fancies 
himself the celebrated fruit, on which 
was written, detur puichriori, to be 
given to the fairest. Suffer me, there- 
fore, to make him a present to your 
ladyship." 



* " Shame, Truth, and Faith hatfe flovon g 
in their ttead creep in frauds, eraft, snares, 
force, and Me rascally lave cfgain,'* 
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' y incent muttered something which^ 
as I really liked and esteemed him, 
I was resolved not to hear ; accord- 
ingly I tamed to another part of the 
room : there I found Lady Dawton — 
she was a tall, handsome woman, as 
proud as a liberal's wife ought to be. 
She received me with unusual gra- 
ciousness, and I sat myself beside her. 
Three dowagers, and an old beau of 
the old school, were already sharing 
the conversation with the haughty 
countess. I found that the topic was 
society. 

" No," ssdd the old beau, who was 
entitled Mr. Clarendon, "society is 
very different from what it was in my 
younger days. You remember. Lady 
Paulet, those delightful parties at 

D House 1 Where shall we ever 

find anything like them ? Such ease, 
such company — even the mixture was 
so piquant; if one chanced to sit 
next a bourgeois, he was sure to be 
distinguished for his wit or talent. 
People were not tolerated, as now, 
merely for their riches." 

" True," cried Lady Dawton, "it is 
the introduction of low persons, with- 
out any single pretension, which spoils 
the society of the present day ! " And 
the three dowagers sighed amen, to 
this remark. 

"And yet," said I, "since I may 
safely say so here without being sus- 
pected of a personality in the shape of 
a compliment, don't you think, that 
without any such mixture we should 
be very indifferent company 1 Do we 
not find those dinners and soirees the 
pleasantest where we see a minister 
next to a punster, a poet to a prince, 
and a coxcomb like me next to a 
beauty like Lady Dawton 1 The more 
variety there is in the conversation, 
the more agreeable it becomes ! " 

" Very just," answered Mr. Claren- 
don; "but it is precisely because I 
wish for that variety that I dislike a 
miscellaneous society. If one does 
not know the person beside whom one 



has ' the happiness of sitting, what 
possible subject can one broach with 
any prudence. I put politics aside, 
because, thanks to party spirit, we 
rarely meet those we are strongly 
opposed to ; but if we sneer at the 
methodists, our neighbour may be a 
saint — ^if we abuse a new book, he 
may have written it — ^if we observe 
that the tone of the piano-forte is bad, 
his figither may have made it — if we 
complain of the uncertainty of the 
commercial interest, his uncle may 
have been gazetted last week. I name 
no exaggerated instances ; on the con- 
trary, I refer these general remarks to 
particular individuals, whom all of us 
have probably met. Thus, you see, 
that a variety of topics is proscribed 
in a mixed company, because some 
one or other of them will be certain to 
offend." 

Perceiving that we listened to him 
with attention, Mr. Clarendon con- 
tinued — "Nor is this more than a 
minor objection to the great mixture 
prevalent amongst us : a more im- 
portant one may be found in the uni- 
versal imitation it produces. The 
influx of common persons being once 
permitted, certain sets recede, as it 
were, from the contamination, and 
contract into very diminished coteries. 
Living familiarly solely amongst them- 
selves, however they may be forced 
into visiting promiscuously, they im- 
bibe certain manners, certain pecu- 
liarities in mode and words — even in 
an accent or a pronunciation, which 
are confined to themselves : and what- 
ever differs from these little eccen- 
tricities, they are apt to condemn as 
vulgar and suburban. Now, the &sti- 
diousness of these sets making them 
difficult of intimate access, even to 
many of their superiors in actual rank, 
those very superiors, by a natural 
feeling in human nature, of prizing 
what is rare, even if it is worthless, 
are the first to solicit their acquaint- 
ance ; and, as a sign tbA.t> tVis^ ^sk^^ 
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it^ to imitale thote peoiliwities which 
an th« Mpecial hien^ar^hies of this 
aMred fbw. The lower gndes catch 
the coBtagion, and imitate those th^ 
imagine most likely to know the 
eMcntiala of the mode; and thne 
mannen, unnatonl to all, are trana- 
Bitted Becond - hand, third • hand, 
fenrth-hand, till they ore nltimately 
filtered into Bomething worse than no 
manners at aU. Hence, you perceive 
all people timid, stiff, unnatural, and 
ill at easei, they are dressed up in a 
garb idiich does not fit them, to which 
Uiey have never been accustomed, and 
are as little at home as the wild Indian 
in the boots and garments of the more 
drilised European." 

" And hence," said I, " springs that 
unirersal vulgarity of idea^ as well as 
manner, which pervades all society 
— for nothing is so plebeian as imi- 
tation." 

" A very evident truism ! " said 
Clarendon. " What I lament most, is 
the injudicious method certain per- 
sons took to change this order of 
things, and diminish the d^sagr^mens 
of the mixture we speak of. I remem- 
ber well, when Almack's was first set 
np, the intention was to keep away 
the rich rdturiers from a place, the 
tone of which was also intended to be 
contrary to their own. For this pur- 
pose the patronesses were instituted, 
the price of admission made ex- 
tremely low, and all ostentatious 
refreshments discarded : it was an 
admirable institution for the interests 
of the little oligarchy who ruled it — 
but it has only increased the general 
imitation and vulgarity. Perhaps the 
records of that institution contain 
things more disgraceful to the aristo- 
oracy of England, than the whole 
history of Europe can furnish. And 
how could the Mesaiettra et Mesdcunes 
Jovsrdaina help following the servile 
and debasing example of Monseigneur 
U Due et Pair?" 

** How strange it is^'' said one of the 



dowagers, *^ that of all the novels on 
society with which we are annuallj 
inundated, there is scarcely one which 
gives even a tolerable description 
(rfit!" 

<' Not strange," said Clarendon, with, 
a fi)nBal smile, ** if your ladyship will 
condeaeend to reflect. Most of the 
writers upon o>ar little great worlds 
have seen, nothing of it : at most^ they 
have been occasionally admitted into 
the routs of the B.'b and C.'s of the 
second, or rather the third set. A 
very few are, it is true, gentlemen ; 
but gentlemen, who are not writers, 
arc as bad as writers who are not gen- 
tlemen. In one work, which, since it 
is popular, I will not name, there is 
a stifiness and stiltedness in the dior 
\ogfiQ and descriptions perfectly ridi- 
culous. The author makes his 
countesses always talking of their 
£unily, and his earls always quoting 
the peerage. There is as much fuss 
about state, and dignity, and pride, as 
if the greatest amongst us were not 
far too busy with the petty affairs of 
the world to have time for such lofty 
vanities. There is only one rule 
necessary for a clever writer who 
wishes to delineate the heau monde. 
It is this : let him consider that 
' dukes, and lords, and noble princes,' 
eat, drink, talk, move, exactly the 
same as any other class of civilised 
people — nay, the very subjects in con- 
versation are, £pr the most part, the 
same in all sets— only, perhaps, they 
are somewhat more familiarly and 
easily treated with us than among the 
lower orders, who £»ncy rank is dis- 
tinguished by pomposity, and that 
state afiairs are discussed, with the 
solemnity of a tragedy — that we are 
always my lording and my ladying 
each other — ^that we ridicule com- 
moners, and cnri our hair with De- 
brett's Peerage." 

We all laughed at this speech, the 
truth of which we readily acknow- 
ledged. 
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"Nothing/' said I^ady Dawton, 
'^ amuses me more than to see the 
great distinction which novel-writers 
make between the titled and the 
untitled; they seem to be perfectly 
unaware that a commoner, of ancient 
family and laige fortune, is very often 
of &r more real rank and estimation, 
and even weight, in what they are 
pleased to teimfaekion, than many of 
the members of the Upper House. 
And what amuses mo as much, is the 
Tio distinoUon they make between all 

people who haye titles : — Lord A , 

the little baron, is exactly the same as 
Lord Z— — , the grea^ marquess, 
equally haughty axkd equally im<' 
portant." 

"Mais, mon IHeu" said a little 
French county who had just joined 
us ; " how is it that you can expect to 
find a description of society enter- 
taining, when the society itself is so 
dull 1 — the closer the copy, the more 
tiresome it must be. Your manner, 
pour votts arrmeer, consists in stand- 
ing on a crowded staircase, and com- 
plaining that you are terribly bored. 
L*on a'a/ocmdumA difficUefowBt d une 
vie qui aejgcuae sw Veaoedier" 

" It is very true," said Clarendon, 
"we cannot defend ourselves. We 
are a veiy sensible, thinking, brave, 
sagacious, generous, industrious, 
noble-minded people ; but it must be 
confessed, that we are terrible bores 
to ourselves and all the rest of the 
world. Lady Faulet, if you are going so 
soon, honour me by accepting my arm." 

" You should say your hand^* said 
the Frenchman. 

" Pardon me," answered the gallant 
old beau; "I say, with your brave 
countryman when he lost his legs in 
battle, and was asked by a lady, like 
the one who now leans on me, whether 
he would not sooner have lost his 
arms? 'No, madam,' said he, (and 
this, Monsieur le CoTtUe, is the answer 
I give to your rebuke,) ' I want my 
hands to guard my hearL'" 



Finding our little knot was now 
broken up, I went into another part 
of the room, and joined Tmcent^ 
Lady Roseville, EUen, and one or two 
other persons who were assembled 
round a table covered with books and 
prints. Ellen was sittmg on one side 
of Lady Roseville ; there was a vacant 
chair next her, but I avoided it^ and 
seated myself, on the other side of Lady 
»^0Be y i lift- 

" Pray, Miss GlanviUe," swd Lord 
Yinoent, taking up a thin volume, 
" do you greatly admire the poems of 
this lady r* 

" What, Mrs. Hemans ] " answered 
Ellen. "lam more enchanted with 
her poetry than I can express : if that 
is * The Forest Sanctuary ' which you 
have taken up, I am sure you will bear 
me out in my admiration." 

Yincent turned over the leaves with 
the quiet cynicism of manner habitual 
to him; but his countenance grew 
animated after he had read two pages. 
" This is, indeed, beautiful," said he, 
" really and genuinely beautifuL How 
singular that such a work should not 
be more known ! I never met widi 
it before. But whose pencil marks 
are these 1** 

"Mine, I believe," said Ellen, 
modestly. 

And Lady Roseville turned the 
conversation upon Lord Byron. 

" I must confess, for my part," said 
Lord Edward Neville (an author of 
some celebrity and more merit), " that 
I am exceedingly weary of those dole- 
ful ditties with which we hate been 
favoured for so many years. No 
sooner had Lord Byron declared hin^ 
self unhappy, than every young gentle- 
man with a pale face and dark hair, 
thought himself justified in frowning 
in the glass and writing Odes to 
Despair. All persons who could 
scribble two lines were sure to make 
them into rhymes of 'blight' and 
* night.' Never was there so grand a 
penchant for the triste," 
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" It would be interegting enough," 
obBerved Vincent, " to trace the origin 
of this melancholy mania. People 
are wrong to attribute it to poor Lord 
Byron — ^it certainly came from Ger- 
many ; perhaps Werter was the first 
hero of that school." 

** There seems," said I, " an unac- 
countable prepossession among all 
persons, to imagine that whatever 
seems gloomy must be profound, and 
whatever is cheerful must be shallow. 
They have put poor Philosophy into 
deep mourning, and given her a coffin 
for a writing-desk, and a skull for an 
inkstand." 

• " Oh," cried Vincent, " I remember 
some lines so applicable to your re- 
mark, that I must forthwith interrupt 
you, in order to introduce them. 
Madame de Stael said, in one of her 
works, that melancholy was a source 
of perfection. Listen now to my 
author — 

* Une femme nous dit, et nous prouve en 

effet, 
Qu'avant quelques mille ans lliomme sera 

parfait, 
Qu'il devra oet ^tat k la milaneolie. 
On tail que la tristesse annonce le ginie ; 
Nous avons d^Jk fait des progr^s ^tonnans ; 
Que de tristes Merits— que de tristes romans ! 
Des plus noires hoireurs nous sommes 

idolAtresy 
Et la milaneolie a gagn^ nos theatres.* *^ 

"What!" cried I, "are you so 
well acquainted with my favourite 
bookl" 

" Yours I " exclaimed Vincent. 
"Grods, what a sympathy +; it has 



* "A woman telU ust and in /act sheproves^ 
That Man, though slowly t to perfection 

moves; 
But to be per/ectt first we must he sadf 
Oenius, we know, is melancholy mad. 
Already Time our startling progress hails; 
What cheerless essays!— what disastrous 

ales! 
Horror has grown theamusement of the age. 
And Mirth despairing yawns, andfiies the 

staged* 

\ La Gastronomie, PoSm^ par J Boohouz. 



long been my most feumliar acquaint- 
ance; but— 

** * Tell us what hath chanced to-day» 
That Caesar looks so sad ?'" 

My eye followed Vincent's to ascer- 
tain the meaning of this question, 
and rested upon Glanville, who had 
that moment entered the room. I 
might have known that he was ex- 
pected, by Lady Boseville's abstraction, 
the restlessness with which she started 
at times from her seat, and as instantly 
resumed it; and the fond expecting 
looks towards the door, every time it 
shut or opened, which denote so 
strongly the absent and dreaming* 
heart of the woman who loves. 

Qlanville seemed paler than usual, 
and perhaps even sadder ; but he was 
less c^ts^rat^ and abstracted; no sooner 
did he see, than he approached me, 
and extended his hand with great 
cordiality. His hand ! thought I, 
and I could not bring myself to accept 
it; I merely addressed him in the 
common-place salutation. He looked 
hard and inquisitively at me, and then 
turned abruptly away. Lady Bose- 
ville had risen from her chair — her 
eyes followed him. He had thrown 
himself on a settee near the window. 
She went up to him, and sat herself 
by his side. I turned — my face burned 
— ^my heart beat — I was now next to 
Ellen Glanville; she was looking 
down, apparently employed with some 
engravings, but I thought her hand 
trembled. 

There was a pause. Vincent was 
talking with the other occupiers of 
the table : a woman, at such times, i£ 
always the first to speak. " We have 
not seen you, Mr. Pelham," said Ellen, 
" since your return to town." 

" I have been very ill," I answered, 
and I felt my voice Mter. Ellen 
looked up anxiously at my face; I 
could not brook those large, deep, 
tender eyes, and it now became my 
turn to occupy myself with the prints; 
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*^ Yon do look pale," she said, in a 
low voice. I did not trust myself with 
a further remark — dissimulator as 
I was to others, I was like a guilty 
child before the woman I loved. There 
was another pause— at last Ellen said, 
*'How do you think my brother 
looks r* 

I started ; yes, he was her brother, 
and I was once more myself at that 
thought. I answered so coldly, and 
almost haughtily, that Ellen coloured, 
and said with some dignity that she 



should join Lady Boseville. I bowed 
slightly, and die withdrew to the 
countess. I seized my hat and de- 
parted — ^but not utterly alone — I 
had managed to secrete the book 
which Ellen's hand had marked: 
through many a bitter day and sleep- 
less night, that book has been my 
only companion : I have it before me 
now ; and it is open at a page which 
is yet blistered with the traces of 
former tears ! 
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Onr ndftren U alltfle given to pUlowphy : what difpataUons shall we liave hoe 
^?— Oil Bi<48. 



' It ma now but seldom that I met 
Ellen, for I went little into general 
society, and grew every day more en- 
grossed in political affairs. Sometimes, 
however, when, wearied of myself, and 
my graver occupations, I yielded to my 
mother's solicitations, and went to one 
of the nightly haunts of the goddess 
we term Pleasure, and the Greeks 
Moria, the game of dissipation (to 
use a Spanish proverb) shuffled us 
together. It was then that I had the 
most difficult task of my life to learn 
and to perform; to check the lip — the 
eye— the soul — to heap curb on curb, 
upon the gushings of the heart, 
which daily and hourly yearned to 
overflow ; and to feel, that while the 
mighty and restless tides of passion 
were thus fettered and restrained, all 
within was a parched and arid wilder- 
ness, that wasted itself, for want of 
very moisture, away. Yet there was 
something grateful in the sadness 
with which I watched her form in the 
dance, or listened to her voice in the 
song; and I felt soothed, and even 
happy, when my fancy flattered itself, 
that her step never now seemed so 
light, as it was wont to be when in 
harmony with mine, nor the songs 
that pleased her most, so gay as those 
that were formerly her choice. 

Distant and unobserved, I loved to 
feed my eyes upon her pale and down- 
cast cheek; to note the abstraction 
that came over her at moments, even 
when her glance seemed brightest, 
and her lip most fluent ; and to know, 
that while a fearful mystery might for 
ever forbid the union of our handS; 



there was an invisible, but electric 
chain, which oooaeoted the (sympathies 
of our hearts. 

Ah ! why is it, that the noblest of 
our passions should be also the most 
selfish? — ^that while we would make 
all earthly sacrifice for the one we 
love, we are perpetually demanding a 
sacrifice in return ; that if we cannot 
have the rapture of blessing, we find 
a consolation in the power to afflict ; 
and that we acknowledge, while we 
reprobate, the maxim of the sage : 
" L'on veut faire tout le bonheur, ou, 
H cela ne se pent ainsi, tout le maUieur 
de ce qu'on aime." * 

The beauty of Ellen was not of that 
nature which rests solely upon the 
freshness of youth, nor even the 
magic of expression ; it was as &ult- 
less as it was dazzling; no one could 
deny its excess or its perfection ; her 
praises came constantly to my ear 
into whatever society I went Say 
what we will of the power of love, 
it borrows greatly from opinion : 
pride, above all things, sanctions and 
strengthens afiection. When all voices 
were united to panegyrise her beauty, 
— when I knew, that the powers of 
her wit — the charms of her con- 
versation — the accurate judgment, 
united to the sparkling imagination, 
were even more remarkable charac- 
teristics of her mind^ than loveliness 
of her person, I could not but feel my 
ambition, as well as my tenderness^ 



* « One wishes to make all the happiness, 
or, if that is forbidden, all the anhappinesB 
of the being we love." 
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•excited : I dwelt with a double inten- 
sity on my ohoice, and with a tenfold 
bittemesB on the obstacle which 
foibade meio indulge it. 

Tet theze was one eircumstance, to 
which, in spite of all the evidenoe 
Bgainst B^ginald, my mind still fondly 
and eageriy dimg. In searching ^e 
po^ets ^f tiie unforfennate Tyrrell, 
"tiie money 1m had mentioned to me 
BB being in his possession, eonld not 
be discovered. Had Glanyille been 
the murderer, at all events he could 
not hove been the robber. It was 
true that in the death scuffle, which 
in all probability took place, the 
money might h&re fiillen ^m the 
person of ihe deceased, either among 
the long grass which grew rankly and 
luxuriantly around, or in the sullen 
and slimy pool, close to which the 
murder was perpetrated ; it was also 
possible, that Thornton, knowing that 
-the deceased had so large a sum about 
him, and not being aware that the 
circumstance had beeji eommunicsted 
to me or any one else, might not 
have been able (when he and Dawson 
^rst went to the spot) to resist so 
great a temptation. Howeyer, there 
was a sli^t crevice in this &ct, for a 
sunbeam of hope to enter, and I was 
too sangume, by habitual tempera- 
ment and present passion, not to turn 
towards it fromthe general darkness 
of my thoughts. 

With Glanyille I was often brought 
into immediate eontaet Both united 
in the same par^, and engaged in 
concerting the same measures, we 
frequently met in public, and some- 
times even alone. However, I was 
invariably cold and distant, and Ghm- 
ville confirmed Ts&er than diminished 
my BuspicionB, by making no com-" 
mentary on my behaviour, and imi- 
tating it in the indiffsrenee of his 
own. Tet, it was with a painful and 
aching heart, that I marked in his 
emaciated form and sunken cheek, 
the gradual, but certain progress of 



disease vdA deal^; and while sill 
England rang with the renown of the 
young, but almost unrivalled orator, 
and both parties united in antici- 
pating the certainty and brilliancy of 
his success, I felt how improbable 
it was, that, even if his crime escaped 
the unceasing vigilance of justice, 
this living worid would long possess 
itny traces of his genius but the 
remembrance of his name. There 
was something in his love of letters, 
his habits of luxury and expense, the 
energy of his mind — ^the solitude, the 
darkness, the hauteur, the reserve of 
his manners and life, which reminded 
me of the German Wallenstein ; nor 
was he altogether without the super- 
stition of that evil, but extraordinary 
man. It is true that he was not 
addicted to the romantic &bles of 
astrology, but he was an earnest, 
though secret, advocate of the world 
of spirits. He did not utterly dis- 
believe ^e various stories of their 
return to earth and their visits to the 
living ; and it would have been 
astonishing to me, had I been a less 
diligent observer of human incon- 
sistencies, to mark a mind, otherwise 
so reasoning and strong, in this 
respect so credulous and weak; and 
to witness its reception of a belief, 
not only so adverse to ordinary reflec- 
tion, but so absolutely contradictory 
to the philosophy it passionately 
cultivated, and the principles it 
obstinately espoused. 

One evening, I, Yincent, and Ola- 
Tendon, were alone at Ltidy Rose- 
ville's, when Beginald and his sister 
entered. I rose to depart; the beau- 
tiful Countess would not suffer it; 
and when I looked at Ellen, and saw 
her blush at my glance, the weak- 
ness of my heart eonquered, and I 
remained. 

Our conversation turned partly 
upon books, and principally on the 
science du ootur et du mondey for 
Lady Koseville was unpen 'phUosophe^ 
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as well as more than unpeu lUUraire; 
and her house, like those of the Du 
Deffiuids and D'Epinays of the old 
French regime, was one where serious 
subjects were cultivated, as well as 
the lighter ones; where it was the 
mode to treat no less upon things 
than to scandalise persons; and 
where TP ft'«^Tn« on men and reflections 
on manners were as much in their 
places, as strictures on the Opera and 
invitations to balls. 

All who were now assembled were 
more or less suited to one another; 
all were people of the world, and yet 
occasional students of the closet; but 
sJl had a different method of express- 
ing their learning or their observa- 
tions. Clarendon was dry, formal, 
shrewd, and possessed of the suspicious 
philosophy common to men hack- 
neyed in the world. Vincent relieved 
his learning by the quotation or 
metaphor, or originality of some sort, 
with which it was expressed. Lady 
Boseville seldom spoke much, but 
when she did, it was rather with 
grace than solidity. She was naturally 
melancholy and pensive, and her ob- 
servations partook of the colourings 
of her mind ; but she was also a dame 
de la cour, accustomed to conceal, and 
her language was gay and trifling, 
while the sentiments it clothed were 
pensive and sad. 

Ellen Glanville was an attentive 
listener, but a diffident speaker. 
Though her knowledge was even mas- 
culine for its Tariety and extent, she 
was averse from . displaying it; the 
childish, the lively, the tender, were 
the outward traits of her character — 
the flowers were above, but the mine 
was beneath ; one noted the beauty of 
the first — one seldom dreamt of the 
value of the last. 

Glanville's favourite method of ex- 
pressing himself was terse and senten- 
tious. He did not love the labour of 
detail : he conveyed the knowledge of 
jears in an axiom. Sometimes he 



was fanciful, sometimes false; bui^ 
generally, dark, melancholy, and bitter. 

As for me, I entered more into 
conversation at Lady Boseville's than 
I usually do elsewhere ; being, accord- 
ing to my &vourite philosophy, gay 
on the serious, and serious on the 
gay ; and, perhaps, this is a juster 
method of treating the two than 
would be readily imagined : for things 
which are usually treated with im- 
portance, are, for the most part, 
deserving of ridicule ; and those 
which we receive as trifles, swell 
themselves into a consequence we 
little dreamt of, before they depart. 

Vincent took up a volume : it was 
Shelley's Posthumous Poems. " How 
fine," said he, " some of these are ; 
but they are fine fragments of an 
architecture in bad taste: they are 
imperfect in themselves, and figiulty 
in the school they belonged to ; yet, 
such as they are, the master-hand is 
evident upon them. They are like 
the pictures of Paul Veronese — often 
emending the eye, often irritating the 
judgment, but breathing of something 
vast and lofty — ^their very feiults are 
miyestic ; — ^this age, perhaps no other, 
will ever do them justice— but the 
disciples of future schools will make 
glorious pillage of their remains. 
The writings of Shelley would furnish 
matter for a hundred volumes ; they 
are an admirable museum of ill- 
arranged curiosities — they are dia- 
monds awkwardly set; but one of 
them, in the hands of a skilful 
jeweller, would be inestimable ; and 
the poet of the future will serve him 
as Mercury did the tortoise in his own 
translation from Homer — ^make him 
'sing sweetly when he's dead!' 
Their lyres will be made out of his 
aheU:' 

" If I judge rightly,"said Clarendon, 
''his literary faults were these; he 
was too learned in his poetry, and too 
poetical in his learning. Learning is 
the bane of a poet. Imagine how 
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beautiful Petrarch would be without 
his platonic conceits ; fancy the luxu- 
riant imagination of Cowley, left to 
run wild among the lofty objects of 
nature, not the minute peculiarities 
of art. Even Milton, who made 
a more graceful and gorgeous use 
of learning, than, perhaps, any 
other poet, would have been £ar more 
popular if he had been more fiEimiliar. 
Poetry is for the multitude — erudition 
for the few. In proportion as you 
mix them, erudition will gain in 
readers, and poetry lose." 

« True," said Glanville ; "and thus 
the poetical, among philosophers, are 
the most popular of their time ; and 
the philosophical among poets, the 
least popular of theirs." 

" Take care," said Vincent, smiling, 
''that we are not misled by the 
point of your deduction; the remark 
is true, but with a certain reservation, 
viz., that the philosophy which 
renders a poet less popular, must be 
the philosophy of learning, not of 
wisdom. Wherever it consists in the 
knowledge of the plainer springs of 
the heart, and not in abstruse inquiry 
into its metaphysical and hidden 
subtleties, it necessarily increases the 
popularity of the poem; because, 
instead of being limited to the few, it 
comes home to every one. Thus, it 
is the philosophy of Shakspeare, which 
puts him into every one's hands and 
hearts — ^while that of Lucretius, won- 
derful poet as he is, makes us often 
throw down the book because it 
fatigues us with the scholar. Philo- 
sophy, therefore, only sins in poetry, 
when, in the severe garb of learning, 
it becomes ' harsh and crabbed,' and 
not * musical as is Apollo's lute.' " 

" Alas ! " said I, " how much more 
difficult than of yore education is 
become: formerly, it had only one 
object — to acquire learning ; and now, 
we have not only to acquire it, but to 
know what to do with it when we 
have — nay, there are not a few cases 

No. 54. 



where the very perfection of learning 
will be to appear ignorant." 

"Perhaps," said Glanville, "the 
very -perfection of vnsdom may con* 
sist in retaining actual ignorance. 
Where was there ever the individual 
who, after consuming years, life, 
health, in the pursuit of sciences, 
rested satisfied with its success, or 
rewarded by its triumph? Common 
sense tells us that the best method of 
employing life is to enjoy it. Common 
sense tells us, also, the ordinaxy 
means of this enjoyment; healtl^ 
competence, and the indulgence, but 
the moderate indulgence, of our 
passions. What have these to do with 
science]" 

" I might tell you," replied Vincent, 
" that I myself have been no idle nor 
inactive seeker after the hidden trea- 
sures of mind ; and that, from my own 
experience, I could speak of pleasure, 
pride, complacency, in the pursuit, 
that were no inconsiderable aug- 
menters of my stock of enjoyment; 
but I have the candour to confess, 
also, that I have known disappoint- 
ment, mortification, despondency of 
mind, and infirmity of body, that did 
more than balance the account. The 
fact is, in my opinion, that the indi- 
vidual is a sufferer for his toils, but 
then the mass is benefited by his 
success. It is we who reap, in idle 
gratification, what the husbandman 
has sown in the bitterness of labour. 
Genius did not save Milton from 
poverty and blindness — nor TassO' 
from the madhouse — ^nor GaUleo from 
the inquisition ; they were the suffer- 
ers, but posterity the gainers. The 
literary empire reverses the political ; 
it is not the many made for one — it is 
the one made for many. Wisdom and 
Genius must have their martyrs as 
well as Religion, and with the same 
results, viz., semen ecdesice est sanguis 
TnariyroTum, And this reflection 
must console us for their misfortunes, 
for, perhaps, it was sufficient to coBr 
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jole ihem. In the midst of the most 
affecting passage in the most wonder- 
M work, perhaps, cfver prodnoed, Tor 
-the mi^ure of nniversal thought with 
individiial interest — I \mean the last 
ttwo cantos of Ohilde Harold— ^the 
•|K>et wanns from himself st his hopes 
^ being femembered 



Jn hiflUne 



« With his land's laDguage/ 

And mho can read the noble and 
tiettrt-speaking apology of Algernon 
.fijFdney/ Jtrithout entering into Jiis 
.consolation no less than his misfor- 
^tanes? Bpeaking of the lavr being 
turned into a snare instead of a pro- 
tection, and instanclDg its uneertainiy 
vsnd danger in the times of iiicbard 
t&8 Second, he says, 'God only 
-jEDOini iftaA ivill be the issue of i^ 
-l&e practices in these our da^s; 
^periaps He will in hismercy speedily 
visit his nfflicted people ; / die in ihe 
'fiM that he wUl do it, 1iu>ugb i inow 
notikethne or ways.' " 

^I lore," said Clarendon, "ike 
enihusiaam which places comibrt in 
so jioble a source; but, is canity, 
think yo^, a less powerful ag^it tiian 
pMlanthyopyi Is it not the desire 
of shining before menidiai prompts 
tis to whatever may effect it.1 and if 
itcan creeOe, can it not.slso aupporl f 
I mean, that if you allow tiiat io 
shine, to dazzle, to exgoy psaoe,^ no 
•ovdinary incentive to the commence- 
ment of great woiks, the conviction 
■4)f future Buecess for this desive be- 
^oomes <(nt> inconsiderable ireward. 
-Orant, for instance, that this desire 
'^MTodueed Idie 'Paradise Lost,' and 
yon ?rill no4) 'deny 4hat it anight also 
fiupport ishe ^oet through his mis- 
fbrtones. Do you think that he 
<1&ougbt cather of the pleasure his 
work lAould affiurd to posterity, than 
«f ;the ^rakes ^poateriby should extend 
to his work 1 Had not Oioero left us 
finch frank 'Confessions of himself, how 
^triotiC; how philanthropic we should 



hftveeAteemedhim! i^owweknoirboiih 
his motive and meed was yanity, magr 
wenot extend the kaowledgecf human 
nature whioh we Imre .gained in ihiB 
instance by iqpplying it ^ othersl 
Por my pax^ I iBhonUL be ibth to 
inquire how lasge a tipiantum sS 
vanity min^^ed with the iianghtgr 
patriotism of %dncgr> or >&e .nii;- 
conquered soul of Cato." 

GlanviUebowediiiahfindinftpproviea. 

^' But,"dbserved I^flronscilly^ "why 
be so undharitable to this poor and 
persecuted principh^ tinoB none of 
you deny the ^ochI «nd ^reaAnctions 
it elfeots; why stignfaldse :vBinityrasib 
vioe, when it cieatei^ so;, at ileast, 
participates in^ :bo many mstues] I 
wonder the anoieiits dtdmntfeieat the 
choicest of theirtemplfis ta its wor- 
ship % As for me, I ahfldl kmxes&irQi 
on^ ^)esk of it«3fi(he jsmnum mekHe 
of whatoverwe Teneraterand adaiixey 
and shall ithink it tiie highest ssaB.- 
:|iliment I can ^ayito a man, dk> tell 
him he iaemmemtly vain J " 

^' I incline to your opSnion,'* egoad 
y incei^^ huighmg. " The ireason iro 
dislike vanity in others, is beeanae it , 
is perpetually iiurting onr own. Of 
nil passions (if fior the moment J anag^ 
call it «uGh) it & tiie must indiscreet ; 
it is -for ever hlaM>iiig out its own 
secrets. If it ^wonld but keq> its 
counsel, it would be /as .geaoicmsly 
jreeeived in sociel^, as amy other well- 
dressed and welkbived inteuder of 
quality. Its :gaEruliby jmakes it des- 
pised. iBut in (kiuthit must ^be elear, 
that tvanity in itadlf is neither di vice 
nor A virtue, any mme than this 
knife, in itself, is dangBrooB or useful ; 
the person wdio templejB gbes it iia 
qualities : 'ehus,'£Qr Snatanae, a great 
mind desires ios];une,«0r is mmn, in 



great actions; jt frivolons one, in 
frivolities; and so oai through the 
varieties of the human inteUeot. But 
I cannot agree with Mr. -Clarendon 
tdiat my admiration of Algernon 
Sydney (Cato I iie:v!er did .admire) 
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ironld be BEt an JesBened by tbe dis- 
•covexy, that ids j!eBiatanoe to iyraimy 
in a great measure originated in 
vanity, or that the same vanity con- 
soled him, when he fell a victim to 
that resistance; for what does it 
prove but this, that, among the 
various feelings of his soul, indigna- 
tion at oppression (so common to all 
jnen) — enthusiasm for liberty, (so 
j>redominant in liim) — ^the love of 
benefiting oihes^-^ihe noble pride of 
being, in death, consistent with him- 
'fielf ; among iUlQiese feelings, among 
AGTOwd'Of irthers>equally honourable 
4md puve— <tiiese ^mia also one, and 
-perhaps no incoraddersble feelings of 
4eflire ilhat ius We and death should 
be !berea&era|ypieciated justly 1 Gon- 
ientpt of fame is -the contempt of 
Tirtne. Never consider that vanity 
■an ofience whidh limits itself to wi^ 
ing for the praise of good men for 
^good actions: ''next to* oar own 
esteem,' si^ the best of the Koman 
philosophers, '^it isa virtue to desire 
the esteem of others.' " 

" By your emphasis on the word 
-efHeem" said Lady Roseville, " I sup- 
pose you attach some peculiarimport- 
«nce to the wordi " 

" I do," answered Vincent. " I use 
it in contra-distinction to admiinttion. 
We may covet general admiration for 
A had action — ^or many bad actions 
have the clinquant, nfhich passes for 
Teal gold) — ^but one can ezpectgeneral 
•esteem only for a good one." 

" From thiftdistinction," said Ellen, 
modestly, "may we not draw an in- 
ference, which will greatly help us in 
our consideration of vanity ; may we 
not deem that vanltgr which desires 
tmly the esteem of othets, to be inva- 
riably a Tirtue, and that mhiek only 
tongs for adrmraiion to fbe ^frequently 
a vice I" 

" "We may admit your inferesice," 
said Vincent; "and before 1 leave 
this question, I cannot help remarking 
upon the folly of the Buperficial, iviio 



imagine, by «tu4ying human motives^ 
that pbilosopheis wish to 4epreciate 
human AotLons. ^o direct our ad- 
miration to a proper point, is surely 
not to destroy it : yet how angry 
inconsiderate enthusiasts are, when 
we assign real, in the place of exag- 
gerated feelings. Thus the advocates 
for the doctrine of utility — ^the most 
benevolent, because the most indul- 
gent, of all philosophies — are branded 
with the epithets of selfish and inte- 
rested ; decriers of moral excellence, 
and disbelievers in generous actions. 
Vice has no friend like the prejudices 
which eall themselves virtue. Le 
pteiexte ordmofire de ceiM qui font le 
maXhauir des avires est gu'ik veulent 
leurbien"^ 

Hy^eyes were accidentally £sed on 
GlanviHe as Vincent ceased; he 
looked op, and coloured faintly as he 
met my look; but be did not with- 
draw his own — ^keenly and fiteadily we 
gazed upon each other, till Ellen, 
turning rouiad Buddenly,tFemaFk6d the 
unwonted meaning of our lo(&s, and 
placed her hand in her brother^ with 
a sort of fear. 

It was late; he rose to withdraw, 
and passing me, said in a low tone, 
" A little while, and you shall know 
all." I made no answer — ^he left the 
room with Ellen. 

" Lady Boseville has had but a duU 
evening, I fear, with, our stupid saws 
and andent instances," said Vincent. 
The eyes of the person he addressed 
were fixed upon the door; I wag 
standing dose by her, and, as the 
words struck her ear, she tuvneil 
abruptly ; — a tear fell upon my band 
— she perceived it, and though I 
would not look upon her fmee, I saw 
that Jier very neck blushed ; but ahe^ 
like me, if she gave wi^ to feelings 
had learned too deep a lesson irou 



* "The (Ordinary pretext of those who make 
the misery of others te, that they wish their 
good." 
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the worlds not readily to resume her 
Belf-command ; she answered Vincent 
railingly, upon his bad compliment to 



us, and receired our adieus with all her 
customary grace, and more than her 
customary gaiety. 



CHAPTER LXIX. 

Ah ! Bir, had I hut hestowed half the pains in learning a trade, that I hare in learning 
to he a scoundrel, I might have heen a rich man at this day ; hut, wgae as I am, still I 
may ho your friend, and that, perhaps, vrhen you least expect it.— Flear </ Wakefield, 



What with the anxiety and uncer- 
tainty of my political prospects, the 
continued whirlpool in which I lired, 
and, above all, the unpropitious state 
of my beUe passion, my health gare 
way; my appetite forsook me— my 
sleep fEkiled me — I lost my good looks, 
and my mother declared, that I should 
have no chance with an heiress ; all 
these circumstances together were not 
without their weight. So I set out 
one morning to Hampton Court, for 
the benefit of the country air. 

It is by no means an unpleasant 
thing to turn one's back upon the 
great city in the height of its festi- 
vities. Misanthropy is a charming 
feeling for a short time, and one in- 
hales the country, and animadverts on 
the town, with the most melancholy 
satisfaction in the world. I sat myself 
down at a pretty little cottage, a mile 
out of the town. From the window 
of my drawing-room I revelled in the 
luxurious contemplation of three pigs, 
one cow, and a straw yard; and I 
could get to the Thames in a walk of 
five minutes, by a short cut through a 
lime-kiln. Such pleasing opportu- 
nities of enjoying the beauties of 
nature, are not often to be met with : 
you may be sure, therefore, that I 
made the most of them. I rose early, 
walked before breakfast, for my health, 
and came back with a most satisfSsu;- 
tory headach, for my pains. I read 
for just three hours, walked for two 
more^ thought over Abemethy, dyspep- 



sia, and blue pills, till dinner; and ab* 
solutely forgot Lord Dawton, ambition, 
Guloseton, epicurism — ay, all but-«- 
of course, reader, you know whom I ana 
about to except^ — ^the ladye of my love. 

One bright, laughing day, I threw 
down my book an hour sooner than 
usual, and sallied out with a Dghtnesa 
of foot and exhilaration of spirit, to 
which I had long been a stranger. I 
had just sprung over a stile that led 
into one of those green shady lanea^ 
which make us feel that the old*poets 
who loved, and lived for nature, were 
right in calling our island " the merry 
England " — ^when I was startled by a 
short, quick bark, on one side of the 
hedge. I turned sharply round ; and, 
seated upon the sward, was a man, 
apparently of the pedlar profession ; a 
large deal box was lying open before 
him ; a few articles of linen, and female 
dress, were scattered round, and the 
man himself appeared earnestly occu- 
pied in examining the deeper recesses 
of his itinerant warehouse. A small 
black terrier flew towards me with no 
friendly growl. '* Down," said I ; "all 
strangers are not foes — ^though the 
English generally think so." 

The man hastily looked up ; per- 
haps he was struck with the quaintness 
of my remonstrance to his canine 
companion; for, touching his hat, 
civilly, he said — ^"The dog. Sir, is 
very quiet; he only means to give me 
the alarm by giving it to you; for 
dogs seem to have no despicable 
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insiglit into human nature, and know 
well that the best of us may be taken 
by surprise." 

" You are a moralist,'' said I, not a 
little astonished in my turn by such 
an address from such a person. **1 
could not have expected to stumble 
upon a philosopher so easily. Have 
you any wares in your box likely to 
suit me 1 if so, I should like to pur- 
chase of so moralising a vendor ! *' 

" No, Sir,'* said the seeming pedlar, 
smiling, and yet at the same time 
hurrying Ms goods into his box, and 
carefully turning the key — " no, Sir, 
I am only a bearer of other men's 
goods ; my morals are all that I can 
call my own, and those I will sell you 
at your own price." 

" You are candid, my friend," said 
I, "and your frankness, alone, would 
be inestimable in thi& age of deceit, 
and country of hypocrisy." 

" Ah, Sir 1 " said my new acquaint- 
ance, " I see already that you are one 
of those persons who look to the dark 
side of things ; for my part, I think 
the present age the best tiiat ever 
existed, and our own country the most 
virtuous in Europe." 

** I congratulate yon, Mr. Optimist, 
on your opinions," quoth I; "but 
your observation leads me to suppose, 
that you are both an historian and a 
traveller : am I right 1 " 

"Why," answered the box-bearer, 
" / Tiave dabbled a little in books, and 
wandered not a little among men. I 
am just returned from Qermany, and 
am now going to my friends in 
London. I am charged with this box 
of goods : Heaven send me the luck 
to deliver it safe I " 

"Amen," said I; "and with that 
prayer and this trifle, I wish you a 
good morning." 

" Thank you a thousand times. Sir, 
for both," replied the man — "but do 
add to your favours by informing 
me of the right road to the town 



" I am going in that direction my- 
self ; if you choose to accompany me 
part of the way, I can ensure your not 
missing the rest." 

"Your honour is too good!" re- 
turned he of the box, rising, and 
slinging his fardel across him — " it is 
but seldom that a gentleman of your 
rank will condescend to walk three 
paces with one of mine. You smile. 
Sir ; perhaps you think I should not 
class myself among gentlemen; and 
yet I have as good a right to the 
name as most of the set. I belong to 
no trade — ^I follow no calling : I rove 
where I list, and rest where I please : 
in short, I know no occupation but 
my indolence, and no law but my wilL 
Now, Sir, may I not call myself a 
gentleman 1 " 

" Of a surety ! " quoth I. " You seem 
to me to hold a middle rank between 
a half-pay captain and the king of the 
gipsies." 

"You have hit it> Sir," rejoined 
my companion, with a slight laugh. 
He was now by my side, and as we 
walked on, I had leisure more mi- 
nutely to examine him. He was a 
middle-sized, and rather athletic man, 
apparently about the age of thirty- 
eight. He was attired in a dark-blue 
frock coat, which was neither shabby 
nor new, but ill made, and much too 
large and long for its present pos- 
sessor ; beneath this was a &ded 
velvet waistcoat, that had formerly, 
like the Persian ambassador's tunic, 
"blushed with crimson, and blazed 
with gold;" but which might now 
have been advantageously exchanged 
in Monmouth-street for the lawful 
sum of two shillings andninepence; 
under this was an inner vest of the 
cashmere shawl pattern, which seemed 
much too new for the rest of the dress. 
Though his shirt was of a very un- 
washed hue, I remarked with some 
suspicion, that it was of a very respect- 
able fineness ; and a pin, which might 
be paste, or could be diamond, peeped 
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ImIow a tattered and dingy black kid 
stock, like a gipsy's eye beneath her 
liair. 

His trowsers were of a light grey, 
istki the justice of Providence, or of 
the tailor, avenged itself upon them, 
fbr the prodigal length bestowed apon 
their ill-assorted companion, the coat; 
Ibr they were much too tight for the 
muscular limbs they concealed, and, 
rising far above the ankle^ exhibited 
tile whole of a thick Wellington boot, 
irhich was the very picture^ of Italy 
upon the map. 

The face of the man was common^ 
"place and ordinary ; one sees a hun- 
dred such, every day, in Fleet-street 
or on the 'Change ; the features were 
iimall, irregular, and somewhat flat : 
yet when you looked twice upon the 
countenance, there was something 
marked and singular in the- ezpres- 
iion> which ftilly atoned for the com- 
monness of the features. The right 
«ye turned away from the left, in 
<^at watchftil squint which seems 
constructed on the same considerate 
plan as those Irish guns> made for 
ahooldng round a comer; his eye« 
brows were large and shaggy, and 
greatly resembled bramble bushes, in 
which hi» fox-like eyes had taken 
tefhge. Bound these vulpine retreats 
was a labyrinthean maze of those 
wrinkles, vulgarly called crow's-feet ; 
deep, intricate, and intersected, they 
Beemed for all the world like the web 
of a Ghancery^suit. Singular enough^ 
the rest of the countenance was per- 
fectly smooth and unindented ; even 
tile lines from the nostril to the cor- 
nOTs of the mouth, usually so deeply 
traced in men of his i^, were scarcely 
more apparent thvax in a boy of 
eighteen. 

His smile wa& frank — ^his voice 
dear and hearty— his address open, 
and much superior to his apparent 
rank of life, claiming somewhat of 
.equality, yet conceding a great deal 
of respect; but, notwithstanding all 



these certainly ffcvourable pointy 
there was a sly and cunning express 
sion in his perverse and vigilant eje 
and ail the wrinkled demesnes in its 
vicinity, that made me mistrust even 
while I liked my companion; per- 
haps, indeed, he was too frank, too 
familiar, too dSgagS, to be quite no* 
tural. Your honest men may sooa 
buy reserve by experience. Rogues 
are communicative and open, because 
confldence and openness costs them 
nothing. To finish the de«nriptioii 
of my new acquaintance, I should 
observe that there was something in 
his countenance, which struck me aa 
not wholly un&miliar ; it was one of 
those which we have not, in all hu- 
man probability, seen before, and yet; 
which (perhaps, from their very com- 
monness) we imagine we have encoun- 
tered a hundred' times. 

We walked on briskly, notwith- 
standing- the warmth of the day ; 
in fact, the air was so pure, the grass 
so green, the laughing noon-day so 
ftili of the hum, the motion, and tho 
life of creation, that the feeling pro- 
duced was rather of that freshness and 
vigoration, thanof languorand heat. 

" We have a beautiftd country. Sir,'* 
said my herb of the box. *' It is like 
walking through a garden after tho 
more sterilte and sullen features of tho 
Continent. A pure mind. Sir, loves 
the country ; for my part, I am al- 
ways disposed to burst out in thanks^ 
giving to Pi'ovidence when I behold 
its works, and like the valleys in- tho 
psalm, I am ready to laugh and sing." 

"An enthusiast," said I, "as well 
as a philosopher ! perhaps (and I be- 
lieved it likely), I hare tiie honour 
of addressing a poet also." 

"Why, Sir," replied the man, "I 
have made verses in my Ufe ; in short, 
there is little I have not done, for I 
was always a lover of variety; but, 
perhaps, your honour will let me re- 
turn the suspicion. Are you not a 
favourite of the muse ]" 
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" I cannot say that I am," said I. 
" I value myself only on my common 
sense — ^the very antipodes to genius, 
you know, according to the orthodox 
beUef." 

"Common, sense!" repeated my 
companion, with a singular and 
meaning smile, and a twinkle with his 
left eye. " Common sense ! Ah,.that 
is not my forte, Sir. You, I dare say, 
are one of those gentlemen whom it 
is very difficult to take in, either 
passiv-ely or actively, by appearance, 
or in act ] For my part, I have been 
a dupe all my life— a diild might cheat 
me ! I am the most unsuspicious 
person in the world." 

''Too candid by half,"' thought L 
''The man is certaiioly a rascal : but 
what is that tp me? I shall never 
see him again : " anc^ true to my love 
of never loang sight of an opportu- 
^ nity of ascertaining individual cha- 
racter, I observed that I thought such 
an acquaintance very valuable, espe- 
cially if he were in trade ; it was a 
pity, therefore, for my sake, that my 
companion had informed me that he 
followed no calling. 

" Why, Sir," said he,- "I am, occa- 
sionally in employment ; my nominal 
profession is that of a broker. I buy 
shawls and handkerchiefe of poor 
countesses, and retail them to rich 
plebeians. I fit up new-married cou- 
ples with linen, at a more moderate 
rate than the shops, and procure the 
bridegroom his present of jewels, at 
forty per cent less than the jewellers ; 
nay, I am as friiendly to an intrigue 
aS' a marriage,' and when I cannot 
sell my jewels, I will my good offices. 
A gentleman so handsome as your 
honour, may have an affair upon your 
hands : if so you may rely upon my 
secrecy and zeal. In short, I am an 
innocent, good-natured fellow, who 
does harm to no one for nothing, 
and good to every one for something." 

**I admire your code," quoth I, 
*'and whenever I want a mediator 



between Venus and myself, will em* 
ploy you. Have you always followed 
your present idle profession, or were 
you brought up to any other 1" 

" I was intended for a- silversmith,!* 
anawered my friend, " but Providence 
willed, it otherwise; they taught mft 
from childhood to repeat the Lord's 
prayer ; Heaven heard me, and delif 
vered me from temptation— there is^ 
indeed, something terribly seducing in 
the fiEice of a silver spoon 1 " 

"WeU," said I, "you are the ho. 
nestest knave I ever met^ and one 
would trust you with one's purse for 
the ingenuousness with which- yon 
own you would steal it Pray,, think 
yon it is probable that I have ever 
had; the happiness to meet yonbefone.? 
I cannot help fancying so — ^yet aa-I 
have never been in the watch-house]^ 
or the Old Bailey, my reason tella^me 
that I must be mistaken." 

" Not at all. Sir," returned my wop* 
thy: "I remember you well, for I 
never saw a f&ce like yours that I did 
not remember. I had the honour of 
sipping some British liquors, in the 
same room with yourself one evening ; 
you were then in company with mg 
Mend Mr.. Gordon." 

" Ha !" said I, " I thank you for the 
hint I now remember well, by the 
game token, he told me that yon were 
tiie most ingenious gentleman in Ehgr 
land ; and that you had a happy 
propensity of mistaking other people's 
possessions for your own. I congiSr 
tulate myself upon so- desirable an 
acquaintance." — 

My fidend, who was indeed no Other 
than Mr. Job Jonson, smiled witH 
hi& usual blandness, and made me a 
low bow of acknowledgment before he 
resumed : — 

"No doubt. Sir, Mr. Gordon iai 
formed you right. I flatter myself few 
gentlemen understand better than msh 
sel^, the Buci of appropriation; though 
I say it who should not say it, I de- 
serve the reputation I have acquired.' 
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Sir, I have always had ill fortune to 
straggle against^ and have always 
remedied it by two virtues — ^perse- 
rerance and ingenuity. To give you 
an idea of my ill fortune, know that I 
have been taken up twenty-three 
HmcB, on suspicion ; of my persever- 
ance, know that twenty-three times I 
have been taken up justly ; and of my 
ingenuity, know that I have been 
twenty-three times let off, because 
there was not a tittle of legal evidence 
against me !" 

" I venerate your talents, Mr. Jon- 
■on," replied I, " if by the name of 
Jonson it pleaseth you to be called, 
although, like the heathen deities, I 
presume that you have many titles, 
whereof some are more grateful to 
your ears than others." 

"If ay,'* answered the man of two 
virtues — " I am never ashamed of my 
name ; indeed, I have never done any 
thing to disgrace me. I have never 
indulged in low company, nor profli- 
gate debauchery; whatever I have 
executed by way of profession, has 
been done in a superior and artist- 
like manner; not in the rude bung- 
ling fashion of other adventurers. 
Moreover, I have always had a taste 
for polite literature, and went once as 
an apprentice to a publishing book- 
seller, for the sole purpose of reading 
the new works before they came out. 
In fine, I have never neglected any 
opportunity of improving my mind ; 
and the worst that can be said against 
me is, that I have remembered my 
catechism, and taken all possible 
pains ' to learn and labour truly, to 
get my living, and do my duty in 
that state of life, to which it has 
pleased Providence to call me.' " 

" I have often heard," answered I, 
"that there is honour among thieves ; 
I am happy to learn from you, that 
there is also religion : your baptismal 
sponsors must be proud of so diligent 
a godson." 

"They ought to be, Sir," replied 



Mr. Jonson, "for I gave iheni the 
first specimens of my address: the 
story is long, but if you ever give me 
an opportunity, I will reUte it." 

" Thank you," said I ; " meanwhile 
I must yyaih you a g^d morning; 
your road now lies to the right. I 
return you jhj best thanks for 
your condescension in accompanying 
so undistinguished an individual as 
myself." 

"Oh, never mention it, your ho- 
nour," rejoined Mr. Jonson. " I am 
always too happy to walk with a gen- 
tleman of your ' common sense.* 
Farewell, Sir ; may we meet again." 

So saying, Mr. Jonson struck into 
his new road, and we parted.* 

I went home, musing on my adven- 
ture, and delighted with my adven- 
turer. When I was about three paces 
from the door of my home, I was 
accosted, in a most pitiful tone, by a 
poor old beggar, apparently in the la^ 
extreme of misery and disease. Not- 
withstanding my political economy, 
I was moved into alms-giving by a 
spectacle so wretched. I put my hand 
into my pocket, my purse was gone ; 
and, on searching the other, lo — my 
handkerchief, my pocket-book, and 
a gold locket, which had belonged 
to Madame d'Anville, had vanished 
too. 

One does not keep company with 
men of two virtues, and receive com- 
pliments upon one's common sense, 
for nothing ! 

The beggar still continued to im- 
portune me. 

" Give him some food and half a 
crown," said I, to my landlady. Two 
hours afterwards, she came up to me 
— " Oh, Sir, my silver tea-pot — thai 
villain the beggar I" 

A light flashed upon me — " Ah, 
Mr. Job Jonson ! Mr. Job Jonson ! " 



* li any one should think this sketch from 
nature exaggerated, I refer him to the 
<• Memoirs of James Hardy Yaux." 
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cried I, in an indescribable rage; 
" out of my sight, yroman ! out of my 
Bigbt ! " I stopped short ; my speech 
filled me« Never tell me that shame 



is the companion of guilt — ^the sinful 
knave is never so ashamed of himself 
as is the innocent fool who suffers by 
him. * 



CHAPTER LXX. 

Then must I plunge again into the crowd. 

And follow all that peace diwdalnB to aeelc^BynoN. 



In thequiet of myretreati remained 
for eight days — during which time I 
never looked once at a newspaper — 
imagine how great was my philosophy ! 
On the ninth, I began to think it high 
time for me to hear from Dawton ; 
and finding that I had eaten two rolls 
for break&st, and that certain un- 
timely wrinkles began to assume a 
more mitigated appearance, I be- 
thought me once more of the '' Beau- 
ties of Babylon." 

While I was in this kindly mood 
towards the great city and its inhabi- 
tants, my landlady put two letters in 
my hand — one was frt>m my mother, 
the other from Guloseton. I opened 
the latter first; it ran thus— 

" Dear Pelhau, 
~ *' I was very sorry to hear you had 
left town — and so unexpectedly too. 
I obtiuned your address at Mivart's, 
and hasten to avail myself of it. Pray 
come to town immediately. I have 
received some dievreuU as a present, 
and long for your opinion; it is too 
nice to keep : for all. things nice were 
made but to grow bad when nicest : 
as Moore, I believe, says of flowers, 
substituting sweet and fleetest, for bad 
and nicest; so, you see, you must 
come without loss of time. 

" But you, my friend — how can you 
possibly have been spending your 
timel I was kept awake all last 
night, by thinking what you could 
have for dinner. Fish is out of the 



question in the country ; chickens die 
of the pip everywhere but in London; 
game is out of season ; it is impos- 
sible to send to Giblett's for meat; 
it is equally impossible to get it any- 
where else ; and as for the only two 
natural productions of the country, 
vegetables and eggs, I need po extra- 
ordinary penetration to be certain that 
your cook cannot tranamtOe the latter 
into an omdette avx huUres, nor the 
former into Ugumea d la crime, 

" Thus you see, by a series of unde- 
niable demonstrations, you must abso- 
lutely be in a state of starvation. At 
this thought the tears rush into my 
eyes : for Heaven's sake, for my sake, 
for your own sake, but above aU, for 
the sake of the chevreuU, hasten to 
London. I figure you to myself in 
the last stage of atrophy — airy as a 
trifle, thin as the ghost of a greyhound. 

" I need say no more on the subject. 
I may rely on your own discretion to 
procure me the immediate pleasure of 
your company. Indeed, were I to 
dwell longer on your melancholy 
situation, my feelings would overcome 
me. — Maia revefnons d nos moviona : 
(a most pertinent phrase, by the bye — 
oh ! the French excel us in everything, 
fromtheparamount science of cookery, 
to the little art of conversation.) 

" You must tell me your candid, 
your unbiassed, your deliberate opi- 
nion of chevreuU, For my part, I 
should not wonder at the mythology 
of the northern heathen nations, whicb 
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places hnnting' among the chi^ en- 
joyments of their heaven, were chev- 
reuil the object of thdr chaee; bat 
nOiil esA omni parte heatum; — it 
wants foUj my dear Pelham, it wants 
fat : nor do I see how to remedy this 
defect ; for were we by art to supply 
the fat, we should deprive ourselves 
of the flavour bestowed by nature; 
and this, my dear Pelham, was always 
my great argument for liberty. 
Cooped, chained, and confined in 
cities, and slavery, all things lose the 
fresh and generova tattet, which it is 
the peculiar blessing- of freedom and 
the country to afford. 

** Tell me, my friend, what has been 
the late subject of yoar reflections 1 
My thoughts have dwelt, much and 
aeiiouBly, on the * terra, incognita,' 
the undiscoveoed tracts in the pays 
culinairef which the profoundest in- 
vestigators hare left untouched and 

imexpbred in veal. But more of 

this hereaft^; — the lightness of a 
letter ' is ill suited to the depths of 
philosophical research. 

" Lord Bawton sounded me upon 
my votes yesterday. 'A thousand 
pities too/ said he, ' that you never 
speak in the House of Loids.' — 
* Orator fit," said I — * oratora are oib- 
ject to apojp^y* 

''Adieu, my dear friend, for friend 
you are, if the philosopher was right 
in defining true friend£^p to consist 
in liking and disliking the same 
things. You hate parsnips au rutturel 
—so do I ; you love pdtis defoie gras, 
et moi aaiasi : — ncma voUd done lea 
meiUeura aanda^du mondef 

" GCLOSBION.'' 

So much for my friend, thought I — 
(End now for my mother— opening the 
maternal epistle, which I herewith 
transcribe : — 

** My dhar Hbket, 
''Lose no time in coming to town. 
Svery day the ministers are filling up : 
ihe minor places^ and it requires a | 



great stretch of reeolleetioii in a p«di>» 
tician to remember the: absent. Mr; 

V said yestezdaj, at a dinner 

party where I was present, that Liozd 
Dawton had promised him the 
Borough of — . Now yon know, 
my dear Henry, that was the very 
borough he promised to you : you 
must see further into this. Lord 
Dawton is a good sort of man enough, 
but refused once to fight a duel; 
therefore, if he has disregarded his 
honour in one instance, he may do so 
in another : at ail erent^yon hove no 
time to lose. 

"The young Dukaof — — giyeia 
ball to-morrow evening: Mrs. . 

pays all the expenses, and I know fiir 
a certainty that she will manyhiiain 
a week ; this as yet is a seeiek. Thexe 
will be a. great mixtnre, bot the ball 
will be worth going, to* I hate a card 
fijr you. 

" Lady Huffemail andl think tha* 
we shall not patronise the fntare 
duchess ; but have not yet made up 
our minds. Lady Boseville, however, 
speaks of the intended match with 
great respect, and says that unee we 
admit convcTumce, as the chief rule in 
matrimony, she never lemembers an 
instance in which it has been more 
consulted. 

" There are to be. several promo- 
tions in tiie peerage. Lord *4 

friends wish to give out thai he will 
have a. dukedom;; maie fen douiei 
However, he has Wl^ deserved- it ; fos 
he not only gives the best dinnus ia 
towU) but the best acysount of them, in 
the Morning Post afiberwards ; which 
I think is very properly upholdin^p tbe 
dignity of our ord^- 

" I hope most earnestly that' yon 
do not (in your oonntiy retread) ne* 
gleet your health; nor, I may addj» 
your mind; and that you* take an 
opportunity every other day of prao* 
tising waltzing^ which you can very 
well do with the help of an arm-chair., 
I would send yon djown (did I not 
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Expect ybn: here so boqsl) LoixiMoiint 

B^ ^"b ' Muffloal Eeminiacemses ;' not 

only because it is a y^iy entestidiuiig 
book, but because I wii^ you to pay 
nmch gseater attention to mnsio t£an 
you seem inclined to doi- * * * * 
Wbo is never yery refined in. bis doru 
mots, says that Lord JC seems tohave 
considered' the worid a concert, in 
which the best performer plays^ first 
fiddle^ It is,- indeedj quite delightful 
to see the venesation our musioal 
Mend has for the. orchestra and' its 
tfocupants. I "msh to» heamm, my 
dear Henry;.he could insdl into you a 
little o£ his ardouiii. I am quite mor- 
tified at times by your ignorance of 
tunes and operas : notiiing' t^s- better 
in cony«»atioa than a knowledge of 
music, as you will one day or other 
discover. 

" God bless you, my dearest Henry. 
Fully expecting you, I have sent to 
engage your former rooms at Mivart's; 
do not let me be disappointed. 

" Yours, &c. 

« ji p « 

I read the above letter twice over, 
and felt my cheek glow and my heart 
swell as I passed ti^e passage relative 
to Lord Dawton and the borough. 
The new minister had certainly, for 
some weeks since, been playing a 
double part with me : it would long 
ago have been easy to procure me a 
subordinate situation — still easier to 
place me in parliament ; yet he had 
contented himself with doubtful pro- 
mises and idle civilities. What, how- 
ever, seemed to me most unaccountable 
was, his motive in breaking or palter- 
ing with his engagement: he knew 
that I had served him and his party 
better than half his corps; he pro- 
fessed, not only to me, but to society, 
the highest opinion of my abilities, 
knowledge, and application : he saw, 
consequently, how serviceable I could 
be as a friend ; and, from the same 
qualities, joined to the rank of my 



birth and eonnections, and the MgU 
and resentful temper of my mind, he 
might readily auguF that I eould be 
equally influential as- a foe. 

With thi» reflection, I stilled the 
beating of my heart, and tiie fever of 
my pulse. I crashed' the obnoxious 
letter in my hand, woUted thrice up 
and dowiK the room, paused at the 
bell — rang it violently — ordered post 
horses instantiy, and in less than an 
hour was on the road' to London. 

How difibrent is the human mind^ 
according to the difiRsrenee of place 1 
In our passions, as in our creed% we 
are the mere dependentfrof geographi- 
cal- situation. Nay, the trifling yaria> 
tion of a single mile will revolutionise 
the indole tidee and torrents of our 
hearts. The man who is meek, gene* 
reus, benevolent, and kind, in the 
country, enters the scene of contest, 
and becomes forthwith fiery or mean, 
selfish or stem, just as if the virtues 
were only for solitude, and the vices 
for the city. I have ill expressed the 
above reflection ; nHmporte — so much 
the better shall I explain my feelings 
at the time I speak of — ^for I was then 
too eager and engrossed to attend to 
the niceties of words. On my arrival 
at Mivart's I scarcely allowed myself 
time to change my dress before I set 
out to Lord Dawton. He shall afford 
me an explanation, I thought, or a 
recompense, or a revenge, I knocked 
at the door — the. minister was out. 
" Give him this card,*' said I to the 
porter, " and say I shall call to-mor- 
row at three." 
I walked to Brookes's — ^there I met 

Mr. V . My acquaintance with 

him was small ; but he was a man of 
talent, and, what was more to my 
purpose, of open manners. I went up 
to him, and we entered into conversa- 
tion. " Is it true," said I, " that I am 
to congratulate you upon the certainty 
of your return for Lord Dawton's 

borough of 1 " 

" I believe so," replied Y 
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** Lord Dawton engaged it to me last 
week, and Mr. H— , the present 
member, has accepted the Chiltem 
Hundreds. Tou know all our fsmiily 
support Lord Dawton warmly in the 
present crisis, and m j return for this 
borough was materially insisted upon. 
Such things are, you see, Mr. Pelham, 
even in these virtuous days of parlia- 
mentary purity.** 

"True," said I, dissembling my 
chagrin, ''yourself and Dawton have 
made an admirable exchange. Think 
you the ministry can be said to be 
feirly seated r* 

, "By no means; every thing de- 
pends upon the motion of , 

brought on next week. Dawton looks 
to that as to the decisive battle for 
this seasion." 



Lord Ckivelton now joined ns, and 
I sauntered away with the utmost 
(seeming) indifference. At the top of 
St. James's-street^ Lady Boseville's 
well-known carriage passed me— she 
stopped for a moment. "We shall 

meet at the Duke of ^"s to-night^" 

said she, " shall we nott** 
" If you go— certainly,** I replied. ' 
I went home to my solitary apart- 
ment ; and if I suffered somewhat of 
the torments of baffled hope and foiled 
ambition, the pang is not for the 
spectator. My lighter moments are 
for the world — my deeper for myself; 
and, like the Spartan boy, I would 
keep, even in the pangs of death, a 
mantle over the teeth and fiEmgs which 
were fiEustening upon my breast. 
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CHAPTER LXXL 



Nocet empta dolore voluptas.— Ovid. 



Te.'b first person I saw at the Dake 
of — *fl was Mr. Mivart — he offici- 
ated as gentleman nsher : the second 
was my mother — she was, as usual^ 
surrounded by men^ ''the shades of 
heroes that have been/* remnants of a 
former day, when the feet of the young 
and fiur Lady Frances were as light as 
her head, and she might have rivalled, 
in the science de la danse, even the 

graceful Duchess of B d. Over 

the dandies of her own time she still 
preserved her ancient empire ; and it 
was amusing enough to hear the 
address of the ci-devant jeunes hommes, 
who continued, through habit, the 
compliments b^un thirty years since 
through admiration. 

My mother was, indeed, what the 
world calls a very charming, agreeable 
woman. Few persons were more 
popular in society : her manners were 
perfection — her smile enchantment: 
she lived, moved, breathed, only for 
the world, and the world was not 
ungrateful for the constancy of her 
devotion. Yet, if her letters have 
given my readers any idea of her cha- 
racter, they will perceive that the very 
desire of supremacy in ton, gave 
(Heaven forgive my fUial impiety !) a 
sort of demi-vulgarism to her ideas ; 
for they who live wholly for the opi- 
nion of others, always want that self- 
dignity which alone confers a high 
cast upon the sentiments; and the 
most really unexceptionable in mode, 
are frequently the least genuinely 
patrician in mind. 

I joined the maternal party, and 
Lady Frances soon took an opportu- 
nity of whispering, " You are looking 



very well, and very handsome; I 
declare you are not unlike me, espe- 
cially about the eyes. I have just 
heard that Miss Glanville will be a 
great heiress, for poor Sir Reginald 
cannot live much longer. She is here 
to-night ; pray do not lose the oppor- 
tunity." 

My cheek burned like fire at tlu|i 
speech, and my mother, quietly ob- 
serving that I had a beautiM colour, 
and ought therefore immediately to 
find out Miss Glanville, lest it should 
vanish by the least delay, turned from 
me to speak of a public breakfitst 
about shortly to be given. I passed 
into the dancing-room ; there I found 
Vincent ; he was in unusually good 
spirits. 

" Well," said he, with a sneer, "you 
have not taken your seat yet. I sup- 
pose Lord Dawton's representative, 
whose place you are to supply, is like 
Theseus ; sedet in cetemumqite sedebit. 
A thousand pities you can't come in 
before next week ; we shall then have 
fiery motions in the Lower Jffouse, as 
the astrologers say." 

I smiled. "Ah mon cher ! " said I, 
''Sparta hath many a worthier son 
than me ! Meanwhile, how get on 
the noble Lords Lesborough and Lin- 
coln? 'sure such a pair were never 
seen, so justly formed to meet by 
nature r" 

" Pooh i " said Vincent, coarsely, 
" they shall get on well enough, before 
you get in. Look to yourself, and 
remember that ' CsBsar plays* the 
ingrate.' " 

Vincent turned away; my eyes were 
rivetted on the ground ; the beautiful 
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passed by me : " What, 



you in a reverie ?" said she, laughing ; 
*' our very host will turn thoughtful 
next ! " 

" Nay," said I, " in your absence 
wonld you have me glad ? However, 
if Moore's mythology be true — Beauty 
loves Folly the better for borrowing 
something from Keason; but, come, 
this is a pTace not for the grave, but 
"Ihe -giddy. Let u8 join the waHoers." 

^ I am engaged." 

^ I know it f Do yon ihink I would 
•dance with any woman who was not 
^engaged ? — there wonld be no triumph 
to one's vanity in that case. AUons, 
you mvst prefer me to an engagement ; " 
and BO saying, I led off my prize. 

Her intended partner was Mr. 

V ; just as we had joined the 

danoen, he spied ns out> and ap- 
proached with his long, serious, re- 
0pectful &ce: the music struck up, 
and the next moment poor Y — was 
very nearly struck doum. Fraught 
with the most political spite, I whirled 
np agaiiffit him ; apologised with my 
blandest smile, and left him wiping 
his mouth, and rubbing his shoulder, 
the most forlorn picture of Hope 
in adversity, that can possibly be 
conceived. 

I soon grew weary of my partner, 
and, leaving her to &te, rambled into 
another room. There, seated alone, 
was Lady Soseville. I placed myself 
beside her; there was a sort of free- 
masonry between her and myself; each 
knew something more of the other 
than the world did, and read his or 
her heart, by other signs than words. 
I soon saw that she was in no mirthful 
mood : so much the better — she was 
the fitter companion for a baffled 
aspirant like me. 

The room we were in was almost 
deserted, and finding ourselves un- 
interrupted, the stream of our con- 
versation flowed into sentiment 

" How little," said Lady Soseville, 
'^ can the crowd know of theindividuals | 



who compose it ! As the most opposite 
colours may be blended into one, and 
so lose their individual hues, and be 
classed under a single name, so every 
one here will go home, and speak of 
the * gay scene/ without thin^ng for 
a moment, how many breaking hearts 
may have coxx]q>08ed it." 

" I have often thought," said I, 
" how harsh we are in our judgments 
of others — how often we aeonse those 
persons of being woddly, who-merelj 
seem so to the world. Who, ior 
in8tanoe,-that sawyou in yonrhd^rteBt 
moments, would enrer snrppote that yom 
could make iht eonfenion 7011 dunn 
just made 1" 

** I wonld not make cndi a oon- 
fsssion to mai^ beside yonnel^* 
answered Lady BosecFille. " HIbj, yim 
need not thank me. I am^some years 
older than you ; I have lived longer in 
the world ; I have seen much of its 
various oharacters; and my'Ssperienoe 
has taught me to penetrate and prize 
a character like yonrs. Wiiile yon 
seem frivolous to the anperfioial, I 
know you to have a mind not only 
capable of the most solid and im- 
portant affairs, but habituated by 
reflection to consider them. You ap- 
pear efieminate, I know that none are 
more daring — ^indolent, none are more 
activelyambitious — ^utteiiy selfish, and 
I know that no earthly interest eould 
bribe you into meanness or iivjnstiefr— 
no, nor even into .a TflODial 'dereliction 
of principle. It is ^rom this estimate 
of your character, -tibat I.am iSrsusk and 
open to you. Besides, I recognise 
something in Hbt eaxeSfA ipride with 
which you ooneeal -grour higher and 
deeperfeelings^resemhliBg the strong- 
est actuating principle in my own 
mind. All this interests me warmly 
in your &te ; may it be as bright as 
my presentiments forebode ! " 

I looked into the beautiful fiioe of 
the speaker as she concluded ; perhaps, 
at that solitary moment^ my heart 
was unfaithful to Ellen; but the 
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infidelitj pas^sd >ftWBy like the breadi 
fFom the Txnnot. <Coxeomb ab I wbs, 
I knew wen kow pasBioBilees was ihe 
interest espretaed for me. (Borer as 
1 had been, I Imew also, how pure 
may be the frieDdi^p of a woman, — 
jprovided the ioves cmoGier ! 

I i^onked Xiady Boseville, warmly, 
for her opinion. " Porhapa,"*' I added, 
" dared I «olidit your advice, yon 
would not ^find me wlu^ undeserving 
cff your esteem.** 

** My advioe,"*' answered La^ Rose- 
ViHe, ** would be, indeed, worse than 
useless, were it iu)t reflated by a 
certain knowledge which, perhaps, you 
do not possess. You seem surprised. 
Wi Jnen; listen to me — are you not 
in no smeOl degree Ui wiik Lord 
Bawton? — ^ yon not expect .some- 
thing from iiim woi*thy of your Tank 
and merit r' 

^ Ton do, indeed, surprise me," «aid 
I. " However close my connection 
with Lord Dawton may be, I thought 
it much more secret than it appears 
to be. However, I own that I have 
a right to expect from Lord Dawton, 
not, perhaps, a recompense of service, 
but, at least, a fulfilment of promises. 
In this expectation I begin to believe 
I shall be deceived." 

" You will ! " answered Lady Rose- 
ville. "Bend your head lower — the 
walls have ears. You have a fHend, 
an unwearied and earnest friend, with 
those now in power ; directly he heard 
that Mr. Y was promised the 

borough, which he knew had been 
long engaged to you, he went straight 
to Lord Dawton. He found him 
with Lord Clandonald; however, he 
opened the matter immediately. He 
spoke with great warmth of your 
claims — he did more — ^he incorporated 
them with his own, which are of 
no mean order, and asked no other 
recompense for himself than the fulfil- 
ment of a long-made promise to you. 
Dawton was greatly confused, and 
Lord Clandonald replied, for him. 



that certainly there was no denying 
your talents — that they were very 
great — ^that you had, unquestionably, 
been of much service to their party, 
and that, consequently, it must be 
politic toattaehyou toiheir interests ; 
but that there was a eerts&Rjierti, and 
assumption, and he might say (mai4: 
the climax) indepeTidenoe about you, 
which could not %ut be highly dis- 
pleasing in one so young; moreover, 
that it was impossible to trust to you 
— that you pledged yourself io m) 
party — 4hat you sp<^e only of con- 
ditions and terms — that you treated 
the proposal of placing you in Par- 
liament rather as a matter of fsvonr 
on your part than on Lord Bawtan*^ 
— and, in a word, that there was no 
relyingnpon you. Lord Dawton then 
took eourage, and chkned in, yfHh a 

long panegyric on V , and a long 

account of ^hat was due to him, and 
■to -&e jseiA of his family: adding, 
that, in ji crieas like this, it was abso- 
lutely necessary to engage a eertain 
rather than a doubtful and undecided 
Bupport ; that, for his part, if he 
placed you in -Parliament, he thought 
you quite as likely to prove a foe as a 
friend; that, owing to the marriage 
of your uncle, your expectations were 
by no means commensurate with your 
presumption, and that the same 
talents which made your claims to 
favour as an ally, created also no small 
danger in placing you in any situation 
where you could become hurtful as 
an enemy. All this, and much more 
to the same purpose, was strenuously 
insisted upon by the worthy pair; 
and your friend was obliged to take 
his leave, perfectly convinced that, 
unless you assumed a more com- 
plaisant bearing, or gave a more 
decided pledge, to the new minister, 
it was hopeless for you to expect any- 
thing from him, at least, for the present. 
The fact is, he stands too much in awe 
of you, and would rather keep you 
out of the House than contribute an 
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iota towards obtaining yon a Beat. 
Upon all this you may rely as 
certain." 

" I thank you from my heart/' said 
I warmly, seizing and pressing Lady 
Boseville's hand. '' Tou tell me what 
I have long suspected; I am now 
upon my guard, and they shall find 
that I can o/Tend as well as ciefend. 
But it is no time for me to boast ; 
oblige me by informing me of the 
name of my unknown friend ; I little 
thought there was a being in the 
world who would stir three steps for 
Henry Pelham." 

" That friend," replied IJady Hose- 
ville, with a faltering yoice and a 
glowing cheek, " was Sir Beginald 
Glanville." 

"Whatl" cried I, "repeat the 
name to me again, or — " I paused, 
and recovered myself " Sir Reginald 
Glanville," I resumed haughtily, " is 
too gracious to enter into my affairs. 
I must be strangely altered if I need 
the officious zeal of any intermeddler 
to redress my wrongs." 

" Nay, Mr. Pelham," said the count- 
ess, hastily, "you do Glanville— you | 



do yourself injustice. For him, there 
never passes a day in which he does 
not mention you with the highest 
encomiimis and the most affectionate 
regard. He says of late, that you have 
altered towards him, but that he is not 
surprised at the change — he never 
mentions the cause; if I am not 
intruding, suffer me to inquire inte 
it ; perhaps (oh ! how happy it would 
make me) I may be able to reconcile 
you ; if you knew — if you could but 
guess half of the noble and lofty cha- 
racter of Reginald Glanville, yoa 
would suffer no petty difference to 
divide you." 

" It is no 'peXiy difference," sidd I, 
rising, " nor am I permitted to men- 
tion the cause. Meanwhile, may Gk>d 
bless you, dearest Lady Boseville, and 
preserve that kind and generous 
heart from worse pangs than those of 
disappointed ambition^ or betrayed 
trust." 

Lady Roseville looked down — ^her 
bosom heaved violently ; she felt the 
meaning of my words. I left her and 
returned home. 
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CHAPTER LXXIL 

Good Mr. Knave, give me my due, 

I like a tart as well as you ; 

But I would starve on good roast beef. 

Ere I would look so like a thief.— 2%« Queen cf Hearts, 

Nunc vino pellite curas : 

Cras ing^xs iterabimus aequor.— Hon. 



The next morning I received a note 
from Guloseton^ asking me to dine 
with him at eight, to meet his chev- 
reuil, I sent back an answer in the 
affirmative, and then gave myself 
wholly up to considering what was the 
best line of conduct to pursue with 
regard to Lord Dawton. " It would 
be pleasant enough/' said Anger, " to 
go to him to ask him boldly for the 
borough so often pledged to you, and^ 
in case of his refdsalj to confront, to 
taunt, and to breiak with him." 
« True," replied that more homely and 
less stage-effect arguer, which we 
term Knowledge of the World; " but 
this would be neither useftil nor 
dignified — common sense never quar- 
rels with any one. Call upon Lord 
Dawton, if you will — ask him for his 
promise, with your second-best smile, 
and receive his excuses with your very 
best. Then do as you please — ^break 
with him or not — ^you can do either 
with grace and quiet ; never make a 
scene about anything — reproach and 
anger always do make a scene." 
*' Ver^' true," said I, in answer to the 
latter suggestion — and having made 
up my mind, I repaired a quarter 
before three to Lord Dawton's house. 

"Ah, Pelham," said the littie 
minister, " delighted to see you look 
so much the better from the country 
air; you will stay in town now, I 
hope, till the end of the season 1" 

" Certainly, Lord Dawton, or, at all 
events, till the prorogation of Parlia- 
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ment; how, indeed, could I do other- 
wise, with your lordship's kind 

promise before my eyes ] Mr. , 

the member for your borough of , 

has, I believe, accepted the Chiltem 
Hundreds 1 I feel truly obliged to 
you for so promptly fulfilling your 
promise to me." 

** Hem ! my dear Pelham, hem ! " 
murmured Lord Dawton. I bent 
forward as if in the attitude of listen- 
ing respect, but really the more 
clearly to perceive, and closely to 
enjoy his confusion. He looked up 
and caught my eye, and not being 
too much gratified with its involun- 
tary expression, he grew more and 
more embarrassed; at last he sum- 
moned courage. 

" Why, my dear Sir," he said, " I 
did, it is true, promise you that 
borough; but individual fhendship 
must firequently be sacrificed to the 
public good. AH our party insisted 

upon returning Mr. V in place 

of the late member : what could I do ? 
I mentioned your clahns ; they all, to 
a man, enlarged upon your rival's : to 
be sure he is an older person, and his 
family is very powerful in the Lower 
House: in short, you perceive, my 
dear Pelham — ^that is, you are aware 
— ^you can feel for the delicacy of my 
situation— one could not appear too 
eager for one's own friends at first, 
and I was forced to concede." 

Lord Dawton was now fairly deli- 
vered of his speech ; it was, therefore, 
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only left me to congratulate liim on 
hifl offi-pring. 

"My dear lord," I began, "you 
eould not have pleased me better: 

Mr. V is a most estimable man, 

and I would not, for the world, have 
had you suspected of placing Buch a 
trifle as your own honour — that is to 
Bay — your promise to me, before the 
commands — that is to say the 
interests— of your party; but no 
more of this now. Was your lordship 
at the Duke of 's last night?" 

Dawton seized joyfully the oppor- 
tanity of changing the conversation, 
and we talked and laughed on indif- 
ferent matters till I thought it time 
to withdraw; this I did with the 
most cordial appearance of regard and 
esteem; nor was it till I had fairly 
set my foot out of his door, that I 
Bufiered myself to indulge the " black 
bile " at my breast I turned towards 
the Green Park, and was walking 
dowly along the principal mall with 
my hands behind me, and my eyes on 
the ground, when I heard my own 
name uttered. On looking back, I 
perceived Lord Vincent on horse- 
back ; he stopped and conversed with 
me. In the humour I was in with 
Lord Dawton, I received him with 
greater warmth than I bad done of 
late ; and he also, b^g in a social 
mood, seemed so well satisfied with 
our rencontre, and my behaviocnr, that 
he dismounted to wskk with me. 

" This park is a reiy difierent 
scene now,** said Vincent, "from 
-what it was in the times of ' The Merry 
Monarch ; * yet it is still a spot much 
more to my taste than its more gaudy 
and less dasaieal brother of Hyde. 
There is something pleasingly melan^ 
dioly, in walking orer places haunted 
by history ; for all of us live more in 
the past than the present.*' 

" And how exactly alike in idl 
ages,** said I, " men have been. On 
the very spot we are oir now, how 
many have been actaated by thls'same 



feelings that now actuate us — ^how 
many have made perhaps exactly the 
same remark just made by you ! It 
is this universal identity, which forms 
our most powerful link with those 
that have been — there is a satisfaction 
in seeing how closely we resemble the 
Agamemnons of gone times, and we 
take care to lose none of it, by think- 
ing how closely we also resemble the 
Thersites.'* 

" True,** replied Vincent : " if wise 
and great men did but know how 
little difference there is between them 
and the foolish or the mean, they* 
would not take such pains to be wise 
and great; to use the Chinese pro^ 
verb, ' they sacrifice a picture, to geh 
possession of its ashes.* It is almost 
a pity that the desire to advance 
should be so necessary to our bein^; 
ambition is often a fine, but never tr 
felicitous feeling. Cyprian, in a beattf 
tiful passage on envy, calls it 'the 
moth of the soul : ' but perhaps, ereii 
that passion is less gnawing, less a 
' tahes pectoris/ than ambition. Ton 
are surprised at my heat — the fact is, 
I am enraged at thinking how mneh 
we forfeit, when we look up only, tati 
trample unconscionslj, in the Miadv 
ness of OUT aspiration, on the affectioiiB 
which strew our path. Now, yon and 
I have been utterly estranged frone 
each other of late. Why? — ^for any 
dispute — any disagreement in private 
— any discoveiy of meanness — ^treach- 
ery, unworthiness in the other ? Nd f 
merely because I dine with Lord- 
Linec^, and yon with Lord Dawton, 
voild tout. Well say the Jesuits, that 
they who live for the pnblic must 
renounce all private ties; the very- 
day we l>ecome citizens we are to 
cease to be men. Onr privacy is like 
Leo Decvmua; cfirectly it dies, all 
peace, comfort, joy, and sociality are 
to die with it: and an iron age, 
* barbara via et tUra rnxdorum omnium 
ineowmodct * to succeed.'* 

"It i» a pity that wo struck" into 
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different paths," swd I : "no pleasure 
would have been to me greater than 
making our political interests the 
same; but — " 

" Perhaps there is no but," inter- 
rupted Vincent ; " perhaps, like the- 
two knights in the hackneyed story, 
we are only giving different names to 
the same shield, because we view it 
on difSsrent sides ; let us also imitate 
them in their reconciliation, as well as 
their quarrel, and since we have 
already run our lances against each 
other, be convinced of our error, and 
makeup our difference." 

I was silent ; indeed, I did not like 
to trust m3r8elf to speak. Vincent 
continued : — 

** I know," said he, " and it is in 
vain for you to conceal it, that you 
have been ill-used byDawton. Mr. 

V is my first cousin ; he came to 

me the day after the borough was 
given to him, and told me all that 
Glandonald <uid Bawton had said to 
him at the time. Believe me, they 
did not spare you; — the former you 
have grievously offended ; you know 
that he has quarrelled irremediably 
with his son Dartmore, and he insists 
that you are the friend and abettor of 
that ingenuous youth, in all his 
debaucheries and extravagance — tu 
Ulum corrumpi sinis. I tell you this 
without hesitation, for I know you are 
less vain than ambitious, and I do not 
care about hurting you in the one 
point, if I advance you in the other. 
As for me, I own to you candidly and 
frankly, that there are no pains I 
would spare to secure you to our 
party. Join us, and you shall, as I 
have often said, be on the parliamentary 
benches of our corps, without a mo- 
ment of unnecessary delay. More I 
cannot promise you, because I cannot 
promise more to myself; but from 
that instant your fortune, if I augur 
aught aright from your ability, will be 
in your hands. You shake your 
head — surely you must see that our 



differences are not vehement — it is a* 
difference not of measures, but men. 
There is but a vev^xd disagreement 
between us; and we must own the 
wisdom- of the sentence recorded in 
Aulus Gellius, that 'Aeis but a mad^ 
man, whe splits* the wei^t of things* 
upon the hair-breadths of words.' 
Tou laugh at the quaintness of the 
quotation ; quaint proverbs are oft^t 
the truest." 

If miy reader should think lightly 
of me, when I own that I felt wavering; 
and irresolute- at the end of this' 
speech, let him for a moment place* 
himself in my situation — ^let him feel 
indignant at the treachery, the injus^ 
tice, the ingratitude of one man ; and^ 
at the very height of his resentment 
let him be soothed, flattered^ courtedj 
by the offered friendship and fiivour 
of another. Let him personally 
despise the former, and esteem th« 
latter ; and let him, above all, be conh 
vinced, as well as perstiaded, of the- 
truth of Vincent's- hint, viz., that nO' 
sacrifice of principle, nor of measures, 
was required — ^nothing but an alliaQce 
against men, not measures. And who 
were those men 1 bound to me by a 
single tie — meriting from my grati- 
tude a single consideration ? No ! the 
men, above all others, who had offeted 
me the greatest affront, and deserved 
from me the smallest esteem. 

But, however human feelings might 
induce me to waver, I felt that it was 
not by them only I was to decide. I 
am not a man whose vices or virtues 
are regulated by the impulse and 
passion of the moment : if I am quick 
to act, I am habitually slow to delibe- 
rate. I turned to Vincent, and pressed 
his hand : " I dare not trust myself to 
answer you now," said I : *' give me 
till to-morrow ; I shall then have both 
considered and determined." 

I did not wait for his reply. I sprang 
from him, turned down the passage 
which leads to Pall Mall, and hast- 
ened home once more to commune 
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with my own heart, and — not to be 
still. 

In those confessions I have made no 
scruple of owning my errors and my 
foibles ; all that could occasion mirth 
or benefit to the reader were his own. 
I have kept a veil over the darker and 
stormier emotions of my soul ; all that 
could neither amuse nor instruct him 
are mine ! 

Hours passed on — it became time 
to dress — I rang for Bedos — dressed 
as usual — ^great emotions interfere 
little with the mechanical operations 
of life — and drove to Guloseton's. 

He was unusually entertaining ; the 
dinner too was unusually good ; but, 
thinking that I was sufficiently inti- 
mate with my host not to be obliged 
to belie iny feelings, I remained die- 
trait, absent, and dull. 

" What is the matter with you, my 
friend V said the good-natured epi- 
cure; "you have neither applauded 
my jokes, nor tasted my eacaUopea; 
jmd your behaviour has trifled alike 
with my dievreuil and my feelings 1 " 
— The proverb is right, in saying 
" Grief is communicative." I confess 



that I was eager to unbosom myself 
to one upon whose confidence I could 
depend. Guloseton heard me with 
great attention and interest — "Little,** 
said he, kindly, " little as I care for 
these matters myself, I can feel for 
those who do: I wish I could serve 
you better than by advice. However, 
you cannot, I imagine, hesitate to 
accept Vincent's offer. What matters 
it whether you sit on one bench or on 
another, so that you do not sit in a 
thorough draught — or dine at Lord 
Lincoln^B, or Lord Dawton's, so long 
as the cooks are equally good ] As for 
Dawton, I always thought him a 
shuMng, mean fellow, who buys his 
wines at the second price, and sells his 
offices at the first Come, my dear 
fellow, let us drink to his confusion." 
So saying, Guloseton filled my glass 
to the brim. He had sympathised 
with me — I thought it, therefore, my 
duty to sympathise with bim ; nor did 
we part till the eyes of the bon vivant 
saw more things in heaven and earth, 
than are dreamt of in the philosophy 
of the sober. 
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CHAPTER LXXIII. 

Si ad honestatem nati sniniis, ea aut sola expetenda est, ant certe omni pondera 

gravior est%abenda quam reliqua omnia.— Tully. 

Cai. Brutus, I do observe you now of late: 
I have not from your eyes that gentleness. 
And show of love as I was wont to have«-Vtt;/u« Ccuar. 



I ROSS at my usual early hour ; sleep 
had tended to calm, and, I hope, also, 
to better, my feelings. I had now 
leisure to reflect, that I had not 
embraced my party from any private 
or interested motive; it was not, 
therefore, from a private or interested 
motive that I was justified in desert- 
ing it. Our passions are terrible 
sophists! When Vincent had told 
me, thQ day before, that it was from 
men, not measures, that I was to 
change, and that such a change could 
scarcely deserve the name, my heart 
adopted the assertion, and fancied it 
into truth. 

I now began to perceive the delu- 
sion; were government as mechani- 
cally perfect as it has never yet been 
(but as I trust it may yet be), it would 
signify little who were the mere 
machines that regulated its springs : 
but in a constitution like ours, the 
chief character of which— pardon me, 
ye De Lolmeites — is its uncertainty ; 
where men invariably make the mea- 
sures square to the dimensions of their 
own talent or desire ; and where, 
reversing the maxim of the tailor, the 
measures so rarely make the men ; it 
required no penetration to see how 
dangerous it was to entrust to the 
aristocratic prejudice of Lincoln, or 
the vehement imbecility of Lesbo- 
rough, the execution of the very same 
measures which might safely be com- 
mitted to the plain sense of Dawton, 
and, above all, to the great and 



various talents of his coadjutors. Bat 
what made the vital difiTerence be- 
tween the two parties was less in the 
leaders than the body. In the Dawton 
faction, the best, the purest, the 
wisest of the day were enrolled ; they 
took upon themselves the origin of all 
the active measures, and Lord Dawton 
was the mere channel through which 
those measures flowed ; the plain, the 
unpretending, and somewhat feeble 
character of Lord Dawton's mind, 
readily conceded to the abler compo- 
nents of his party the authority it was 
so desirable that they should exert 
In Vincent's party, with the exception 
of himself, there was scarcely an indi- 
vidual with the honesty requisite for 
loving the projects they affected to 
purpose, or the talents that were 
necessary for carrying them into 
effect, even were their wishes sincere; 
nor was either the haughty Lincoln, 
or his noisy and overbearing compa- 
nion, Lesborougb, at all of a temper 
to suffer that quiet, yet powerful inter- 
ference of others, to which Dawton 
unhesitatingly submitted. 

I was the more resolved to do all 
possible justice to Dawton's party, 
from the inclination I naturally had 
to lean towards the other ; and in all 
matters, where private pique or self- 
interest can possibly penetrate, it has 
ever been the object of my mcUurer 
consideration to direct my particular 
attention to that side of the question 
which such undue partizans are thA 
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least likely to espouse. While I was 
gradually, but clearly, feeling my way 
to a decision, I received the following 
note from Guloseton : — 



" I said nothing to you last night 
of what is now to be the subject of my 
letter, lest you should suppose it arose 
rather from the heat of an extempore 
conviviality, than its real source, viz., 
a sincere esteem for your mind, a sin- 
cere affection for your heart, and a 
sincere sympathy in your resentment 
fLTiA your interest. 

" They tell me that Lord Dawton's 
triumph or discomfiture rests entirely 
npon the success of the motion upon 

, broajght before the H!ouae 

of Commons, on the • I 

care, you know, very little, for my ovm 
part, which way this question is de- 
cided ; do not think, therefore, that I 
make any sacrifice when I request yon 
to suffer me to follow your advice in 
the disposal of my four votes. I ima- 
gine, of course, that you would wish 
them to adopt the contrary side to 
Lord Dawton; and upon receiving a 
line from you to that effect, they shall 
be empowered to do so. 

" Pray, oblige me also by taking the 
merit of this measure upon yourself, 
and saying (wherever it may be useful 
to you,) how entirely both the voters 
and their influence are at your dis- 
posal. I trust we shall yet play the 
Bel to this Dragon, and fell him from 
his high places. 

■"Pity me, my dear friend; I dine 
out to-day, and feel already, by an 
intuitive shudder, that the soup will 
be cold and the sherry hot. Adieu. 

" Ever your's, 

" Guloseton." 

.Now, then, my triumph, my vanity, 
and my revenge might be folly .gra- 
tified. I had before me a golden 
opportunity of displaying my own 
power, and of humbling that of the 
minister. My heart swelled high at 
the thought. Let it be forgiven me. 



if, for a single moment, my previous 
calculations and morality vanished 
from my mind, and I saw only the 
offer of Vincent, and the generosity of 
Guloseton. But I checked the risings 
of my heart, and compelled my proud 
spirit to obedience. 

I placed Guloaeton's letter before 
me, and, as I read it once more in. 
order to reply to it, the disinterested 
kindness and delicacy of one, whom I 
had long, in the injustice of my 
thoughts, censured as selfish, came 
over me so forcibly, and contrasted so 
deeply with the hoUowncss of fnends 
more sounding, alike in their pre- 
fession and their creeds, that the team 
rushed to my eyes. 

A thousand misfortnneB «re loss 
affecting tlian & single kiBdaeM. 

I wrote, in joiswer, a -warm and 
earnest letter of thanks fbr an oBbt, 
the kindness of which penetrated «ae 
to the soul. I detailed at seognekni^ 
the reasons which induoed me to the 
decision I had taken ; I skeickedalso 
ihe nature of the very iraperiaat 
motion about to be brought befoze 
the House, and deduced fipom that 
sketch the impossibility of conscien- 
tionsly opposing Lord Dawton's party 
in the debate. I condaded witb 
repeating the expressions *my gtatl- 
tude suggested; and, after deoluuBg 
all interference with Lord Guleeetcn^ 
votes, ventured to add, that had 1 
interfered, it would have been in sup- 
port of Dawton ; not as a man, but a 
minister — ^not as an individual fsasokd. 



but a public servant. 

I had just despatched this letter 
when Vincent Altered; I acquainted 
him, though in the most respectful 
and friendly terms, with my deter- 
mination. JSe seemed greatly disap- 
pointed, and endeavoured to shake my 
resolution; finding this was in vain, 
he appeared at last satisfied, and even 
affected with my reasons. When we 
parted, it was with a promise, con- 
firmed by both, that no public variance 
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i^ald ever iagain ilier ear private 
opimfiti of eaeh eiker. 

When I yias oBoe laove Jilome, and 
aaw mjFBelf brought baek to the very 
foot of the ladder I' had ao iax and so 
fortunatelj elimbed; when I aaw that, 
in rejecting all the oyerturea af my 
Meads, I was kfb utterly BoUtaxy and 
nnaided among my ioea — wiieii .1 
looked beyond, and sapw no fiunt locp- 
liole of hope, no singie stepping stone 
en which to recosnmenee my broken 
bnt unwearied caxser — ^perhaps one 
pang of regret and Tepentanoe at my 
determination came aeross me: but 
there is something numnelknudyresto- 
ratiye in a good conseienee, and one 
soon learns to look with Jiope to the 
foture, when one oan :feel justified in 
tfuming with pride to the past 

.Hy horse came to tke dasrat my 
nsoal hour for riding : with what 
gladness I sprang upon. his back^felt 
the free wind frathening oiser my 
fercred cheek, and turned my rein 
'towards the green lanes that border 
the great city en.its western side. I 
know few oounselhaB SMire exhila- 
rating than a iqnrited horse. I 
do not wonder that the Roman em- 
.peror made aoonsdlofhissteed. On 
horseback lahrays best feeLmy powers, 
and survey my xesourees: on hone- 
.baek I always originate my subtlest 
schemes, and plan their abkst exe* 
icntion. Give me bnia. light idn, and 
a ifree bound, and I am Cicena— -Qato 
— CsBsar ; dismount me, and I become 
a mere clod of the isurth which jwi 
oondemn me to taneh : fire, energy, 
ethereality, have departed ; I am the 
soil without the aaa — ^the cask withont 
the wine — ^the gsnnents without the 
man. 

I returned hcmeirards with inereaaed 
iq)irits and eolleeted thoughts: I 
niged my mind from my own situa- 
tion, and suffered it to rest upon what 
Lady Roseville had told me of Regi- 
nald Glanville's interference in my 
behalf. That extramdinary man still 



continued poweriully to excite my 
interest; nor coidd I dwell* without 
some yearning of the kindlier affea* 
tions, upon his unsolicited, and, but 
for Lady Roaeville's oammunication, 
unknown exertions in my cause. 
Althou^ the officers of justice were 
still actively eonidoyed in the {mzaiilt 
of .Tyirell's nwrderer, and aithon^ 
the newspapen were i^ fiill of qte- 
eiriations on tl^ir indifferent suoeeai^ 
public cariosity had begun .to fla^ 
upon ihe inquiry. I had, once or 
twioe, been in Gianville's company 
when Hub mazder was brought upooa 
the t^>i%iand narrowly examined his 
behaviour open asabjeetwhich toudied 
him BO fearfully. 1 could not, how- 
aver, note any extnordinaiy oonfusioii 
or change in his countenance; per- 
liaps the pale cheek grew somewhat 
paler, the dseaming ^e more ab- 
alaracted, and ^e aheent spirit mom 
wandering than befi>Be; but many 
other canies tiian guilt could aoeoont 
for signs so doabt&d and minute. 

*' You shall aoon.know all," the last 
words which he had addressed to ma« 
yet lang in my aaas ; and most in- 
tensdy did I anticipate the folfibneat 
of this promise. My hopes too— 
those fiattereis, so often the pleasing 
antitheees'of season— whispered that 
this was not the pledge of a guilty 
man;. and yet he had said to Lady 
Roseville, that he did not wonder at 
my estrangement fixmi him: such 
words seemed to require a less &voar- 
aUe oonstructioai than those he had 
addressed to me ; and, in making thiB 
mental remark, another, of no flatter- 
ing nature to Glanville's dirinterested- 
nesB, soggested itself; might not his 
interfBrenee forme with Lord Dawton, 
arise rather from pdicy than friend- 
ship ; might it not occur to him, i^ 
as I snrmised, he was acquainted with 
my suspicions, and acknowledged their 
dreadful justice, that it would be 
advisable to propitiate my silence) 
Such were among the thousand 
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thoQghU which flashed across me, 
and left my specolatioiLB in debate 
and donbt 

Kor did my reflections pass unno- 
ticed the nature of Lady Boseville's 
affection for Glanville. From the 
seeming coldness and austerity of Sir 
Beginald's temperament, it was likely 
that this was innocent, at least in act ; 
and there was also something gnileless 
in the manner in which she appeared 
rather to exult in, than to conceal, her 
attachment True that she was bound 
by no ties ; she had neither husband 
nor children, for whose sake love 
became a crime : free and unfettered, 
if she gave her heart to Glanville, it 
was also allowable to render the gift 
lawful and perpetual by the blessing 
of the church. 

Alas I how little can woman, shut 
up in her narrow and limited circle of 
duties, know of the wandering life and 
various actions of her lover ! Little, 
indeed, could Lady Boseville, when, 
in the heat of her enthusiasm, she 
spoke of the lofty and generous cha- 
racter of Glanville, dream of the foul 
and dastardly crime of which he was 
more than suspected; nor, while it 
was, perhaps, her fondest wish to ally 
herself to his destiny, could her wild- 
est fancies anticipate the felon's fate, 
which, if death came not in a hastier 
and kinder shape, must sooner or later 
await him. 

Of Thornton I had neither seen nor 
heard aught since my departure from 
Lord Chester's; that reprieve was, 
however, shortly to expire. I had 
scarcely got into Oxford-street, in my 
way homeward, when I perceived him 
crossing the street with another man. 
I turned round to scrutinise the fea- 
tures of his companion, and, in spite 
of a great change of dress, a huge pair 
of false whiskers, and an artificial ap- 
pearance of increased age, my habit of 
observing countenances enabled me to 
recognise, on the instant, my intel- 
lectual and virtuous friend, Mr. Job 



Jonson. They disappeared in a shop^ 
nor did I think it worth while fdrtlier 
to observe them, though I still bore a 
reminiscitoiy spite against Mr. Job 
Jonson, which I was fully reeolTed to 
wreak at the first favourable op- 
portunity. 

I passed by Lady Boseville's door. 
Though the hour was late, and I had, 
therefore, but a slight chamce of find- 
ing her at home, yet I thought the 
chance worth the trouble of inqoiiy. 
To my agreeable surprise, I was 
admitted : no one was in the drawing;- 
room. The servant said. Lady Boee- 
ville was at that moment engaged, bat 
would very shortly see me, and b^ged 
I would wait. 

Agitated as I was by various refleo- 
tions, I walked (in the restlessness of 
my mood) to and fro the spacious 
rooms which formed Lady Boseville's 
apartments of reception. At the fiur 
end was a small boudoir, where none 
but the goddess's favoured few were 
admitted. As I approached towards 
it, I heard voices, and the next mo- 
ment recognised the deep tones of 
Glanville. I turned hastily away, 
lest I should overhear the discourse ; 
but I had scarcely got three steps, 
when the convulsed sound of a woman's 
sob came upon my ear. Shortly 
afterwards, steps descended the stairs, 
and the street-door opened. 

The minutes rolled on, and I became 
impatient. The servant re-entered — 
Lady Boseville was so suddenly and 
seriously indisposed, that she was 
unable to see me. I left the house, 
and, full of bewildered conjectures^ 
returned to my apartments. 

The next day was one of the most 
important in my life. I was standing 
wistfully by my fire-place, listening 
with the most mournful attention to 
a broken-winded hurdy-gurdy, sta- 
tioned opposite to my window, when 
BedoB announced Sir Reginald Glan- 
ville. It so happened, that I had 
that morning taken the miniature I 
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had found in the fatal field, from the 
Becret place in which I usually kept 
it, in order closely to examine it, lest 
any proof of its owner, more con- 
vincing than the initials and Thorn- 
ton's interpretation, might he dis- 
covered by a minuter investigation. 

The picture was lying on the table 
when Glanville entered : my first 
impulse was to seize and secrete it ; 
my second to suffer it to remain, and 
to watch the effect the sight of it 
might produce. In following the 
latter, I thought it, however, as well 
to choose my own time for discover- 
ing the miniature ; and, as I moved 
to the table, I threw my handkerchief 
carelessly over it. Glanville came up 
to me at once, and his countenance, 
usually close and reserved in its 
expression, assumed a franker and 
bolder aspect. 

" You have lately changed towards 
me," he said — "mindful of our former 
friendship, I have come to demand 
the reason." 

'' Can Sir Reginald Glanville's me- 
mory," answered I, " supply him with 
no probable cause ]" 

"It can," replied Glanville, "but I 
would not trust only to that. Sit 
down, Pelham, and listen to me. I 
can read your thoughts, and I might 
affect to despise their import — perhaps 
two years since I should — at present 
I can pity and excuse them. I have 
come to you now, in the love and 
confidence of our early days, to claim 
as then your good opinion and 
esteem. If you require any explana- 
tion at my hands, it shall be given. 
My days are approaching their end. 
I have made up my accounts with 
others — I would do so with you. I 
confess that I would fain leave behind 
me in your breast, the same affec- 
tionate remembrance I might hereto- 
fore have claimed, and which, what- 
ever be your suspicions, I have done 
nothing to forfeit. I have, moreover, 
a dearer interest than my own to con- 



sult in this wish — ^you colour, Pelham 
— ^you know to whom I allude; for 
my sister's sake, if not for my own, 
you will hear me." 

Glanville paused for a moment. I 
raised the handkerchief from the 
miniature — I pushed the latter towards 
him — " Do you remember this 1" said 
I, in a low tone. 

With a wild cry, which thrilled 
through my heart, Glanville sprang 
forward and seized it. He gazed 
eagerly and intensely upon it, and his 
cheek flushed — his eyes sparkled — ^his 
breast heaved. The next moment he 
fell back in his chair, in one of the 
half swoons, to which, upon a sud- 
den and violent emotion, the debili- 
tating effects of his disease subjected 
him. 

Before I could come to his assist- 
ance, he had recovered. He looked 
wildly and fiercely upon me. "Speak," 
he cried, "speak — where got you 
this — where] — answer, for mercy's 
sakel" 

" Recollect yourself," said I sternly. 
" I found that token of your presence 
upon the spot where Tyrrell was 
murdered." 

" True, true," said Glanville, slowly, 
and in an absent and abstracted tone. 
He ceased abruptly, and covered his 
face with his hands ; from this atti- 
tude he started with some sudden 
impulse. 

" And tell me," he said, in a low, 
inward, exulting tone, "was it — was 
it red with the blood of the murdered 
man]" 

" Wretch !" I exclaimed, " do you 
glory in your guilt]" 

Hold !" said Glanville, rising, with 
an altered and haughty air; "it is 
not to your accusations that I am now 
to listen ; if you are yet desirous of 
weighing their justice- before you 
decide upon them, you will have the 
opportunity; I shall be at home at 
ten this night ; come to me, and y<m 
\ ihaU know aU, At present, the sight 
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of tills picture has mmenred 2&e. 
Slialllseejou]" 

I made no other rejoiader tlum Uie 
brief expression of my assenty and 
Olanville instantly left the room. 

During the whole of that day, my 
mind was wrought up into a alaie of 
feverish and preternatural excitement. 
I could not remain in the same spot 
for an instant : my pulse beat with 
the irregularity of delirium. For the 
last hour I placed my watch before 
me, and kept my eyes constantly 
£xed upon it. It was not only Glan- 
YiUe's confession that I was to hear ; 
my own fete, my future connection 
with Ellen, rested upon the story of 
that night. For myself, when I called 
to mind Qlanvllle's acknowledgment 



of the picture, and his slow and inT«- 
luntary remembrance of the ^Mit 
where it was found, I Bcarcely allowed 
my temper, aangiiinft as it was, to 
bope. 

fiome minutes before the hour of 
ten I repaired to GlanviUe's honae. 
He was alone— the pietuie was before 
him. 

I drew my chair towards him la 
silence, and, aeeidentally lifting ap 
my eyes, encountered the opposite 
mirror. I started at my own foee; 
the intensity and fearfulness of mj 
interest had rendered it even more 
hueless than that of my companion. 

There wasa pause for some moments, 
at the end of iHiich CHanyille thus 
began. 
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OHAPTEE LXXIV. 

I do but -hide 
Under these woi^ likeembeca* every spaxk 
Of that which has consumed me. Quick and dark 
The grave is yawning ;— «a8 its roof shsill cover 
My limbs ''With dust and worms, under and over, 
So let .ohiirion hide this£rief«-^«&i2i'an and Maddalo* 

« •* « « i» -« 

With thee the-very future fled, 

I-ttand anddrtiie past.alone, 
JL tomb Mdiioh«JU shall guaidlhe-daad. 

Though every eartUier trace be flown ; 
A tomb o'er which the weeds that love 

Decay— ttieir wild luxuriance wreathe ! 
The cold 'and callous «tone above— 

And an^ thou and Baath beneath. 

.JProm UnpuUUhtd Fttmt by -mm 



-THE HISTOBT OP SIS'SESIHAZD 
crLANTILLE, 

•'** You remember nay .oluuaotor lat 
fiohool — the difficulty wiUi ^vehichyou 
dcew me from the yiaioiuury and 
ahBtracted lonelineiB whioh, eiFen at 
that time, wasmoce cooBOBanti^o my 
iaAte, ihan all the epoctB laodrSOflieiy 
regorted to by oldier boyfr-^aad the 
deqp^^and, to you, inexplicable de%ht 
wili 'which I returned to iny^einBries 
jmd solitude agam. That character 
has continued through life-the^ame; 
circumstances Jiaye strengthflited, not 
itltered it. So has it been with you; 
ihe temper, the habits, the tastes, so 
strongly contrafited with inine in boy- 
hood, have lost nothing of that con- 
.trast. Your ardour for the various 
iunbition of life is still the antipodes 
to jny indifference : your daring, xest- 
less, thoughtful resolution in the pur- 
suit, still shames my indolence and 
abstraction. You are still the votary 
of the world, but will become its con- 
queror — I its fugitive — ^and shall die 
its victim. 

" After we parted at school, I vent 



for a shert ti»e lo a tttior*s in 

shire. Of this plaee I eeen gFew 

weaiy; aad,my!iather!B (death render- 
ing me ki a ipreat measure my oiwn 
master, I lost • no taaie in -leaving it. 
I was seised with that sunia for tmvel 
common enough to all persens -of my 
youth and disposition. My motdiflr 
allowed me aujalmost unlimited com- 
mand over iJie fortune eventually to 
be my own; and, yielding to my 
wishes, zather than her fearo, she 
Buffered me, at the. age ef-mghteen, to 
-set out for the Contiaeat alone. Per- 
haps the quiet and reserve of iny 
eharacter made her .tlank me less 
exposed to the dangers of youths than 
if I had been of a more active and 
versatile temper. Thiais no uncom- 
mon mistake ; a serious and eentem- 
plative diq>osition is, however, o£bea 
the worst formed to acquire readily the 
{knowledge of the world, and always the 
most calculated to suffer deeply irom 
the experience. 

"1 took up my sesidence for soaie 
time at Spa. It is, you know, perhaps, 
a place dull enough tomi^e gambling 
the only amusement; every one played 
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— and I did not escape the contagion; 
nor did I wish it : for, like the minis- 
ter Oodolphin, my habitual silence 
made me love gaming for its own 
sake, because it was a substitute for 
conversation. This pursuit brought 
me acquainted with Mr. Tyrrell, who 
was then staying at Spa ; he had not, 
at that time, quite dissipated his for- 
tune, but was daily advancing towards 
so desirable a consummation. A 
gambler's acquaintance is readily 
made, and easily kept, — provided you 
gamble too. 

"We became as intimate as the 
reserve of my habits ever suffered me 
to become with any one but you. He 
was many years older than I — had 
seen a great deal of the world — had 
mixed much in its best societies, and 
at that time, whatever was the 
vulgarity of his mind, had little of the 
coarseness of manner which very soon 
afterwards distinguished him; evil 
communication works rapidly in its 
results. Our acquaintance was, there- 
fore, natural enough, especially when 
it is considered that my purse was 
entirely at his disposal — for borrow- 
ing is 'twice blessed,' in him that 
takes and him that gives — the 
receiver becomes complaisant and 
conceding, and the lender thinks 
favourably of one he has obliged. 

" We parted at Spa, under a mutual 
promise to write. I forget if this 
promise was kept — ^probably not ; we 
were not, however, the worse Mends 
for being bad correspondents. I con- 
tinued my travels for about another 
year: I then returned to England, 
the name melancholy and dreaming 
enthusiast as before. It is true that 
we are the creatures of circumstances ; 
but circumstances are also, in a great 
measure, the creatures of us. I mean, 
they receive their influences from the 
previous bent of our own minds; 
what raises one would depress another, 
and what vitiates my neighbour might 
correct me. Thus the experience of | 



the world makes some persons more 
worldly — others more abstracted ; 
and the indulgence of the senses 
becomes a violence to one mind, and 
a second nature to another. As for 
me, I had tasted all the pleasores 
youth and opulence can purchase, and 
was more averse to them than ever. 
I had mixed with many varieties of 
men — I was still more rivetted to the 
monotony of self, 

''I cannot hope, while I mention 
these peculiarities, that I am a very 
uncommon character: I believe the 
present age has produced many snclu 
Some time hence, it will be a curious 
inquiry to ascertain the causes of that 
acute and sensitive morbidity of mind, 
which has been, and still is, .so epi- 
demic a disease. Tou know me well 
enough to believe, that I am not fond 
of the cant of assuming an artificial 
character, or of creating a fictitious 
interest ; and I am far from wishing 
to impose upon you a malady of con- 
stitution for a dignity of mind. You 
must pardon my prolixity. I own 
that it is very painful to me to come 
to the main part of my confessions^ 
and I am endeavouring to prepare 
myself by lingering over the prelude." 

Glanville paused here for a few mo- 
ments. In spite of the sententious 
coolness with which he pretended to 
speak, I saw that he was powerfully 
and painfully affected. 

"Well," he continued, "to resume 
the thread of my narrative; after 
I had stayed some weeks with my 
mother and sister, I took advantage 
of their departure for the continent, 
and resolved to make a tour through 
England. Rich people, and I have 
always been very rich, grow exceed- 
ingly tired of the embarrassment of 
their riches. I seized with delight at 
the idea of travelling without car- 
riages and servants ; I took merely a 
favourite horse, and the black dog, 
poor Terror, which you see now at my 
feet. 
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" The d&j I commenced this plan 
was to me the epoch of a new and 
terrible existence. However, you 
must pardon me if I am not here 
sufficiently diffuse. Suffice it, that I 
became acquainted ~with a being 
whom, for the first and only time in 
my life, I loved! This miniature 
attempts to express her likeness ; the 
initials at the back, interwoven with 
my own, are hers." 

" Yes," said I, incautiously, " they 
are the initials of Gertrude Douglas." 

■" What ! " cried Glanville, in a loud 
tone, which he instantly checked, and 
continued in an indrawn, muttered 
whisper: ''How long is it since I 
heard that name ! and now — now — " 
he broke off abruptly, and then said, 
with a calmer voice, "I know not 
how you have learnt her name; 
perhaps you will explain 1" 

*' From Thornton," said I. 

"And has he told you morel" 
cried Glanville, as if gasping for 
breath — " the history — the dreadful 



" Not a word," sud I, hastily ; " he 
was with me when I found the pic- 
ture, and he explained the initials]" 

'* It is well ! " answered Glanville, 
recovering himself, "you will see pre- 
sently if I have reason to love that 
those foul and sordid lips should pro- 
fane the story I am about to relate. 
Gertrude was an only daughter; 
though of gentle blood, she was no 
match for me, either in rank or for- 
tune. Did I say just now that the 
world had not altered me 1 See my 
folly ; one year before I saw her, and 
I should not have thought her, but 
mysdf, honoured by a marriage; — 
twelve little months had sufficed to— 
God forgive me I I took advantage 
of her love — her youth — her inno- 
cence—she fled with m&—^nU not to 
the altar/" 

Again Glanville paused, and again, 
by a violent effort, conquered his 
emotion, and proceeded :— 



" Never let vice be done by halves 
— never let a man invest all his purer 
affections in the woman he ruins — 
never let him cherish the kindness, if 
he gratifies the selfishness, of his 
heart. A profligate who really loves 
his victim, is one of the most wretched 
of beings. In spite of my successful 
and triumphant passion — in spite of 
the first intoxication of possession, 
and the better and deeper delight of 
a reciprocity of thought — feeling, 
sympathy, for the first time, found; 
— in the midst of all the luxuries my 
wealth could produce, and of the 
voluptuous and spring-like hues with 
which youth, health, and first love, 
clothe the earth which the loved one 
treads, and the air which she inhales : 
in spite of these, in spite of all, I was 
anything but happy. If Gertrude's 
cheek seemed a shade more pale, or 
her eyes less bright, I remembered 
the sacrifice she had made me, and 
believed that she felt it too. It was in 
vdin, that, with the tender and gener- 
ous devotion — never found but in 
woman — she assured me that my love 
was a recompense for all ; the more 
touching was her tenderness, the more 
poignant was my remorse. I never 
loved but her ; I have never, therefore, 
entered into the common-place of 
passion, and I cannot, even to this 
day, look upon her sex as ours do in 
general. I thought, I think so still, 
that ingratitude to a woman is often 
a more odious offence — I am sure it 
contains a more painful penalty — 
than ingratitude to a man. But 
enough of this ; if you know me, you 
can penetrate the nature of my feel- 
ings — ^if not, it is in vain to expect 
your sympathy. 

" I never loved living long in one 
place. We travelled over the greater 
part of England and France. What 
must be the enchantment of love 
when accompanied with innocence 
and joy, since, even in sin, in remorse, 
I in grief, it brings us a rapture to 
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whkh all other things are tame ! Oh ! 
those were moments steeped in the 
very elixir of life ; overflowing with 
the hoarded fondness and sympathies 
of hearts too full for words, and yet 
too agitated for silence, when we jour- 
neyed alone, and at night, and, as the 
shadows and stillness of the waning 
hours gathered round us, drew closer 
to each other, and concentrated this 
breathing world in the deep and 
embracing sentiment of our mutual 
love! It was then that I laid my 
burning temples on her bosom, and 
felt, while my hand clasped hers, that 
my visions were realised, and my wan- 
dering spirit had sunk unto its rest. 

** I remember well that, one night, 
we were travelling through one of the 
most beautiful parts of £ngland; it 
was in the very height and flush of 
Bnmmer, and the moon (what scene 
of love — whether in reality or romance 
— >has any thing of tenderness,, or pas- 
sion, or divinity, where her light is 
not ! ) filled the intense skies of June 
with her presence and cast a sadder 
and paler beauty over Gertrude's 
dheek. She was always of a melan- 
choly and despondent temper; per- 
haps, for that reason, she was more 
congenial to my own;; . and when I 
gazed upon her that night, I was not 
snrprised.to see her eyes filled with 
tears. 'You will laugh at me,' ^le 
said, as I kissed them off and inquired 
into the cause; 'but I.fieiel apcesentir 
ment that I cannot shake off; it tells 
me that you will travel this road 
again before many months ave past, 
and that I shall not be with you^ per- 
haps not upon the earth.' She was 
right in all her forebodings, but the 
suggestion of her deaths — ihoA cuae 
later. 

''We took up our residence for 
some time at a beantiful situation, a* 
short distance from a small waterings 
piaoe. At this watering-place, to my 
great surprise, I met with Tyrrell 
He had come there partly to see & 



relation from whom he had some ex- 
pectations, and partly to recruit hia 
health, which was much broken by 
his irregtilarities and excesses. L 
cx)uld not refuse to renew my old 
acquaintance with him ; and indeed^ 
I thought him too much of a man of 
the world, and of society, to feel witk 
him that particular delicacy, in, ro^ 
gard to Gbrtrude, which made me is 
general shun all intercourse with mgr. 
former Mends. He was in great pe- 
cuniary embarrassment — much. moiv. 
deeply so than I then imagined ; fbr 
I believed the embarrassment to \m 
only temporary. However, my -paa^ 
was then, as before, at his diapoaal^ 
and he did not scruple to avaU }dn^ 
self very largely of my offers. Hr 
came frequently to our house; aadi 
poor Gertrude, who thought I had,. 
for her sake, made a real sacrifiee la 
renouncing my acquaintance, emlea- 
voured to conquer her usual diffidence^ 
and that more painful feeling tfaaft 
diffidence, natural to her station^ aad 
even to affect a pleasure in the so» 
ciety of m^firiend, which she waaveiy 
far from feeling. 

" I was detained at for sevendf 

weeks by Gertrude's confinemeent. 
The child — Chappy being ! — died a? 
week a£feer it» birth. Gertrude wvst 
still in bed, and unable to leave* il^ 
when I received a letter from Ellen; 
ta say that my mother was then stay*' 
ing at Toulouse, and dangerously ilfcf 
if I wished once more to see her, JSlmt 
besought me to lose no time in sel- 
ting off for the continent. Tou maff 
imagine my situation, or rather yeit 
cannot, for you cannot conceive th» 
smallest particle of that intense, love" 
I bore to Gertrude. To you— te any 
other man^ it might seem no extraofdi* 
nary hardship to leave her even for asr 
uncertain period— to me it was li3E& 
tearing away the very life from ^ mgr 
heart, 

" I procured her a sort of half com- 
panion, and half nurse ; I provided ftfr 



OE, ADVENTURES OF A GENTLEMAN. 



239 



her every thing that the mofit anxious 
and fearful love could suggest ; and^ 
mth a mind full of forebodipga too 
darkly to be reaUsed hereafter, I has- 
tened to the nearest emport^ and set 
sail for France; 

« When I arrived at Tdaloiae my 
mother was much better, but still in 
a very une^rtain and dan^roua state 
of health. I stayed with her for 
more than a m/Qiath, during wiaeh 
time every post brought me a line 
from Gertrude, and bore baek a m«»> 
sage from ' my heart to hers' in re- 
turn. This was no mean consolation, 
more especially when each letter 
spoko of increasing health and 
strength. At the month's end, 1 was 
preparing to return — ^my mother was 
slowly recovering, and I no l(»ie«r had 
any fears on her account ; but, there 
are links in our destiny fearluUy in- 
terwoven with eaeh other, and ending 
only in the anguish of our ultimate 
doom. The day before that fixed for 
my departure, I had been into a house 
where an epidemic disease raged ; that 
night I complained of oppressive and 
deadly illness— before moming' I was 
in a high fever. 

'' During the time I was Bemible of 
my state, I wrote constantly to Ger- 
trude, and carefully concealed my ill- 
ness; but for several ^yslwas deli- 
rious. When I recovered, I c&Ued 
eagerly for my lettenn- rtere were 
rurne : — nene ! I could not believe I 
was yet awake; but days^rtiS passed 
on, and not a bne ' fh>m Bngland'-^ 
from Gertrude. The instant I was 
able, I insisted upon puttiBg*h<»8e8 te 
my carriage ; I could bearrie longer 
the torture of oysuspenie. Bytfape 
most nq>id journeys my deil:fflitywoidd 
allow me te bear, I arrived in I^og- 

land. I travelled down to by 

the same road that I had gone over 
with her ! the worde of her fore- 
boding, at that lime, sank like iee 
into my heart, ' You will tnvei thie 
road again befiire maaymeBtiiB are 



past, and I shall not be with you; 
perhaps, I shall not be upon the 
earth!' At that thought I could 
have called unto the grave -to open 
for me. Har unaccountable and 
lengthened silence, in spite of all the 
urgency and entreaties of my letters 
for a reply, filled me with presenti- 
ments the most fearful. Qfh, God— oh, 
God, th^ were nothing to the truth I 

•^At last I arrived at — : my 
carriage- stopped at the very house — 
my whole frame was perfectly frozen 
with dread — I trembled from limb to 
limb — the ice of a thousand winters 
seemed curdling through my blood. 
The bell rang — once, twice^^no an- 
swer — I would have leaped out of the 
carriage — I would have forced an en- 
trance, but I was unable to move. A 
man fettered and spell-bound by an 
incubus, is less helpless than I was: 
At last, an old female I had never 
seen before, appeared. 

"* Where is she 1 How!— 'I could 
utter no more — my eyes were fixed 
upon the inquisitive and frightened 
countenance opposite to my own. 
Those eyes, I thought, might have 
said all that my lips could not ; I was 
deceived — ^the old woman understood 
rae no more than I did her : another 
person appeared — I recognised the 
fece — ^It was that of a girl, who had 
been one of our attendaats. Will you 
brieve, that at that sight, the sight of 
one I had seen befiwe, and could asso- 
ciate with the remembrance of the 
breathfDg; the living, the present 
Gertrude, a thriH of Joyfiashed across 
me— my fears seemed to vanish — my 
spell te cease? 

**I sprang- from the carriage; I 
can^t the giri by the robe. ' Your 
mastress,' said I, * your mistress — she- 
is- weH — she is alive — speak, speak?' 
The giri shrieked owt ; my eagerness. 
End, perhapS) my emaciated and 
altered appesnmce, terrified her ; but 
she bad the strong nerves of youth, and 
WMsoon Te^assured. She requested 
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me to Btop ill, and she would tell me 
•11. My wife (Gertrude always went 
by thai name) vxu alive, and, she 
believed, well, bat she had left that 
place lome weeks since. Trembling, 
and still fearful, but in heaven, com- 
paratively to my former agony, I fol- 
lowed the girl and the old woman 
into the house. 

" The former got me some water. 
' Kow,' gaid I, when I had drunk a 
long and hearty draught, ' I am ready 
to hear €iU — ^my wife has left this 
house, you say — ^for what place 1' 
The girl hesitated and looked down ; 
the old woman, who was somewhat 
deaf, and did not rightly understand 
my questions, or the nature of the per- 
sonal interest I had in the reply, an- 
swered, — ' What does the gentleman 
wanti the poor young lady who was 
last here 1 Lord help her !' 

"'What of her]* I called out in a 
new alarm. ' What of her 1 Where 
has she gone 1 Who took her away ] ' 

" ' Who took her !' mumbled the 
old woman, fretful at my impatient 
tone ; ' who took her 1 why, the mad 
doctor to be sure I ' 

" I heard no more ; my frame could 
support no longer the agonies my 
mind had undergone; I fell lifeless 
on the g^round. 

** When I recovered, it was at the 
dead of the night. I was in bed, the 
old woman and the girl were at my 
side. I rose slowly and calmly. You 
know, all men who have ever suffered 
much, know the strange anomalies of 
despair — the quiet of our veriest an- 
guish. Deceived by my bearing, I 
learned by degrees from my attend- 
ants, that (Gertrude had some weeks 
since betrayed certidn symptoms of 
insanity; that these, in a veiy few 
hours, arose to an alarming pitch. 
From some reason the woman could 
not explain, she had, a short time be- 
fore, discarded the companion I had 
left with her ; she was, therefore, alone 
among servants. They sent for the 



ignorant practitioners of the place; 
they tried their nostrums without 
success ; her madness increased ; her 
attendants, with that superstitious 
horror of insanity common to the 
lower classes, became more and more 
violently alarmed; the landlady in- 
sisted on her removal ; and — and — ^I 
told you, Pelham — ^I told you — they 
sent her away — sent her to a mad- 
house I All this I listened to ! — all !— . 
ay, and patiently. I noted down the 
address of her present abode ; it was 
about the distance of twenty miles 

from . I ordered fresh horses 

and set off immediately. 

" I arrived there at day-break. It 
was a large, old house, which, like a 
French hotel, seemed to have no visi- 
ble door : dark and gloomy, the pile 
appeared worthy of the purpose to 
which it was devoted. It was a long 
time before we aroused any one to 
answer our call; at length I was 
ushered into a small parlour — ^how 
minutely I remember every article in 
the room ! — ^what varieties there are 
in the extreme passions ! sometimes 
the same feeling will deaden all the 
senses — sometimes render them a 
hundredfold more acute ! 

"At last, a man of a smiling and 
rosy aspect appeared. He pointed 
to a chair — ^rubbed his hands — and 
begged me to unfold my business ; few 
words sufficed to do that. I requested 
to see his patient; I demanded by 
what authority she had been put un- 
der his care. The man's face altered. 
He was but little pleased with the 
nature of my visit. ' The lady,' he 
said, coolly, 'had been entrusted to 
his care, with an adequate remunera- 
tion, by Mr. Tyrrell; without that 
gentleman's permission, he could not 
think even of suffering me to see 
her.' I controlled my passion; I 
knew something, if not of the na- 
ture of private madhouses, at least of 
that of mankind. I claimed his pa- 
tient as my wife : I expressed myself 



■?»■• 



'..Tfl^ 






OR, ADVENTUKES OP A GENTLEMAN. 



241 



obliged by his care, and begged his 
acceptance of a further remuneration, 
which I tendered, and which was 
eagerly accepted. The way was now 
cleared— there is no hell to which a 
golden branch will not win your ad- 
mittance. 

" The man detained me no longer ; 
he hastened to lead the way. We 
passed through various long passages; 
sometimes the low moan of pain and 
weakness came upon my ear — some- 
times the confused murmur of the 
idiot's drivelling soliloquy. From 
one passage, at right angles with the 
one through which we proceeded, 
broke a fierce and thrilling shriek ; 
it sank at once into silence — •perkCLpa 
beneath the lash ! 

"We were now in a different do- 
partment of the building — ^all was 
silence — hushed — deep — ^^breathless : 
this seemed to me more awful than 
the terrible sounds-I had just heard. 
My guide went slowly on, sometimes 
breaking the- stillness" of ^ the ' dk9 
gallery -by the jingle of his key&^-i- 
sometimes by a muttered panegyric 
on himself and his humanity. I neither 
heeded nor answered him. 

'* We read in the annals of the In- 
quisition, of every limb, nerve, sinew 
of the victim, being so nicely and 
accurately strained to their utmost; 
that the frame would not bear the 
additional screwing of a single hair- 
breadth. Such seemed my state. We 
came to a small door, at the right 
hand ; it was the last but one in the 
passage. We paused before it. 'Stop,' 
said I, 'for one moment';' and. I was 
so faint and sick at heart; that I 
leaned against the wall to recover my- 
self, before I let him open the door : 
when he did, it was a greater relief 
than I can express, to see that all was 
utterly dark. ' Wait, Sir,' said the 
guide, as he entered ; and a sullen 
noise told me that he was unbarring 
the heavy shutter. 

" Slowly the grey cold light of the 
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morning broke in : a dark figure was 
stretched upon a wretched bed, at the 
far end of the room. She raised her- 
self at the sound. She turned her 
face towards me ; I did not fall, nor 
faint, nor shriek ; I stood motionless, 
as if fixed into stone : and yet it was 
Oertrude upon whom I gazed. Oh, 
Heaven ! who but myself could have 
recognised herl Her cheek was as 
the cheek of the dead — the huelesa 
skin clung to the bone — the eye wa& 
dull and glaissy for one moment ; the 
next it became terribly and preter* 
naturally, bright — but not with the 
ray of intellect, or consciousness, or 
recognition. '. She looked long and 
hard at me; a voice, hollow and 
broken, but which still penetrated my 
heart, came forth through the wan 
lips, that scarcely moved with the 
exertion. * I am very cold,' it said— 
' but if I complain, you will beat me.' 
She fell' down again upon the bed, and 
hid her face. , . 

" My guide, who was leaning care- 
lessly by the window, turned to me 
■with a sort V of smirk— 'This is. her 
way, sir,' hersaid'^;.<her madneft^ia of 
a very singular descripttdn^; we^ave 
not, as yet, been able to dls^overhow 
&r it extends ; sometimes she seejpMi 
conscious of the past, sOmetijb[Le» 
utterly oblivious of everything: for 
days she is perfectly silent, or, at least, 
says nothing more than you have just 
heard; bht, at times, she raves so 
violently, that*r-that— iirf: / never vse 
force where U'canhehdpedt: . . 

" I looked atr the.iQ[ian,.but I CQuld 
not answer, unless I had .'torn, him to 
pieces on the sp.Ot.'. I turned away 
hastily from the room : :but I did not 
quit the house without Gkrtrude — I 
placed her in the carriage, by my side 
— notwithstanding all the protesta- 
tions and fears of the keeper ; these 
were readily silenced by the sum I 
gave him ; it was large enough to 
have liberated half his household. In 
fact, I gathered from his conversation, 
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that Tyrrell had spoken of Qertmde 
M an unhappy female whom he him- 
BtAf had geduced, and would now be 
rid of . I thank you, Pelham, for that 
frown, but keep your indignation till 
a^ fitter season fbr it. 

*' I took my yiotim, fbr I then re- 
garded her as saeh, to a secluded' and 
lonely- spot : I procored for her what- 
eorer advice Bngiand could BSSScned ; all 
HM in vain. Night and day I was 
by her i^e, but tike neyer, for a 
iBoment) seemed* to reooileet me : yet 
were there times' of fievce and otop- 
powering delirinm, when my name 
was nttiNvd inthe tiMtfport of the 
most passionate enthusiasm ---^when 
my features as absent^ though not 
present^ were reeaUed and d^el t upon 
wMi all l^e-' aiiiutteess of the most 
Mthftil detail ; and I- knelt by her in 
all those momeaiB, wh^n no o^er 
human being was near, and' clasped 
her w«n hMd, and wiped the dew 
from her forehead, and ga2»d upon 
her convulsed and ohanging'&oet, and 
ealled upon her in: a TfAce irhidi eould 
once hi^e^allayed^ her wildest emo- 
tions; andi had the ageny^ of seeiag 
ker eyedw«ll iipon<me>Witii tii» most 
etrtmnged ind^ftomoe, or the 'most 
T«fa»mMt and fearftik aversion. Bnt^ 
^nf«r and anon, ^le uttered words 
whieh <^led the-Teiy-mamonrof my 
l)OBes ,''i70fdi^faleh I would 4iei^ dared 
iittt b^eve, had aay rammimg or 
me^od> in^ ittLeirmadness— but' uriUeh 
^•fetered faito-my own brainy and pm^od 
there like ^ the ' ^evoiuiag' of^ a fiPM 
Thi&te «MM^t tMtth-in tiK>66 tavings — 
■a reaMn4n ihatlnteohweace" and ttiy 
«lip^aiPnot yet full 

** At' last, one: physiii^an, who^-ap^ 
peatod %o nte to have more kn«wledge 
than i^e rest, of the mysterioas<wofk^ 
iflg» 6f her' dreadfhl^ disease^ advised 
me* to take^ her to thosoener of^ her 
first' childhood : 'Those scenes,' si^d 
he, Jttfeftly, ' are in all stages of life^ the 
most fondly^ remonbered ; and I have 
noted, tiiat^ many eaeea of insanity. 



plaoes are easier recalled -than per- 
sons ; perhaps, if we can once awak«n 
one link in the chMn, it will comun- 
nicate to the rest.' 

" I took this advice, and set off to 
Norf<^ Her early home waa net 
many miles distant from the chnttdi- 
yard where yon onoe-mei mey and in 
that churchyard her metiier w«b 
buried. She had died before Uer- 
trude's flight ; the fothet^s 4ealh-had 
followed it : perhaps- my suffBfiags 
werea JQst retribntlAi! The hevfte 
had goneinio- cither hands, andrl had 
no difficulty in engaging it. Thank 
Heaven^ I was ej^uod ^ pain -of 
seeing any (ft Gertknd^s rriations* 

" It was night when we moved> to 
the house. I had ptaoed witli^^ the 
room where she> used • to sleepyidl' the 
fumitttre and books^ witii whieli' it 
appeared^ from my inquiries, to*^ htffe 
been fotmeiiy filled. We-laid^her^ In 
the bed that had- held' that M%A and 
altered fonujin itafineslMst aAd/puvMt 
yeirs. I shrouded myself inene 
comer ot the room»>andi counted- the 
dull minutes «Uihe day^hidlMnfeed. 
X paiM over ihe detait Of myredtal^iii- 
the experiments partiattytinoQeeded^*^ 
would to God thatiihadinot l^ould 
thaisbo'had gone dewi^ to her' grave 
with hter dreadfoh^acfcret nnrevealed i 
would—btet^" 

Heie GlanviWa^vofteflhilod lum, 
and thfire iraa Oibikfoileaoo before he 
rMomttottoed. 

'^CkHmde now had^maay Inctd 
intervals; but tlsese my preseooo 
wne alwagw MfiWent to ohn^^ 
Into a t delMons' raving,) ev«n more 
ineoherent'tfaan her ineanil^ had ever 
yet' been. She woidd fly from me 
wUki the^meet^ foafefut ories^/btuy her 
fifteeinher^^Muids^and^seMn like^one 
oppressed' and hamited by a super- 
m^utial vlsltaUoB, as long ^as' I re* 
mained'in the roem ; the^ mement^I 
lefb hex^ sho-begani thou§^ Bliwly» to 
recover. 

''This was tome 4he biitorest 
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affliction of all — to be forbidden to 
nurse, to cherish, to tend her, was 
like taking from me my last hope ! 
But little can the thoughtless or the 
worldly dream of the depths of a real 
love ; I used to wait all day* by her 
door, and it was luxury enough to 
me to catch her accents, or hear' her 
move, or sigh, or even weep ; and all 
night, when she eould-noilEAow of my 
presence, I used to lie down by her 
bedside f«nd wheit* I- ssnk into a «hoti 
and convcklfed gl«^, Isawhcr onee 
xnor^y in/my brief«ndifleeti]ig!'dr8Bni% 
in all the devoted love, and gl&wiag 
btauty, which hod once'^eonflAituted 
the whole of my. happtness, and tngr 
tMfHd, 

" Oneiday It had been calM from 
my poet by: her dmr. lSa»y «atterito 
me faMTkily — fthe^wM in Btmagtiocmf 
vqIuohb. I fl^ • up stoim, ^ and^ 0itp^ 
ported her iniis^aniB till >th«'fitsUuui 
ceased : we theni^idaeed her in >bed ; 
Bhe neT«r rose fhnn it again : btii'oa 
that bed ofr4eath,>the^worda, as well 
as ther«a»ie of<-her former ixisaiiit3r> 
wtere explaiBfed-^'^e > mysteiy was 
Bnvav«Ued< 

" Itrwav-veiiU andibteattfaleia-i^hi 
Hbe moon, > whieh >w«B>«t'it»^ deereaa^ 
eame' throng^ the faail^dosed shulten^ 
a&d, benetttfi its' solemn and eternal 
Ughty she yielded to my ^ttxettUeB^ 
and remaM^all. Vhe maa-^my 



friend — Tyrrell — had polluted her 
ear with his addresses, and when for- 
bidden the house, had bribed the 
woman I had left with her, to convey 
his letters ; — she was discharged — ^but 
T!Vn<&U iras no ordinary villain ; he 
entered the house one evening, when 
no' one but Gertrude was there. — Come 
neaMBe,I%Uiam— nearer — ^bend down 
year- ear— 4ie • used force, violence ! 
That night Gertrude's senses deserted 
faj«tu^>yoii4aiawi4h0*i«it 

"Th#m)om«iUfaKt iTgtttfaered^ tnm. 
iikrtrdde'fl linriceft ^^enteitcee^ their 
meaiiingptliat^ eMeu t*4i»e^de«mMft» 
tR«dint<»i9saralr^ AlSttamaum fteyi^^ 
eeemed'to fly '- from my- heart; it 
vlmmkintcrone btifiiiiig, and tlitni^ 
aiidiAevy^iNmt-^aittl'timt»iiiiit<wiaMbr 
rerengd ! Iwonddiha^ spnmg frotti 
4he bddfiidey bnKkPtmde'ft toid^shmg 
toime^omd 4etaiaed me; the damp, 
ehiikifriBp^ greireoMer^and cMer^ 
it^'oeB iwd ' ^ ' t liehaad fdl^I tnitteeh*^ 
oae^ dlglt^vliQi awM rimddar,'weBft 
ev«r ^hktsA^e; mvdtf yet> more* waiifby 
tke-liglitr of- tiie^wttning and^ghaefly 
coHviilsion shoc^ the 
thefUiing 
tt&d^lroelea»>lipa I ^amnet* tell yon 
th#we»-^yetf lme ir y cra ean gueseit 

'* TbnK day ^veek we buried ■ faeeiia 
tkeri(mei3ii^«fe]iyard?--^bei« sbe^aii, 
iniheit'hicid moments, 'WiritedtaJio^ 
by.th*4ide of:kiev>mothier." 
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CHAPTEB LXXV. 

— — I breathed, 
Bat not the hreath of bmnan life ; 
A serpent round mj heart was wreathed. 
And stnng mj retj tbongbt to strife.— Tft« €Haour. 



" Thank Heaydn, the most painful 
part of my story is at an end. Ton 
will now be able to account for our 
meeting in the churchyard at — — . 
I secured myself a lodging at a cottage 
not fix from the spot which held 
Gertrude's remains. Night after 
night I wandered to that lonely place, 
and longed for a couch beside the 
deeper, whom I mourned in the sel- 
fishness of my soul. I prostrated 
myself on the mound : I humbled 
myself to tears. In the overflowing 
anguish of my heart I forgot all that 
had aroused its stormier passions into 
life. Revenge, hatred, — ^ vanished. 
I lifted up my fSsice to the tender 
heavens : I called aloud to the silent 
and placid air; and when I turned 
again to that unconscious mound, I 
thought of nothing but the sweetness 
of our early love, and the bitterness of 
her early death. It was in such mo- 
ments that your footstep broke upon 
my grief : the instant others had seen 
me — other eyes penetrated the sanc- 
tity of my regret — from that instant, 
whatever was more soft and holy in 
the passions and darkness of my mind 
seemed to vanish away like a scroll. 
I again returned to the intense and 
withering remembrance which was 
henceforward to make the very key 
and pivot of my existence. I again 
recalled the last night of Qertrude's 
life; I again shuddered at the low, 
murmured sounds, whose dreadful 
sense broke slowly upon my souL I 
again felt the cold — cold, slimy grasp 
of those wan and dying fingers ; 



and I again nerved my heart to an 
iron strength, and vowed deep, 
deep-rooted, endless, implacable re- 
venge. 

" The morning alter the night yon 
saw me, I left my abode. I went to 
London, and attempted to methodise 
my plans of vengeance. The first 
thing to discover, was Tyrrell's present 
residence. By accident, I heard he 
was at Paris, and, within two hours of 
receiving the intelligence, I set off 
for that city. On arriving there, the 
habits of the gambler soon discovered 
him to my search. I saw him one 
night at a hell He was evidently in 
distressed circumstances, and the 
fortune of the table was against him. 
Unperceived by him, I feasted my eyes 
on his changing countenance, as those 
deadly and wearing transitions of 
feeling, only to be produced by the 
gaming-table, passed over it. While 
I gazed upon him, a thought of more 
exquisite and refined revenge, than 
had yet occurred to me, flashed upon 
my mind. Occupied with the ideas it 
gave rise to, I went into the adjoin- 
ing room, which was quite empty. 
There I seated myself, and endea- 
voured to develop, more fully, the 
rude and imperfect outline of my 
scheme. 

"The arch tempter fiivoured me 
with a trusty coa(y utor in my designs. 
I was lost in a reverie, when I heard 
myself accosted by name. I looked 
up, and beheld a man whom I had 
often seen with Tyrrell, both at Spa, 
and ^—^ (the watering-place where. 
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with Gertrude, I had met Tyrrell). 
He was a person of low birth and cha- 
racter ; but esteemed, from his love of 
coarse humour, and vulgar enterprise, 
a man of infinite parts — a sort of 
Yorick — ^by the set most congenial to 
Tyrrell's tastes. By this undue repu- 
tation, and the levelling habit of 
gaming, to which he was addicted, he 
was raised, in certain societies, much 
above his proper rank : need I say 
that this man was Thornton 1 I was 
but slightly acquainted with him; 
however, he accosted me cordially, 
and endeavoured to draw me into 
conversation. 

" ' Have you seen Tyrrell ]' said he; 
' he is at it again ; what 's bred in the 
bone, you know, &c.' I turned pale 
with the mention of Tyrrell's name, 
and replied very laconically, to what 
purpose, I forget. — 'Ah! ah!* re- 
joined Thornton, eyeing me with an 
air of impertinent familiarity — ' I see 
you have not forgiven him ; he played 

you but a shabby trick at ; 

seduced your mistress, or something 
of that sort ; he told me all. about 
it : pray, how is the poor girl 
nowr 

"I made no reply; I sank down 
and gasped for breath. All I had suf- 
fered seemed nothing to the indignity 
I then endured. Sher-ahe — ^who had 
€mce been my pride — my honour — ^life 

—to be thus spoken of— and . I 

could not pursue the idea. I rose 
hastily, looked at Thornton with a 
glance, which might have abashed a 
man less shameless and callous than 
himself, and left the room. 

"That night, as I tossed restless 
and feverish on my bed of thorns, I 
flaw how useful Thornton might be to 
me in the prosecution of the scheme I 
had entered into ; and the next morn- 
ing I sought him out, and purchased 
(no very difficult matter) both his 
secrecy and his assistance. My plan 
of vengeance, to one who had seen and 
observed less of the varieties of human 



nature than you have done, might 
seem far-fetched and unnatural; for 
while the superficial are ready to allow 
eccentricity as natural in the coolness 
of ordinary life, they never suppose it 
can exist in the heat of the passions— 
as if, in such moments, any thing was 
ever considered absurd in the means 
which was favourable to the end. 
Were the secrets of one passionate 
and irregulated heart laid bare, there 
would be more romance in them, than 
in all the fables which we turn from 
with incredulity and disdain, as exag- 
gerated and overdrawn. 

" Among the thousand schemes for 
retribution which had chased each 
other across my mind, the death of 
my victim was only the ulterior object. 
Death, indeed — ^the pang of one mo- 
ment—appeared to me but very feeble 
justice for the life of lingering and 
restless anguish to which his treachery 
had condemned me ; but my penance, 
my doom, I could have forgiven : it 
was the fate of a more innocent and 
injured being which irritated the sting 
and fed the venom of my revenge. 
That revenge no ordinary punish- 
ment could appease. If fanaticism 
can only be satisfied by the rack 
and the flames, you may readily con- 
ceive a like unappeaseable fury, in a 
hatred so deadly, so concentrate, and 
so just as mine — ^and if fanaticism 
persuades itself into a virtue, so also 
did my hatred. 

*' The scheme which I resolved upon 
was, to attach Tyrrell more and more 
to the gaming-table, to be present at 
his infatuation, to feast my eyes upon 
the feverish intensity of his suspense 
—to reduce him, step by step, to the 
lowest abyss of poverty — to glut my 
soul with the abjectness and humi- 
liation of his penury — ^to strip him of 
all aidj consolation, sympathy, and 
friendship — to follow him, unseen, to 
his wretched and squalid home— to 
mark the struggles of the craving 
nature with the loathing pride— and. 
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finally, to watch the frame wear, the 
^e sink, the lip grow livid, and all 
the terrible and torturing progren of 
gnawing want» to utter staryation. 
Then, in that last state, but not before, 
I might rereal mysdf-— «tand by the 
hopeless and sueeourless bed of death 
— flhriek out in the dizzy ear a name, 
which could treble the horrors of 
remembrance — snatch'from the strug- 
gling and agonising conscience the 
last plank, the last straw, to which, in 
Ha xnadnes3,it could cling, and blacken 
the ^shadows of departing life, by open- 
ing to the shuddering sense the 
ikreshold of an impatient and yawning 
beU. 

''Hurried aw^r by the -unhallowed 
fcfver of these projects, I thought of 
nothing but their aeoompUshment. I 
employed Thornton, who still main- 
tained his intimacy with l^frrell, to 
dee^ him more and more to the 
gambling-house; and, as4he unequal 
chances of the -public table were not 
rapid enough in their termination to 
consummate the ruin even of an impe- 
tuous and vehement gamester, like 
Tyrrell, so soon as my impatience 
desired, Thornton took every oppor- 
tunity of engaging him in-private play, 
and accelerating • n^ object by the 
unlawful arts of which he was master. 
My enemy was every day approaehing 
the&rthest verge -of ruin ; near rela- 
tions he had none,.all his distant ones 
he had disobliged ; all hi^friendsy and 
even hia aequaintance, he had fiitigned 
by his .importunity, or disgusted by 
his conduct. In the whole werld there 
ieemed not abeingwho would stretch 
fNrtha helping hand toaave hki fram 
the total and pennyless beggary to 
which he was hapelessly advaneing. 
Out of the wracks of hisibzmer pro- 
perty, and the gcnerofityof former 
Mend^ whaiaver he had already 
wrang, had beeU'laMnediately iitaked 
at-the gaming'bauaa and as imme- 
diately lost. 

''Peahsjpsvthia^waidd'nct-Bo soon 



have been the case, if Thornton had 
not artfully fed and sustained hie 
expectations. He had been long eaa- 
ployed by l^rrrall in a prolessiaiial 
capacity, and he knew well all the 
gamester's domesticaffiurB ; and when 
he promised, should things come to 
the worst, to find some expedieni to 
restore them, Tyrrell easily aiopttd 
so flattering a belief. 

** Meanwhile, I hod -taken the naoM 
and disguise under -firvoar of which 
you met me at Paris, and^omtcn 
had introduced me to l^frrell as a 
young Englishman of great wealth, 
and still greater inexpeiienoe. The 
gambler grasped eageriy at an ac- 
quaintance, which Thornton readily 
persuaded him he could turn to such 
account ; and I had thus every facility 
of marking, day 'by day, how.my plot 
thickened, and my -yeiigeanjee haa< 
tened to its trinmplu 

" This was not all I said, then 
was not in the wide world a beias 
who would have saved T^rrrell from 
the fate he deserved and was ap< 
preaching. I forgot there toas one 
who still clung to him with afl^tion^ 
and for whom he still seemed to 
harbour the better and purer feelings 
of less degraded and guilty times. 
This person (you will guess readily it 
was a woman) I made it my especial 
business and care to waan away finom 
my prey; I would not sufifer him -a 
consolation he had deniad to me. I 
used all the arts of seduction to obtain 
the transfer of 'her a£focUons. WhaV 
ever promises and vowa-^^hether of 
love or w6alth*-«could efiect, wicra 
tried ; nor, at last, without success — 
/triumphed. The womanbecamemy 
slave. It was she who, friienevar 
Tyrrell fidtered in his course to de- 
struction, comhated hisfiemplesy and 
uiged on faia reluctance ; it was the 
who informed me nkinutely of his 
pitiful finances, and assisted, to her 
utmost, in expediting their decay. 
The stUl more bitter treachery of 
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deserting him in his veriest want 
I reserved till the fittest occasion, 
and contemplated with a naTage 
delight. 

" I was embarramed in my seheme 
by two cirmunstanoeB : firsts Thorn- 
ton's acqnaintanee with you; and, 
Beeondly/ Tyrrell's receipt (some time 
afterwards) of ,a veiy unexpected sum 
of two hundred pounds, in return for 
renouncing all further and possible 
claim on the purchasers of hiaestate. 
To the former, so far as it might 
interfere with my plans, or lead to 
my detection, you imuat pardon me 
for -having put a speedy 'termination ; 
the latter threw me into great con- 
sternation^- for T'yirell's first idea 
was to renounce the gaming table, 
and endeavour to live upon the 
trifling pittance he had acquired, as 
long as the utmost economy would 
pennit 

" This idea, Margaret, the woman I 
spoke of, according to my instractions, 
soartfoUyand successfully combated, 
that Tyrrell yielded to his natural 
inclination, and returned once more 
to the infiitoation of his £iveurite 
pursuit. However, I had become 
restlessly impatient for the conelnaion 
to this pre&tory part of my revenge, 
and, aeeordingly, Thornton and myself 
arranged that Tynrell should be yw- 
saaded by the former to risk all,, even 
to his very laat'&rtiiiQg, in a private 
game with me. TyirelC who believed 
he should readily recruit himself 
by my unakHftilneas :in the game, 
fell esMly into the 'snare*; and on 
the second might of our eBgagemeni, 
he not only had lost the whole 
of his remaining pitlaaee, but had 
signed bonda owning to a debt of 
fiur.greater.amoont than he, at that 
time, could ««Ter evtn Jtave^dreamt of 
possessing. 

*^ Plurfied, heated, almosfamaddenad 
with my trium^, I yielded to the 
eznUation of the moment I did not 
kiMwyou iweie ao tunm« I diaeevered 



myself— ^you remember the scene. I 
went joyfully home : and for the first 
time since Qertrude's death, I was 
happy ; but theie I imagined my ven- 
geance only would begin ; I revelled 
in the burning hope of marking the 
hunger and extrMnity that must 
ensue. The next day, when Tyrrell 
turned round, in his despair, for one 
momentary word of.eomfert firom the 
lips to which he believed, in the fond 
credulity . of :his .heart, falsehood and 
treachery never came, his last earthly 
friend taunted and deserted him. 
Mark me, Pelham— I was by, and 
heard her ! 

"But here my>power of retributiim 
was to close: firom the thirst still 
unslaked and uni^peased, thopuptwtts 
abruptly snatched. Tyrrell dlEH^- 
peared — no one knew whither. I set 
Thornton's inquiries at work. A week 
afterwards he brought me word that 
l^mrell had died in extreme wan^ 
and from very despair. Will yon 
credit, that at hearing this news, my 
firat sensations were only rage and 
disappointment 1 True, he haddiad, 
died in all the miaery my .heart eoold 
wiah, but / had not ssen him.die ; and 
the death-bed seemed to me robbed/of 
its bitterest pang. 

*' I know not to this day, though I 
have often- questioned him, what intai- 
rest TluMmton hadin deeeiving.me by 
this tale ; for my own part, I ^elieva 
that he himself was deceived ;* >cef^ 
tain it is (for I inquiied), that a 
person, very^mnch answering to Tyi^ 
rdl's description, had perished in ths 
state Thornton mentioned ; and this 
might, tharefare, in all probability 
have misled him. 

''I left Baris, and returned, through 
Normandy, to England (where I re- 
mained somoiweeks) ; there we again 
met : but I think 'Wa did not meet till 
I had baen-pevaecuted'by the insolenoe 

* It fleeais (from mibseqiMot inrestigfttlOB 
that thi» was ftally iteoMe. 
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and importunity of Thornton. The 
tools of our passions cut both ways ; 
like the monarch, who employed 
strange beasts in his army, we fii^d 
our treacherous allies less destruc- 
iire to others than ourselves. But I 
was not of a temper to brook the 
tauntings, or the encroachment of my 
own creature; it had been with but 
an ill grace that I had endured his 
familiarity, when I absolutely required 
his services, much less could I suffer 
his intrusion when those services — 
services not of love, but hire — were 
no longer necessary. Thornton, like 
all persons of his stamp, has a low 
pride, which I was constantly offend- 
ing. He had mixed with men, more 
than my equals in rank, on a £ajniliar 
footing, and he could ill brook the 
hauteur with which my disgust at his 
character absolutely constrained me 
to treat him. It is true, that the 
profuseness of my liberality was such, 
that the mean wretch stomached 
affronts for which he was so largely 
paid; but, with the cunning and 
malicious spite natural to him, he 
knew well how to repay them in kind. 
While he assisted, he affected to ridi- 
cule, my revenge ; and though he soon 
saw that he durst not, for his very life, 
breathe a syllable openly against Ger- 
trude, or her memory, yet he con- 
trived, by general remarks, and covert 
insinuations, to gall me to the very 
* quick, and in the very tenderest 
point. Thus a deep and cordial 
antipathy to each otiier arose, and 
grew, and strengthened, till, I believe, 
like the fiends in hell, our mutual 
hatred became our common punish- 
ment. 

"No sooner had I returned to 
England, than I found him here, 
awaiting my arrival. He favoured me 
with frequent visits and requests for 
money. Although not possessed of 
any secret really important affecting 
my character, he knew well, that he 
was possessed of one important to my 



quiet ; and he availed himself to the 
utmost of my strong and deep aversion 
even to the most delicate recurrence 
to my love to GJertrude, and its un- 
hallowed and disastrous termination. 
At length, however, he wearied me 
I found that he was sinking into the 
very dregs and refiise of society, and 
I could not longer brook the idea of 
enduring his familiarity and feeding 
his vices. 

" I pass over any detail of my own 
feelings, as well as my auiioard and 
worldly history. Over my mind, a 
great change had passed; I was no 
longer torn by violent and contending 
passions ; upon the tumultuous sea a 
dead and heavy torpor had fallen ; the 
very winds, necessary for health, had 
ceased; 

* I slept on the abyss without a sorge.* 

One violent and engrossing passion is 
among the worst of all immoralities, 
for it leaves the mind too stagnant 
and exhausted for those activities and 
energies which constitute our real 
duties. However, now that the tyrant 
feeling of my mind was removed, I 
endeavoured to shake off the apathy 
it had produced, and return to the 
various occupations and business of 
life. Whatever could divert me from 
my own dark memories, or give a 
momentary motion to the stagnation 
of my mind, I grasped at with the 
fondness and eagerness of a child. 
Thus, you found me surrounding 
myself with luxurieswhich palled upon 
my taste the instant that their novelty 
had passed : now striving for the 
vanity of literaiy fune ; now, for the 
emptier baubles which riches could 
procure. At one time I shrouded 
myself in my closet, and brooded over 
the dogmas of the learned, and the 
errors of the wise; at another, I 
plunged into the more engrossing 
and active pursuits of the living crowd 
which rolled around me, — and flattered 
my heart, that amidst the applause 
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of senators, and the whirlpool of 
affairs, I could lull to rest the voices 
of the past, and the spectre of the 
dead. 

" Whether these hopes were effectual, 
and the struggle not in vain, this 
haggard and wasting form, drooping 
day by day into the grave, can declare ; 
but I said I would not dwell long 
upon this part of my history, nor is 
it necessary. Of one thing only, not 
connected with the main part of my 
confessions, it is right, for the sake of 
one tender and guiltless being, that I 
should speak. 

" In the cold and friendless world 
with which I mixed, there was a heart 
which had years ago given itself 
wholly up to me. At that time I was 
ignorant of the gift I so little deserved, 
or (for it was before I knew Gtertrude) 
I might have returned it, and been 
saved years of crime and anguish. 
Since then, the person I allude to 
had married, and, by the death of 
her husband, was once more free. 
Intimate with my family, and more 
especially with my sister, she now met 
me constantly ; her compassion for the 
change she perceived in me, both in 
mind and person, was stronger than 
even her reserve, and this is the only 
reason why I speak of an attachment 
which ought otherwise to be con- 
cealed: I believe that you already 
understand to whom I allude, and 
since you have discovered her weak- 
ness, it is ri^t that you should know 
also her virtue ; it is right that you 
should learn, that it was not in her 
the fjEtntasy, or passion of a moment, 
but a long and secreted love ; that you 
should learn, that it was her pity, and 
no unfeminine disregard to opinion, 
which betrayed her into imprudence, 
and that she is, at this moment, 
innocent of everything, but the folly 
of loving 7ne. 

" I pass on to the time when I dis- 
covered that I had been, either inten- 
tionally or unconsciously, deceived, 



and that my enemy yet lived ! lived 
in honour, prosperity, and the world's 
blessings. This information was like 
removing a barrier from a stream 
hitherto pent into quiet and restraint. 
All the stormy thoughts, feelings, 
and passions, so long at rest, rushed 
again into a terrible and tumultuous 
action. The newly formed stratum of 
my mind was swept away ; everything 
seemed a wreck, a chaos, a convulsion 
of jarring elements ; but this is a 
trite and tame description of my feel- 
ings; words would be but common- 
place to express the revulsion which I 
experienced : yet, amidst all, there 
was one paramount and presiding 
thought, to which the rest were as 
atoms in the heap — the awakened 
thought of vengeance I — ^but how was 
it to be gratified? 

" Placed as Tyrrell now was in the 
scale of society, every method of retri- 
bution but the one formerly rejected, 
seemed at an end. To that one, there- 
fore, weak and merciful as it appeared 
to me, I resorted — ^you took my 
challenge to Tyrrell — ^you remember 
his behaviour — Conscience doth in- 
deed make cowards of us all ! The 
letter inclosed to me in his to yon, 
contained only the common-place 
argument urged so often by those who 
have injured us: viz. the reluctance 
at attempting our life after having 
ruined our happiness. When I found 
that he had left London my rage 
knew no bounds; I was absolutely 
frantic with indignation; the earth 
reeled before my eyes ; I was almost 
suffocated by the violence — the whirl- 
pool-^of my emotions. I gave myself 
no time to think, — I left town in 
pursuit of my foe. 

''I found that— stm addicted, 
though, I believe, not so madly as 
before, to his old amusements — he was 
in the neighbourhood of Newmarket, 
awaiting the races, shortly to ensue. 
No sooner did I find his address, than 
I wrote him another challenge, still 
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more forcibly ftnd insultingly worded 
than the one you took. In this I said 
that his refusal was of no avail ; that 
I had sworn that my vengeanee 
should overtake him ; and that 
sooner or later, in the £Me of heaven 
and despite of hell, my oath should 
be fulfilled. Bemember those words, 
Pelham^ I shall refer to them here- 
after. 

"Tyrrell's reply was short and 
eontemptuous ; he affected to treat 
me as a madman. Perhaps (and I 
confess that the inoeherenoe of my 
letter authorised such suspicion) he 
believed I really was one. He con- 
eluded by saying, that .if he received 
more of my letters, he should shelter 
himself fr(mi my aggresaioQa by the 
protection of the law. 

" On receiving this rep]y> a stern, 
sullen, iron spirit entered into my 
bosom. I betrayed no external nuurk 
of passion ; I jat down in silenee*^ 
pelaoed the letter and Gertmde's pio- 
ttire before me. There, still and 
nmtionless, I 'remained ibr hours. I 
remember well, I was awakened from 
my gloomy reverie by the clock, as it 
struck the first hour of the morning. 
At ihat lone and ominous aonnd, the 
associations of romanoe and dread 
which the UkUcn of our childheod 
eonnect with it» rushed coldly and 
fearfully into my mind; the damp 
dews broke out uponjoy forehead, 
and the blood curdled in my limbs. 
In that jnoinent I;knelt dmm and 
vowedik frsokHc aod.dead^ oath^'-^he 
words of /> which I^wonld not now dare 
to repeat-^-ihat before three de^s 
expired, hell should no loioger be 
cheated of its prey. I rose-^iflung 
myself on my bed, and aUpL 

** The next day I left my abode. 
I:purBbaBed.a}0troQg,and swift hoise, 
iM%d> diflgwising^^mjrsdtf from jhead to 
foo^ inia long >lK»rseman's cloak, I set 
ofiT alone,. looking in. my hfiiurt.the 
ealm and! cold eo&victian, tbttt miy 
9atti jihiVBU.tbe -k/^ I ^^ftced^ con- 



cealed in my dress, two pistols , 
my intention was to follow Tynell 
wherever he went, till we could find 
ourselves alone, and without the chaiMd 
of intrusion. It was then, my deter- 
mination to /onoe him into a contesH^ 
and thatno^tremUing «f the haad>AO 
error of the swimming sights migbi 
betray ;my purpose, to plaee us foot 
to foot, fmd the month of eaeh inatAl 
almost to the veiy iemple of each 
antagonist. Her was I deterred for * 
moment irom this resolntoon by Uie 
knowledge that :my owBideaith muai 
be as certain as my victim's. On the 
contrary, I looked foorward to dying 
thus, and so baffling ^tihe more linger- 
ing, but not less saret, diseaseywhieh WMf^ 
daily wasting, me tkwsy, with .the naiat 
fieree, yet ioot unquiet delight watb 
which .men iiAve xvshed into baittV^ 
and seughji put aideath less biittfiir'tt 
them^than.Ufo. 

" FiV'two dio^s, (though I. each i^ 
saw Tyrrell, fi^ threw into. my wiqr 
no opportuni^.of executing my design^ 
The morning of ik» third came^ 
l^yfieU waa:on the raee ground : smna 
that he would remain there for^onui 
hours, I put up ,my <weftried ;hor8eiii 
the town, and> jseatiog myself in. an 
obscure comer of the ■oeovsid, was !e<»^ 
tented wiAh wat8hing,'as the -secpcokt 
does his vJctim, the distont motions 
of my enemy. Perbs^ps you qsa 
recollect passing. « nan. seated iNi'th« 
ground, and robed in a .horseman^ 
eloak. I noed not tell >you^hat .it waa 
Irwhom you passed and laeeosted. I 
saw you ride 'by me; but i^iosmimi 
youiwere gone I foigot the occaneniiMb 
I looked upon the rolling and distant 
crowd, as a^child i^ews the rfigures ^ 
the phantasmAg(»i%sosccelyJaiowiAg 
if my eyesdeoeived me, .feeling isor 
pressed with some stapifying i^d 
ghastly sensatiim of dread, and c^ie- 
rishing the conviction that my life 
was not as the life of the creatures 
that passed before me> 
/'The daj.waiied<^I went back Jar 
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my horae-'J returned to ihe courae, 
and, keeping at a ddistaAoe as litUe 
stt^idoufi as poailble, fcQlowed the 
motions of ^I^TTvell. He went IxMdLcto 
the town^^refited .ther»-^r^Mdred^to 
a gaming table afaiyed in it ^iisKort 
iime-^xeliinied toluainn^aad ordered 
hU horse. 

^ In all these^motionB I foUowed'the 
objeet of my ptainlt ; and my heart 
bonnded^with joy^whenly at last, saw 
him Bet out alone, and in the -ad- 
yancing twilight. I followed !him till 
heMbibemainToad. N<ow,I4heaght, 
was. ^my iime. I redoubled <my paee, 
and ^had.neariy^ roadbed him, when 
B<mie horsemen appearing/coiM^rained 
meagainioslaokenmypaQe. Yanous 
other '■ similar interruptiens - oeeurred 
to delay my plot At length all <wafl 
undisturbed. I spoired my horsey 
and^ was .nearly on >the heels . of my 
enemy,' when I iperceiyed him jcdn^n- 
other man — ^this wa» you^^ clenched 
my teeth, and drew my breath, as I 
once more retreated to^^ distanoe. 
In, a.^hortttimeiwomen'tpasied me, 
and I found, that, owing ta some 
accident on .the«oad, they st^^d to 
assist yen. It appearsby yeur eyidenoe 
on a subsequent eyent, that these 
mien were Thornton and his i&iend 
Ibwion : atthe time, they passed too 
rapidly, and I . w»s too mueh oeeupied 
in my^wn- ^aa^.thou^ts, .torobserre 
them: still I kept up to you and 
Tyir^, .somedimes . eatehing "the /^out- 
line of ypur/figuiies through>tiie moeur 
light, at others, (with^the4ieiite4nBse 
of an^ciety,) only ^jusiTdistingnishing 
the clang 'Of ^yovr honns^ hoofii on 
the stony ground. At Jast, a heayy 
dMiwercame on; imi^giQe my joy, 
yihmi Tyif^ left vy^U'^and rode »<^ 
fdone! 

** I passed yon, and vfoUawcd my 
enemy its &st as n^ JseiB»<would per- 
BUt; but it was not equal to Tyrrell's, 
wfaieh was ahiiost at -its full speed. 
Iloweyer, I eame^ at^ian^- to -a iveiyj 
Bleep, and akB(Q0t-precipiteiis/dMceat.i 



I was iforced to ride slowly :and cau- 
tiously,* this, hiiwe?ttr, I the lesft 
regarded, ficesn :my ceiuriation^ that 
Tjmll must be obliged jta use jth* 
same preeantion. My .hand wa&TOii 
my^ptstol.with;ith0igiiafi^^of ipremedi* 
tated *reTeBge, indien; aishfill, shttqp^ 
solitary cry 'broke oa^my«ear. 

'^Nosoundfollowed^<4dl waa sUenseu 
I^was just..appsoadung towards thft 
dose tof the tdeacent, whien .a.hozBe 
witimut its rider passed ime. TIas 
shewor had eeaaed, and the me«a 
brok!en:fimik'the cloud «ome minutes 
before; byitsl^t^J reoognisad the 
horse rode by Q^yneU; perhi^,.! 
thought, it luMSkthrown it8.maBler,as4 
my ^riotim/will now be utterly in my 
powor. I pushed ihastilyTforward 'in 
spite of the hill, not yeftiwhoUy paiaed. 
I .eame to a spot of singular desolatien 
-*4t^was>a broad patch of- waste land, 
a pool of water was on the right, and 
adremaxiutbleiand withered iiiee hung 
oyer it. I looked round, but .tsar 
nothing -of 1^ stirring. A> dark>iuid 
iiiq>erfoetfy deyel(:^[>ed ol^6Gt.lay?by 
the /Side >ci tthe 'pond**-! ipreesed iforw 
wasd-^p^nerdAil Qod 1 ^myenemy ^had 
escaped my -hand, and. lay in .ti»e 
stillness lof deMh ^before^me I " 

''•Whatr* IezolainMd,intenrttptiag 
GUanyiUeyforil could oesLtain mysdf 
no ilonger,-'' ittwas ^nat tby ^aMithnn 
tiiatlT^TdliQllI" WiththeMawencU 
I grasped his lumd; and, exeited 
as I had been by mypainftd and 
wveughtiup ^interest in his ^recital, I 
bmst into-^tears <of igrafciinde'and joy. 
Reginald Glanyille waa.innocent«<-' 
■Ellen waa notthe isisteref <an. asiassin!! 

Aiber'a shettipause^ GttanyiUe oon- 
tinued-4~ 

" I gazed upon the upward laad 
distorted'&ce, int a deep-and^siekening 
siienee ; an awe, dark and^undefinad, 
erept.ovjermy'lMact; I atoodi>eneaih 
the flol«sms-andMsaor«d ihiavans, and 
felt that thahand of ^Skidwaanponme 
-*4thataai^FBtemeua>and^feaBfiil «diot 
had goBe-forth«i^that my headlong 
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and unholy wrath had, in the very 
midst of its fury, been checked, as if 
but the idle anger of a child — that the 
plan I had laid in the foolish wisdom 
of my heart, had been traced, step by 
step, by an all-seeing eye, and bs^ed 
in the moment of its &ncied success, 
by an inscrutable and awful doom. I 
had wished the death of my enemy— 
lo ! my wish was accomplished — ^Aoir, 
I neither knew nor guessed — ^there, a 
still and senseless clod of earth, without 
power of offence or injury, he lay 
beneath my feet — ^it seemed as if, in 
the moment of my uplifted arm, the 
Divine Avenger had asserted His pre- 
rogative — as if the angel which had 
fonitten the Assyrian, had again swept 
forth, though against a meaner victim 
— and, while he punished the guilt of 
a human criminal, had set an eternal 
barrier to the vengeance of a human 
foel 

" I dismounted from my horse, and 
bent over the murdered man. I drew 
from my bosom the miniature, which 
never forsook me, and bathed the 
lifeless resemblance of Gertrude in the 
blood of her betrayer. Scarcely had I 
done so, before my ear caught the 
sounds of steps ; hastily I thrust, as I 
thought, the miniature in my bosom, 
remounted, and rode hurriedly away. 
At that hour, and for many which 
succeeded to it, I believe that all 
sense was suspended. I was like a 
man haunted by a dream, and wan- 
dering under its influence ; or, as one 
whom a spectre pursues, and for whose 
eye, the breathing and busy world is 
but as a land of unreal forms and 
flitting shadows, teeming with the 
monsters of darkness, and the terrors 
of the tomb. 

" It was not till the next day that I 
missed the picture. I returned to the 
spot — searched it carefully, but in vain 
-^the miniature could not be found ; 
I returned to town, and shortly after- 
wards the newspapers informed me of 
what had subsequently occurred. I 



saw, with dismay, that all appearances 
pointed to me as the criminal, and 
that the officers of justice were at that 
moment tracing the clue which my 
cloak, and the colour of my horse, 
afforded them. My mysterious pur- 
suit of Tyrrell : the disguise I had 
assumed; the circumstance of my 
passing you on the road, and of my 
flight when you approached, all spoke 
volumes against me. A stronger evi- 
dence yet remained, and it was re- 
served for Thornton to indicate it — 
at this moment my life is in his hands. 
Shortly after my return to town, he 
forced his way into my room, shut the 
door — ^bolted it — and, the moment we 
were alone, said, with a savage and 
fiendish grin of exultation and defi- 
ance, — 'Sir Beginald Glanville, you 
have many a time and oft insulted 
me with your pride, and more with 
your gifts : now it is my time to insult 
and triumph over you — ^know that 
one word of mine could sentence you 
to the gibbet.' 

'' He then minutely summed up the 
evidence against me, and drew from 
his pocket the threatening letter I 
had last written to Tyrrell. Ton 
remember that therein I said my 
vengeance was sworn against him, 
and that, sooner or later, it should 
overtake him. ' Couple,' said Thorn- 
ton, coldly, as he replaced the letter 
in his pocket — 'couple these words 
with the evidence already against you, 
and I would not buy your life at a 
fiurthing's value.' 

''How Thornton came by this paper, 
so important to my safety, I know 
not: but when he read it^ I was 
startled by the danger it brought 
upon me : one glance sufficed to show 
me that I was utterly at the mercy of 
the villain who stood before me : he 
saw and ei\joyed my struggles. 

" ' Now,' said he, ' we know each 
other; — at present I want a thousand 
pounds ; you will not refuse it me, I 
am sure; when it is gone I shall (»11 
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again ; till then you can do without 
jne/ I flung him a cheque for the 
money, and he departed. 

" You may conceive the mortifica- 
tion I endured in this sacrifice of pride 
to prudence : but those were no ordi- 
nary motiyes which induced me to 
submit to it. Fast approaching to 
the grave, it mattered to me but 
little whether a violent death should 
shorten a life to which a limit was 
already set, and which I was fajc from 
being anxious to retain : but I could 
not endure the thought of bringing 
upon my mother and my sister, the 
wretchedness and shame which the 
mere suspicion of a crime so enormous, 
would occasion them ; and when my 
eye caught all the circumstances 
arrayed against me, my pride seemed 
to suffer a less mortification even in 
the course I adopted than in the 
thought of the felon's gaol, and the 
criminal's trial ; the hoots and execra- 
tions of the mob, and the death and 
ignominious remembrance of the 
murderer. 

" Stronger than either of these 
motives, was my shrinking and 
loathing aversion to whatever seemed 
likely to unrip the secret history of 
the past. I sickened at the thought 
of Gertrude's name and &te being 
bared to the vulgar eye, and exposed 
to the comment, the strictures, the 
ridicule of the gaping and curious 
public. It seemed to me, therefore, 
but a very poor exertion of philosophy 
to conquer my feelings of humiliation 
at Thornton's insolence and triumph, 
and to console myself with the reflec- 
tion, that a few months must rid me 
alike of his exactions and my life. 

" But, of late, Thornton's persecu- 
tions and demands have risen to such 
a height, that I have been scarcely 
able to restrain my indignation and 
control mysell into compliance. The 
struggle is too powerful for my frame; 
it is rapidly bringing on the fiercest 
and the last contest I shall suffer. 



before 'the wicked shall cease from 
troubling, and the weary be at rest.' 
Some days since, I came to a reso- 
lution, which I am now about to 
execute; it is to leave this country 
and take refuge on the continents 
There I shall screen myself from 
Thornton's pursuit, and the danger 
which it entails upon me ; and 
there, unknown and undisturbed, I 
shall await the termination of my 
disease. 

'' But two duties remained to me to 
fulfil before I departed ; I have now 
discharged them both. One was due 
to the warm-hearted and noble being 
who honoured me with her interest 
and affection — ^the other to you. I 
went yesterday to the former; I 
sketched the outUne of that history 
which I have detailed to you. I 
showed her the waste of my barren 
heart, and spoke to her of the disease 
which was wearing me away. How 
beautiful is the love of woman ! She 
would have followed me over the 
world — received my last sigh, and seen 
me to the rest I shall find, at length ; 
and this without a hope, or thought 
of recompense, even from the worth- 
lessness of my love. 

" But, enough ! — of her my fkrewell 
has been taken. Tour suspicions I 
have seen and forgiven — ^for they were 
natural ; it was due to me to remove 
them : the pressure of your hand tells 
me, that I have done so : but I had 
another reason for my confessions. I 
have worn away the romance of my 
heart, and I have now no indulgence 
for the little delicacies and petty 
scruples which often stand in the way 
of our real happiness. I have marked 
your former addresses to Ellen, and, I 
confess, with great joy ; for I know, 
amidst all your worldly ambition, and 
the encrusted artificiality of your 
exterior, how warm and generous is 
your real heart — ^how noble and intel- 
lectual is your real miud : and were 
my sister tenfold more peifect than I 
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believe her, I do not desire- to find' on 
eftrth oilO'inore dewrving of her tluBi 
joarseif. I ha;Fe remarked^ your- Uie 
estrangement from Ellen ; and, while 
I gueued, I felt ikbi, however painftd 
to moy I ought to remoiK^ the-'«aiUM : 
she lo^Mes you—ihoiigh, perhaps, yton 
know it not-^Hnueh: and tt«d7;:aad 
iiAee my earlier life ha* beoi passed 
in a selfish inactivity, I would- fain let 
ii close with ther reflection^ of ^hai^ing 



serrod^tim beings' whom I price so 
dearly; and the hope that their happi- 
ness will commenee with my death. 

" And^now, Pelham, I have done ; I 
am weak'-aad azhansted^ and cannot 
bear lao r e ■ c t ^su of your soetety, now. 
Think of«pirhat Iharre las^ said, and 
let me'«ee yo» agihi tomorrow; on 
the day alter, I leave' Eagltnd fbr 
etor* 
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CHAPTER LXXTI. 

* * * « * 

^t-^U thos accept ifot 
Tbtf'WdrahIp th»heftrt lifts abo?«» 

And the Heaveat rc(}ect not. 
Th0 desire of the moth for the stltr. 

Of the ntght fbr the morrow, 
Tfa« d«iretloii to somotkiiif mtut 

Fwota the qpkere^<our eorrvir f*-^. B; BtnUMr, 



It^ t(«»not"Wkh.a tight* hMuri— for- 1 
loTed GHMLvUle too'WQll, not to be 
poil'wfiilly^ ttflfoeted by hU awful his- 
toiy — btit with a chMtiaedand sober 
joy, that I now beh^ my friend inno- 
eent of the guilt of whieh-my suq^ir 
ei<His had accused him^ while the only 
ebstade to-my iMmriage with his sister 
wa» removed. T^patf-it was^ that- the 
ewordr yet- haxg o^r his • head, and 
that while he^iTedy^thet^oottld be^no 
nmioAalf asftuanoeof his -saftty fioa 
the disgmee'aBd death of the felen. In 
the'-worldls eye^ therefoiie» the-hanrier 
to my ttnion with Bllea • would have 
been: Ufi from heiag^whoUy ramoTed ; 
but, ki' that; moment^ my diaappo^t- 
mentahaddHgufttedmewiththewoirld, 
and I turned with a double yearning of 
heart to her whose pure and holy love 
could be at once my recompense and 
retreat. 

Nor was this selfish consideration 
my only motive in the conduct I was 
resolved to adopt ; on the contrary, it 
was scarcely more prominent in my 
mind, than those derived from giving 
to a friend who was now dearer tome 
than ever, his only consolation on this 
earth, and to Ellen the safest protec- 
tion, in case of any danger to her 
brother. With these, it is true, were 
mingled feelings which, in happier 
circumstances, might have been those 
of transport at a bright and success- 
ful termmation to a deep and devoted 
love; but these I had, while Glan- 



ville's very life was so doubtful, little 
right toindulge, and I checked them 
as sooQias they arosei 

A£ter a^ sleepless night. I repaii^d 
to^Lady OlaaviMe's hovae. It wasioog 
sinee I had beeiUhenH^d the servant 
who admitted, me seemed, somewhat 
sttrprieed at the earliness of^my vlBit.-I 
desiredto see-the mother, and waited4a 
the parlour till she came. I madehutA 
Bcanty« exordium to my- speech. lu 
very few'words I^xpreteed-my love to 
BUeny^and beaonght her mediatikmin 
my behalf; nor did. L think it would 
be a sUghteousidenktioiUa my i^MPOur, 
with the fond mother, tiT monition 
GlanviUe's i^robatioD oCmy suit. 

^ BUen i»up staitSLln the diftwing- 
room/' saidXiady GhAville. "I will 
go and prepare her to receive you — if 
you have her consent, you have mine." 

" Will you suffer me then," said I, 
"to forestal youl Forgive my im- 
patience, and let me see her before 
you do." 

Lady Glanville was a woman of the 
good old school, and stood some- 
what upon forms and ceremonies. I 
did not^ therefore, await the answer, 
which I foresaw might not be &vour- 
able to my success, but with my 
customary assurance, left the room, 
and hastened up stairs. I entered 
the drawing-room, and shut the door. 
Ellen was at the far end; and as I 
entered with a light step, she did not 
perceive me till I was close by. 
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She started when she saw me ; and 
her cheek, before very pale, deepened 
into crimson. " Good Heavens ! is it 
you ! " she said falteringly. " I — I 
thought — ^but — but excuse me for an 
instant, I will call my mother." 

" Stay for one instant, I beseech 
you — it is from your mother that I 
come — she has referred me to you." 
And with a trembling and hurried 
voice, for all my usual boldness forsook 
me, I poured forth, in rapid and 
burning words, the history of my 
secret and hoarded love — its doubts, 
fears, and hopes. 

Ellen sank back on her chair, over- 
powered and silent by her feelings, 
and the vehemence of my own. I 
knelt, and took her hand ; I covered 
it with my kisses — ^it was not with- 
drawn from them. I raised my eyes, 
and beheld in hers all that my heart 
had hoped, but did not dare to 
portray. 

" You — ^you," said she — ^when at 
last she found words — "I imagined 
that you only thought of ambition and 
the world — I could not have dreamt 
of this." She ceased, blushing and 
embarrassed. 

" It is true," said I, " that you had 
a right to think so, for, till this 
moment, I have never opened to you 



even a glimpse of my veiled heart, 
and its secret and wild desires ; but do 
you think that my love was the less 
a treasure, because it was hidden? 
or the less deep because it was 
cherished at the bottom of my sonl ) 
No— no; believe me, that love was 
not to be mingled with the ordinary 
objects of life — it was too pure to be 
pro&ned by the levities and follies 
which are bSI of my nature that I have 
permitted myself to develope to the 
world. Do not imagine, that, because 
I have seemed an idler with the idle-— 
selfish with the interested — and cold, 
and vain, and frivolous, with those 
to whom such qualities were both a 
passport and a virtue ; do not imagine 
that I have concealed within me 
nothing more worthy of you and of 
myself; my very love for you shows 
that I am wiser and better than I 
have seemed. Speak to me, Ellens- 
may I call you by that name — one 
word — one syllable ! speak to me, and 
tell me that you have read my heart, 
and that you will not reject it 1 " 

There came no answer from those 
dear lips; but their soft and tender 
smile told me that I might hope. 
That hour I still recall and bless! 
that hour was the happiest of my 
life. 



OB, AD7ENTURE3 OF A GENTLEMAN. 



257 



CHAPTER LXXVII. 



A thousand crowns, or else lay down your head.— 2nd Part cf Henry VL 



From Ellen, I hastened to the house 
of Sir Reginald. The hall was in all 
the confusion of approaching depar- 
ture. I sprang over the paraphernalia 
of hooks and hoxes which ohstructed 
my way, and hounded up the stairs. 
Glanville was, as usual, alone : his 
countenance was less pale than it had 
heen lately, and when I saw it hrighten 
as I approached, I hoped, in the new 
happiness of my heart, that he might 
haffle both his enemy and his disease. 

I told him all that had just occurred 
between Ellen and myself. " And 
now," said I, as I clasped his hand, 
" I have a proposal to make, to which 
you must accede : let me accompany 
you abroad; I will go with you to 
whatever comer of the world you may 
select. We will plan together every 
possible method of concealing our 
retreat. Upon the past I will never 
speak to you. In your hours of 
solitude I will never disturb you by 
an unwelcome and ill-timed sympathy. 
I will t«nd upon you, watch over you, 
bear with you, with more than the 
love and tenderness of a brother. You 
fehall see me only when you wish it. 
Your loneliness shall never be invaded. 
When you get better, as I presage 
you will, I will leave you to come 
back to England, and provide for the 
worst, by ensuring your sister a pro- 
tector. I wUl then return to you 
alone, that your seclusion may not be 
endangered by the knowledge, even of 
Ellen, and you shall have me by your 
side till— till— " 

" The last ! " interrupted Glanville. 
" Too — too generous Pelham, I feel — 
these tears (the first I have shed for 
a long, long time) tell yon, that I feel 
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to the heart — ^your friendship and 
disinterested attachment ; but in the 
moment your love for Ellen has 
become successful, I will not tear you 
from its enjoyment. Believe me, all 
that I could derive from your society, 
could not afford me half the happiness 
I should have in knowing that you 
and Ellen were blest in each other. 
No— no, my solitude will, at that 
reflation, be deprived of its sting. 
You shall hear from^ me once again : 
my letter shall contain a request, and 
your executing that last &vour must 
console and satisfy the kindness of 
your heart. For myself, I shall die 
as I have lived — alorie. All fellowship 
with my griefs would seem to me 
strange and unwielcome." 

I would not suffer Glanville to 
proceed. I interrupted him with fresh 
arguments and entreaties, to which he 
seemed at last to submit, and I was 
in the firm hope of having conquered 
his determination, when we were 
startled by a sudden and violent noise 
in the hall. 

" It is Thornton," said Glanville, 
calmly. " I told them not to admit 
him, and he is forcing his way." 

Scarcely had Sir Reginald said this, 
before Thornton burst abruptly into 
the room. 

Although it was scarcely noon, he 
was more than half intoxicated, and 
his eyes swam in his head with a 
maudlin expression of triumph and 
insolence as he rolled towards us. 

" Oh, oh ! Sir Reginald," he said, 
" thought of giving me the slip, eh % 
Your d — d servants said you were out ; 
but I soon silenced them. 'Egad I 
made them as nimble as cows in a 
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cage — ^I have not learnt the nse of my 
fists for nothing. So, you're going 
abroad to-morrow ; without my leave, 
too, — ^pretty good joke that, indeed. 
Come, come, my brave fellow, you 
need not scowl at me in that way. 
Why, you look as surly as a butcher^s 
dog with a broken head." 

Glanville, who was livid with ill- 
suppressed rage, rose haughtily. 

" Mr. Thornton,*' he said, in a calm 
voice, although he was trembling in 
his extreme passion, from head to 
foot, " I am not now prepared to sub- 
mit to your insolence and intrusion. 
Tou will leave this room instantly. 
If you have any further demands upon 
me, I will hear them to-night, at any 
hour you please to appoint.** 

"No, no, my fine fellow," said 
Thornton, with a coarse chuckle; 
" you have as much wit as three folks, 
-»two fools, and a madman ! but you 
won't do me, for all that. The instant 
my back is turned, yours will be 
turned too; and by the time I call 
again, your honour will be half way 
to Calais. But — ^bless my stars, Kr. 
PelhAm, is that you? I really did 
not see you before ; I suppose you are 
not in the secret 1** 

** I have 710 secrets from Mr. Pel- 
ham," said Glanville ; " nor do I care 
if you discuss the whole of your 
ne£trious transactions with me in his 
presence. Since you doubt my word, 
it is beneath my dignity to vindicate 
it, and your business can as well be 
despatched now, as hereafter. Tou 
have heard rightly, that I intend 
leaving England to-morrow: and now, 
sir, what is your will ] " 

« By O— , Sir Keginald GlanvUle ! " 
ezchumed Thornton, who seemed 
stung to the quick by Glanville's con- 
temptuous coldness, "you shall 710^ 
leave England without my leave. 
•^y* yon may frown, but I say you 
shJEill not; nay, you shall not budge 
a foot from tibds very room unless I 
cry, 'Be it sol"* 



Glanville could no longer restrain 
himsell He would have sprung 
towards Thornton, but I seized and 
arrested him. I read, in the malignant 
and incensed countenance of his per- 
secutor, all the danger to which a 
single imprudence would have exposed 
him, and I trembled for his safety. 

I whispered, as I foFced htm again 
to his seat, '* Leave me alone to settle 
with this man, and I will endeavour 
to free you from him." I did not 
tarry for his answer, bat, turning to 
Thornton, said to him coolly but 
civilly; "Sir Beginald Glanville haa 
acquainted me with the nature of your 
very extraordinary demands upon bi-m . 
Bid he adopt my advice, he would 
immediately place the affiiir in the 
hands of his legal advisers. His ill 
health, however, his anxiety to leave 
England, and his wish to sacrifice 
almost everything to qmsi, induce 
him, rather than take this alternative, 
to silence your importunities, by 
acceding to claims, however iUegal 
and uiyust. If, therefore, you now 
favour Sir Beginald with your visit, 
for the purpose of making a demand 
previous to his quitting England, and 
which, consequently, will be the last 
to which he will concede, you will 
have the goodness to name the amount 
of your claim, and should it be reason- 
able, I think Sir Reginald will authorise 
me to say that it shall be granted." 

"Well, now!" cried Thornton, 
"that's what I call talking like a 
sensible man : and though I am not 
fond of speaking to a third person, 
when the principal is present, yet as 
you have always been very civil to 
me, I have no objection to treating 
with you. Please to give Sir Beginald 
this paper : if he will but take the 
trouble to sign it, he may go to the 
Falls of Niagara for me! I won't 
interrupt him — so he had better put 
pen to paper, and get rid of me at 
once, for I know I am as welcome as 
snow in harvest." 
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I took the paper, wMeh ms folded 
up, and gsTe it to GHanyille, who 
leant back on his chair, half exhausted 
bj rage. He glanced his eje over it, 
and then tore it into a thousand 
pieces, and trampled it beneath his 
feet: **Oo\" exclaimed he, "go, 
lascal, and do yonr worst ! I will not 
make myself « beggar to enrich yxra. 
Hj whole fortime wonld but answer 
this demand." 

*' Do as you please, Sir Reginald," 
answered Thornton, grinning, '^ do as 
you please. It's not a long walk from 
hence to Bow-street, nor a long swing 
from Newgate to the gallows ; do as 
yon please, Sir Reginald, do as you 
please ! "and thefillain flunghimself at 
Aill length on the ottoman, and eyed 
Glanville's countenance with an easy 
and malicious efiVontery , which seemed 
to say, " I know you will struggle, 
but you cannot help yourself." 

I took GUuiTille aside : '' My dear 
friend," said I, " believe me, that I share 
your indignation to the utmost; but we 
must do anything rather than incense 
this wretch : what is his demand 1" 

" I speak literally," replied Glan- 
Tille, "when I say, that it oorers 
nearly the whole of my fortune, except 
sueh lands as are entailed upon the 
male heir ; for my habits of extrava- 
gance have very much curtailed my 
means : it is the exact sum I had set 
apart, for a marriage gift to my sister, 
in addition to her own fortune." 

"Then," said I, "you shaU give it 
Imn; your Bister has no longer any 
neoea^ty for a portion : her marriage 
with me prevents (hat — and witii 
regard to yourself, your wants ave not 
many — such as it is, you can share 
my fortune.** 

"No— no— nor* cried Qknville; 
and his generous nature lashing htm 
into fresh rage, he broke from, my 
grasp, and moved menacingly to 
Thornton. 'IhsX person still lay on 
the ottoman, regarding us with an air 
half contemptuous, half exulting. 



" Leave the room Instantly^'' sud 
Glanville, " or yon win repent it I " 

" What ! another murder. Sir Re|^« 
nald!*' said Thornton. ''No, I am 
not a sparrow, to have my seek 
wrenched by a woman's hand like 
yours. Givememydemand-Haignthe 
paper, and I wifl leave you for ev^: 
and a day." 

" I wUt commit no tueh foHy,**' 
answered Qlanvflle. ^ If you w^ 
accept five thxmsand pounds, you AaXL 
have that sum ; but were the rope on 
my neck, you should not wring from 
me a fortMng more! " 

" Five thousand ! " repeated Thorn- 
ton; "a mere drop* — a child's toy — 
why, you are playing with me. Sir 
Reginald--nay, I am a reasonable 
man, and will aibate a trifle or so of 
my just claims, but you. must not take 
advantage of my good natioe. Make 
me snug and easy for life— let me 
keep abraoe of hunters — aeosey box 
— a bit ef > land to it, and a girl after 
my own' heart, and 111 sliy* quits with 
you. Now, Mr. Pelham, who is a long- 
headed gentleman^ and does not apU 
on hU own blanket, kiMws w«ll enough 
that one can't do all this for fiv«e 
thousand pounds; make it a thousand 
a year — that is, give me a cool twenty 
thousand— and I won't exact another 
sou. Egad, this drinking makes one 
deuced thirsty— Mr. Pelham, just 
reach me that glass* of water—/ hear 
bees in my head/ ** 

Seeing that I did not stkr, Thornton' 
rose, with an oath against pride ; and 
swaggering towards the table, took 
up a tumbler of water, whidi hi^ 
pened aocidentally to be there : close 
by it'was the picture of the iU>foted 
Gertrude. The gambler, who was 
evidently so intoxicated as to be 
scarcely oomseiious of his motions- or 
words, (othervrise, in all probability, 
he would, to borrow from himself a 
proverb illustrative of his profession, 
have played his cards better,) took up 
the portrait, 
s 2 
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Glsnville saw the action, and was 
by his side in an instant. ** Touch it 
not with your accursed hands ! " he 
cried, in an ungovernable fury. 
" Leave your hold this instant, or I 
will dash you to pieces." 

Thornton kept a firm gripe of the 
picture. " Here 's a to-do ! " said he, 
tauntingly: ''was there ever such 

work about a poor (using a word 

too coarse for repetition) before 1 " 

The word had scarcely passed his 
lips, when he was stretched at his full 
length upon the ground. Nor did 
Olanville stop there. With all the 
strength of his nervous frame, fully 
requited for the debility of disease by 
the fury of the moment, he seized the 
gamester as if he had been an infuit, 
and dragged him to the door: the 
next moment, I heard his heavy 
frame rolling down the stairs with no 
decorous slowness of descent. 

Olanville re-appeared. " Good 
Heavens ! " I cried, "what have you 
done]" But he was too lost in his 
still unappeased rage to heed me. 
He leaned, panting and breathless, 
against the wall, with clenched teeth, 
and a flashing eye, rendered more 
terribly bright by the feverish lustre 
natural to his disease. 

Presently I heard Thornton re- 
ttscend the stairs ; he opened the door, 
and entered but one pace. Never did 
human face wear a more fiendish ex- 
pression of malevolence and wrath. 
" Sir Reginald Glanville," he said,, " I 
thank you heartily. He must have 
iron nails who scratches a bear. You 
oAve sent me a challenge, and the 
hangman shall bring you my answer. 
Good day. Sir Reginald — ^good day, Mr. 
Pelham ; " and so saying, he shut the 
door, and, rapidly descending the stairs 
was out of the house in an instant. 

" There is no time to be lost,*' said 
I.; " order post horses to your car- 
riage, and be gone instantly." 

" You are wrong," replied Glanville, 
Bhwly recovering himself.' "I must 



not fly ; it would be worse than use- 
less; it would seem the strongest 
argument against me. Remember 
that if Thornton has really gone to 
inform against me, the officers of jus- 
tice would arrest me long before I 
reached Cahus ; or even if I did elude 
their pursuit so far, I should be as 
much in their power in France as in 
England : but, to tell you the truth, I 
do not think Thornton wiU inform. 
Money, to a temper like his, is a 
stronger temptation than revenge; 
and, before he has been three minates 
in the air, he will perceive the folly of 
losing the golden harvest he may yet 
make of me, for the sake of a momen- 
tary passion. No : my best plan will 
be to wait here till to-morrow, as I 
originally intended. In the meanwhile 
he will, in all probability, pay me 
another visit, and I will make a 
compromise with his demands." 

Despite my fears, I could not but 
see the justice of these observations, 
the more especially as a still stronger 
argument than any urged by Glanville, 
forced Itself on my mind ; this was my 
internal conviction, that Thornton 
himself was guilty of the murder of 
Tyrrell, and that, therefore, he wonld, 
for his own sake, avoid the new and 
particularising scrutiny into that 
dreadful event, which his accusation 
of Glanville would necessarily occasion. 

Both of us were wrong. YillainB 
have passions as well as honest men ; 
and they will, therefore, forfeit their 
own interest in obedience to those 
passions, while the calculations of pm- 
dence invariably suppose, that that 
interest is their only rule. 

Glanville was so enfeebled by hig 
late excitement, that he besought me 
once more to leave him to himsell I 
did so, under a promise that he would 
admit me again in the evening; for 
notwithstanding my persuasion that 
Thornton would not put his threats 
into execution, I could not conquer a 
latent forebodhig of dread and evil. 
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CHAPTER LXXVIII. 
Away with him to prison— where is the provost J—Meature/or Mtature, 



I RETURNED home, perplexed by a 
thousand contradictory thoughts upon 
the scene I had just witnessed ; the 
more I reflected, the more I regretted 
the fatality of the circumstances that 
had tempted GlanvUle to accede to 
Thornton's demand. True it was, 
that Thornton's self-regard might be 
deemed a sufficient guarantee for his 
concealment of such extortionate 
transactions : moreover, it was diffi- 
cult to say, when the formidable array 
of appearances against Glanville was 
considered, whether any other line of 
conduct than that which *he had 
adopted, could, with safety, have been 
pursued. 

His feelings, too, with regard to the 
unfortunate Gertrude, I could fully 
enter into, and sympathise with; but, 
in spite of all these considerations, it 
was with an inexpressible aversion 
that I contemplated the idea of that 
tacit confession of guilt, which his 
compliance with Thornton's exactions 
Bo unhappily implied ; it was, there- 
fore, a thought of some satisfaction, 
that my rash and hasty advice, of a 
still further concession to those ex- 
tortions, had not been acceded to. 
My present intention, in the event of 
Glanville's persevering to reject my 
offisr of accompanying him, was to 
remain in England, for the purpose of 
sifting the murder ; nor did I despair 
of accomplishing this most desirable 
end, through the means of Dawson ; 
for there was but little doubt in my 
own mind, that Thornton and himself 
were the murderers, and I hoped that 
address or intimidation might win a 
confession from Dawson, although it 



might probably be unavailing with 
his hardened and crafty associate. 

Occupied with these thoughts, I 
endeavoured to while away the hours 
till the evening summoned me once 
more to the principal object of my 
reflections. The instant Glanville's 
door was opened, I saw, by one glance, 
that I had come too late ; the whole 
house was in confusion ; several of the 
servants were in the hall, conferring 
with each other, with that mingled 
mystery and agitation which always 
accompany the fears and conjectures 
of the lower classes. I took aside the 
valet, who had lived with Glanville 
for some years, and who was remark- 
ably attached to his master, and 
learned, that, somewhat more than 
an hour before, Mr. Thornton had 
returned to the house, accompanied 
by three men of very suspicious ap- 
pearance. ''In short, sir," said the 
man, lowering his voice to a whisper, 
** I knew one of them by sight ; he 
was Mr. S., the Bow-street officier; 
with these men. Sir Reginald left the 
house, merely saying, in his usual 
quiet manner, that he did not know 
when he should return." 

I concealed my perturbation, and 
endeavoured, as far as I was able, to 
quiet the evident apprehensions of the 
servant. "At all events, Seymour," 
said I, ''I know that I may trust 
you sufficiently to warn you against 
mentioning the drcumstance any 
farther ; above all, let me beg of you 
to stop the mouths of those idle loit- 
erers in the hall — and be sure that 
you do not give any unnecessary 
alarm to Lady and Miss Glanville." 
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The poor xnan promised, with tears 
in his eyes, that he would obey my 
injunctions ; and, with a calm face, 
but a sickening heart, I turned away 
from the house. I knew not whither 
to direct my wanderings ; fortunately 
I recollected that I should, in all pro- 
bability, be among the first witnesses 
summoned on Glanville's ezamina- 
tfon, and tliaV perhaps, by the time I 
reached home, I might already receive 
WOl intimation to that effect; accord- 
iqgiy, I retraced my steps, and, on 
ra-entering^ my hotel, was told by the 
waiter, with a mysterious air, that a 
geiktbman was waiting to see me. 
Seated by i^e window in my room, 
askl wiping his forehead with a red 
silk poeket handkerchief, was a short 
tkiekset man, 'with a ficiy and rugose 
•oomplezioii, not altogether unlike the 
4iq>eet(0f a mulberry: from under- 
BMih a pair of shaggy brows peeped 
two singularly small eyes, which made 
4yiiple amends, by their fire, for their 
deficiency m size — they were black, 
l>risk, md somewhat fierce in their 
•ecq^ression. A nose of that shape 
^ndgariy termed bottled, formed the 
'^aroh subtime," the bridge, the twi- 
U^^t^asit were, between the purple 
■on-set of one cheek, and the glowing 
s«ii«nse of the other. His mouth was 
niall, and drawn up at each comer, 
hht ift . purse — there was something 
50iir and crabbed about it ; if it was 
Itte a purse, it was the purse of a 
ttiaer: a fiiir round chin had not been 
condemned to single blessedness— on 
tke. ceBiraxy, it was like a farmer^s 
I, and carried double ; on ^ther 
of a very low forehead, hedged 
rovmd by closely mowed bristles of a 
dSaagJ blad:, 'Vfas an enormous ear, of 
thft suae intensely rubicund colour as 
that inflamed pendant of flesh whieh 
adorns thethroat of an enraged turkey- 
ooidcj^-earfi so huge, and so red, I 
nersflf behekl before — they were 
semething preposterous ! 
Tbjt enehantiDg figure, whieh was 



attired in a sober suit of leaden black, 
relieved by a long gold watch-chain, 
and a plentiful decoration of seals, 
rose at my entrance with a solemn, 
grunt, and a still more solemn b6w. 
I shut the door carefully, and asked 
him his business. As I biad foreseen, 
it was a request from the magistrate 
at , to attend a private examina- 
tion on the ensuing day. 

'' Sad thing, sir, sad thing,'' said 

Mr. ; " it would be quite shock- 

ing to hang a gentleman of Sir 
Beginald GlanvHle's quality — so dis- 
tinguished an orator, too ; sad thing, 
sir,— very sad thing." 

"Oh!" said I, quietly, "there ia 
not a doubt as to 3ir Reghiald's inno- 
cence of the crime laid to him ; and, 

probably, Mr. , I may call in your, 

assistance to-morrow, to ascertain the 
real murderers — I think I am pos- 
sessed of some clue." 

Mr. -* pricked up his 



those enormous ears ! " Sir," he said, 
" I shall be happy to accompany you 
— very happy ; give me the chie you 
speak of, and I will soon find the 
villains. Horrid thing, sir, murder — 
very horrid. It's too hard that a 
gentleman cannot take his ride home 
from a race, or a merry-making, but 
he must have his throat cut from ear 
to ear — ear to ear, sir;" and with. 
these words, the speaker^s own auri- 
cular protuberanees seemed, ma in 
conscious horror, to glow with a 
douUe carnation. 

"Very true, Mr. 1" said I; 

"say I will certainly attend the exa- 
mination — till then, good by!" At 
this hint, my fi«ry-faced friend made 
a low bow, and blazed out of the mom, 
like the ghost of a^ kitchen fire. 

Left to myself, I revolwd, eameatlj' 
and anxiously, every circumstanoe ' 
that could tend to HiTYii niaii tJie 4ip. 
pearances against Gknville, and direet 
suspicion to that quarter where I was 
confident the guilt rested. In this 
endeavour I passed tha time .till. 
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morning, when I fell' into an tmeasy 
slnniber, which lasted some hoars ; on 
waking, it was almost time to attend 
the magistrate's appointment. I 
dressed hastily, and soon found my- 
self in the room of inqoisition. 

It is impossible to coneeiTe a more 
courteous, and yet more equitable 
man, than tiie magistrate whom I had 
the honour of attending. He spoke 
with great feeling on the subject for 
which I was summoned^-owned to 
me, that Thornton's statement was 
very clear and forcible — ^trusted that 
my evidence would contradict an ac- 
count which he was very loth to 
believe ; and then proceeded to the 
question. I saw, with an agony which 
I can scarcely express, that all my 
answers made powerfuUy against the 
cause I endeavoured to support. I 
•was obliged to own that a man on 
horseback passed me soon after Tyr- 
rell had quitted me ; that, on coming 
to the spot where the deceased was 
found, I saw this same horseman on 
the very place : that I beMeved, nay, 
that I was sure, (hew could I evade 
this]) that this man was Reginald 
Glanville. 

Farther evidence, TThomton had 
already offered to adduce. He could 
prove, that the said horseman had 
been mounted on a grey house, sold to 
a person answering exactly to the 
description of Sir Reginald Glanville ; 
moreover, that that horse was yeft in 
the stables of the prisoner. He pro- 
duced a letter, which, he said, he had 
found upon the person of the deceased, 
dgned by ^r Reginald Glanville, and 
containing the most deaiHy threats 
against ^ John 'TyrreU*B Kle ; and, 
to crown all, he caHednpon me to 
witness, that we had both discovered 
upon the spot where the mmrder was 
committed, a picture belonging to the 
prisoner, since restored to Um, and 
now in his possession. 

At the close of this ezaminatiMi, 
the worthy mas^tmie shook in head. 



in evident distress ! ^I hare known 
Sir Reginald GlanvHle personally,* 
said he : ''in private as in public IH^ 
I have always thought him the m«wl 
upright and honourable of men. I 
feel the greatest pain in saying, tlirt 
it will be my dul^ fully to commli 
him for trial." 

I intempted the magistrate; 1 
demanded that Dawson should be 
produced. " I have already," said he, 
''inquired of Thornton respecting 
that person, whose testimony is of 
evident importance ; he tells me that 
Dawson has lefb the country, and can 
give me no clue to his address." 

" He lies 1 " cried I, in the abrupt 
anguish of my heart ; " his associate 
skail be produced. Hear me, I have 
been, next to Thornton, the chief 
wikieas against the prisoBCEr,.aiid ivhen 
I swear to yon, that> in spite of all 
i^»pearances, I most solemnly beUefi 
in his innoocBce, you may rely on mf 
assurance, that there are drcnun* 
stances in his favour wliich have aci 
yet been considered, but which I w91 
pledge myself hernlter to adduce.*^ 
I then related to the private ear of 
the magistrate my firm conviction cf 
tiie guilt of the accuser himBeH I 
dwelt forcibly upon the drcumstanee 
of Tyrrell's having mentioned to me, 
that Thornton was -amttre cf the hnge 
sum he had on his person, and of the 
strange disappearance oi that nnni, 
when his body was ezamiBed in the 
fktal field. After moding how impos- 
sible it was that Glanville could have 
stolen the money, I insisted strongly 
on the distressed ctroomstances— ibe 
dissolnte habits, and the hardened 
character, of iThotnton— I recalled to 
the mind ef the nagistrate the singn- 
larity «f ^Fhen&ton's absence tnm 
home when I called there, and the 
doubtfiil nature cf his excuse : mnch 
more I said, bat all equally in vain. 
The only point where I was snccesiM, 
was in pressing for a delay, i^ch wee 
granted to ^e panrionale nuyuier in 



2«i 



PBLHAM) 



wMch I expressed my persuasion that 
I could confirm my suspicions by 
mach stronger data before the re- 
prieve expired. 

* It is Yery true," said the righteous 
magistrate, ''that there are appear- 
ances somewhat against the witness ; 
bat certainly not tantamount to any- 
thing above a slight suspicion. If, 
however, you positively think you can j 



ascertain any &cts, to elucidate thiB 
mysterious crime, and point the in- 
quiries of justice to another quarter, I 
will so £Eur strain the question, as to 
remand the prisoner to another day — 
let us say the day after to-morrow. If 
nothing important can before then be 
found in his j&vour, he must be com- 
mitted for trial." 
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CHAPTER LXXIX. 

* 

Nihil e§t f oracius iUo : 
Non fuit Autolyd tarn pioeata manus.— Mabtial. 

Quo teneam vultns mutantem Protea nodo ?— Horat. 



Whsh I left the magistrate, I knew 
not whither my next step should 
tend. There was, however, no time 
to indulge the idle stupor, which 
Glanville's situation at first occa- 
sioned ; with a violent effort, I shook 
it off, and bent all my mind to dis- 
cover the best method to avail myself, 
to the utmost, of the short reprieve I 
had succeeded in obtaining. At 
length, one of those sudden thoughts 
which, from their suddenness, ap- 
pear more brilliant than they really 
are, flashed upon my mind. I re- 
membered the accomplished cha- 
racter of Mr. Job Jonson, and the 
circumstance of my having seen him 
in company with Thornton. Now, 
although it was not very likely that 
Thornton should have made Mr. 
Jonson his confidant, in any of those 
afiisiirs which it was so essentially his 
advantage to confine exclusively to 
himself; yet the acuteness and pene- 
tration visible in the character of the 
worthy Job, might not have lain so 
fidlow during his companionship with 
Thornton, but that it might have 
made some discoveries which would 
considerably assist me in my re- 
Marches; besides, as it is literally 



true in the systematised roguery of 
London, that ** birds of a feather flock 
together," it was by no means unlikely 
that the honest Job might be honoured 
with the friendship of Mr. Dawson, as 
well as the company of Mr. Thornton; 
in which case I looked forward with 
greater confidence to the detection of 
the notable pair. 

I could not, however, conceal from 
myself, that this was but a very un- 
stable and ill-linked chain of reason- 
ing, and there were moments, when 
the appearances against Glanville 
wore so close a semblance of truth, 
that all my friendship could scarcely 
drive from my mind an intrusive sus- 
picion that he might have deceived 
me, and that the accusation might not 
be groundless. 

This unwelcome idea did not, how- 
ever, at all lessen the rapidity with 
which I hastened towards the memor^ 
able gin-shop, where I had whilom 
met Mr. Qordon: there I hoped to 
find either the address of that gentle- 
man, or of the " Club," to which he 
had taken me, in company with 
Tringle and Dartmore : either at this 
said club, or of that said gentleman, 
I thought it not unlikely that I mi^ht 



OB, ADVENTURES OF A GENTLEMAN. 



265 



hear some tidings of the person of 
Mr. Job Jonson — ^if not, I was re- 
solved to return to the office, and 
employ Mr. , my mulherry- 

eheeked acquuntance of the lust night, 
in search after the holy Job. 

Fat<^ saved me a world of trouble : 
as I was hastily walking onwards, I 
happened to turn my eyes on the 
opposite side of the way, and disco- 
vered a man dressed in what the 
newspapers term the very height of 
fikshion, viz. : in the most ostentatious 
attire that ever flaunted at Margate, 
or blazed in the Palais Royal. The 
nether garments of this petib^nuiUre 
consisted of a pair of blue tight pan- 
taloons, profusely braided, and termi- 
nating in Hessian boots, adorned with 
brass spurs of the most burnished 
resplendency; a black velvet waist- 
coat, studded with gold stars, was 
backed by -a, green frock coat, covered, 
notwithstanding the heat of the 
weather, with fur, and frogged and 
eordonnS with the most lordly indif- 
ference, both as to taste and expense : 
a small French hat, which might not 
have been much too large for my lord 

of , was set jauntily in the centre 

of a system of long black curls, which 
my eye, long accustomed to penetrate 
the arcana of habilatory art, dis- 
covered at once to be a wig. A fierce 
black mustachio, very much curled, 
wandered lovingly from the upper 
lip towards the eyes, which had an 
unfortunate prepossession for eccen- 
tricity in their direction. To complete 
the picture, we must suppose some 
colouring — ^and this consisted in a 
very nice and delicate touch of the 
rouge pot, which could not be called 
by so harsh a term as paint; — say 
rather that it was a tinge ! 

No sooner had I set my eyes upon 
this figure, than I crossed over to the 
side of the way which it was adorning, 
and followed its motions at a respectful 
bat observant distance. 
^ At length my frduquet marched 



into a jeweller*s shop in Oxford-street ; 
with a careless air, I affected, two 
minutes afterwards, to saunter into 
the same shop ; Ihe shopman was 
showing his bijouterie to him of the 
Hessians with the greatest respect; 
and, beguiled by the splendour of the 
wig and waistcoat, turned me over to 
his apprentice. Another time, I might 
have been indignant at perceiving 
that the air noble, on which I so much 
piqued myself, was by no means so 
universally acknowledged as I had 
vainly imagined : — at that moment I 
was too occupied to think of my 
insulted dignity. While I was pre- 
tending to appear wholly engrossed 
with some sesds, I kept a vigilant eye 
on my superb fellow-customer ; at last, 
I saw him secrete a diamond ring, and 
thrust it, by a singular movement of 
the fore finger, up the fur cuff of his 
capacious sleeve ; presently, some other 
article of minute size disappeared in 
the like manner. 

The gentleman then rose, expressed 
himself very loeU satisfied by the great 
taste of the jeweller, said he should 
look in again on Saturday, when he 
hoped the set he had ordered would 
be completed, and gravely took his 
departure amidst the prodigal bows 
of the shopman and his helpmates. 
Meanwhile, I bought a seal of small 
value, and followed my old acquaint- 
ance, for the reader has doubtless 
discovered, long before this, that the 
gentleTnan was no other than Mr. Job 
Jonson. 

Slowly and struttingly did the man 
of two virtues perform the whole pil- 
grimage of Oxford-street. He stopped 
at Cumberland-gate, and, looking 
round, with an air of gentlemanlike 
indecision, seemed to consider whether 
or not he should join the loungers in 
the park : fortunately for the well-bred 
set, his doubts terminated in their 
favour, and Mr. Job Jonson entered 
the park. Every one happened to be 
thronging to EenainsU^iL(^^<i5os^'«2E^ 






PELHAM; 



the man of two rirtaes aeeordingly ent 
across the park as the shortest, but the 
least firequented way thither, in order 
to confer upon the seekers of pleasure 
the dangerous hononr of his company. 

As soon as I perceived that there 
were but few persons in the immediate 
locality to obserre me, and that those 
eonsisted of a tall guardsman and his 
wife, a family of young children with 
their nursery-maid, and a debilitated 
East India Captain, walking for the 
sake of his liyer, I overtook the incom- 
parable Job, made him a lew bow, and 
thus reverently accosted him — 

'' Mr. Jonson, I am delighted once 
more to meet you — suffer me to remind 
you of the very pleasant morning I 
passed with you in the neighbourhood 
of Hampton Court. I perceive, by your 
mustachios and military dress, that 
you have entered the army, nnce that 
day ; I congiatulate the British troops 
on so admirable an acquisition." 
. Mr. Jonson's assurance forsook him 
for a moment, but he lost no time 
in regaining a quality which was so 
natural to his character. He assumed 
a fierce look, and, rekvarvt sa mou»- 
iache, sourit amdrement, like Voltaire's 
governor*— "D— me, sir," he cried, 
** do yon mean to insult me 1 I know 
none of your Mr. Jmsons, and I never 
set my eyes upon j-^n before." 

** Lookye, my d©ir Mr. Job Jonson," 
repHed I, "as I can prove not only 
all I sflfy, but much more that I shall 
not say — such as your little mistakes 
just now, at the jeweller's shop in 
Oxford-sla'eet,^. fcc., perhaps it would 
be better for you not to oblige me to 
create a mob, and give yon in eharge 
-—pardon my abruptness of speech — 
to a eonslMe I — Surely there will be 
BO need of such a disagreeable occur- 
renee, when I assure you, in the first 
plaee, that Iperfeetly foigive yon for 
ridding me of the nnnecessaiy t!om- 
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forts of a pocket-book and handkHt 
chief, ^e unphilosophieal appendage 
of a purse, and the effeminato \9W% 
token of a gold locket; nor » tklg 
all-*it is perfectly Bidifferent to »fl^ 
whether ymi levy oontriVationg om 
jewellers or gentlemen, and I am v«]y 
fiir from wishing to intnide upon your 
harmless oecupationB, or to hiteifept 
with yonr innocent amus e m eata. I 
see, Mr. Jonson, that you are begiBnia^ 
to understand me; let me fteilita4t 
so desiraMe an end by an additional 
infonnation, that, nnce it is preceded 
with a promise to open my purse, siay 
tend somewhat to (^pen your heart; 
I am at this moment, m great w«mt 
of your assistance — &vour me with it» 
and I will pay you to your soul'sconteBtk 
Are we friends now, Mr. Job Jonson T * 

My dd friend burst out into a lottd 
laugh. ''Well, sir, I must say ttel 
your frankness enchants me. I em 
no longer dissemble witii you.; indeed, 
1 perceive it would be useless; beside^ 
I always adored eaadour — it is aiy 
favourite virtue. Tell me bow I ea 
help you, and you may command my 
services." 

" One woni," said I : "will yon be 
open and ingenaous with met I shall 
ask you eertun questions^ not in tke 
least affecting your own safety, but ie 
which, if you would serve xne, yen 
nrast give me (and, since eaadour |g 
your favourite virtue, this will be »o 
difficult task) your most candid repliea. 
To strengthen yon in so righteous s 
course, know also that the said r^»liea 
will come verbatim before a court vf 
law, and that, therefore, it will be s 
matter of prudence to shape them m 
closely to the truth as yovr ineUnatimMi 
will allow. To connterbalaBce tfate 
information, whidi, I own, is not TSfy 
inviting, I repeat that the qvestionB 
asked yen will be wholly Iraelgii to 
yenr ewn affairs, and that, eAienld yoo 
prove of that assistaace to me wfaMi 
I anticipate, I will so testify siygratt- 
tode as to place . yjM beyMd Ihe 
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seeeasity of |»llaging niril jenmg 
gentlemen and eredulouB ahopkeepeiB 
for the future ; — ^all your present pur- 
soits need thenceforth only be carried 
on for your private amusement." 

" I repeat, that you may command 
me,** returned Mr. Jonson, graeefolly 
putting his hand to his heart, 

*' Pray, then," said I, *' to come at 
once to the point, how long have you 
been acquainted with Mr. Thomas 
Thornton]" 

" For some months only,** returned 
Job, without the least ^nbarrassment. 

" And Mr. Dawson V said I. 

A slight change came over Jonson's 
oountenance; he hesitated. ''Excuse 
me, sir," said he ,* " but I am, really, 
pei%:tly unaequamted with you, and 
I may be filing into some trap of the 
law, of which. Heaven knows, I am as 
ignorant as a babe unborn." 

I saw the knavish justice of lAus 
remark : and in my predominating 
zeal to serve Glanville, I looked upon 
the inamveHience of discovering myself 
to a pickpocket and sharper, as a 
consideration not worth attending to. 
In order, therefore, to remove his 
doubts^ and, at the same time, to have 
a more secret and undisturbed place 
for our conference, I proposed to him 
to accompany me home. At first, 
Mr. Jonson demurred, but I soon half- 
persuaded and halfintimidated him 
into compliance. 

Not particularly liking to bepuHidy 
aeen witii a person of his splendid 
description and cdebrated character, 
I made him walk before me toMivart's, 
and I followed him closely, never 
turning my eye, either to the right 
or the left, lest he should endeavour to 
aM»pe me. There was no fear of thisy 
for Mr. JonsoQ was both a bold and 
a crafty man, and it required,4perhapB, 
bat little of his penetration to discover 
that I was no officer nor informer, and 
that my communieaticm had been of 
a nature likely enough to terminate 
inhiBiMlvaBitage ; there wis, therefore, 



but litlde need of his ooorage in 
aooompaaying me to my hotel. 

There were a good many foreigneni 
of rank at Mivart% and the w»tera 
took my companion for an ambassador 
at least: — he received their homage 
with the mingled dignity and coBr 
descension natural to so great a man. 

As the day was now &r advanced, 
I deemed it but hospitable to ofibr 
Mr. Job Jonson some ediUe refresh* 
ment. With the frankness on whidi 
he so justly valued himself, he accepted 
my i^opoflaL I ordered some cold 
meat, and two bottles of wine ; and, 
mindful of old maxims, deferred my 
business till his repast was over. I 
conversed with him merely up<»i 
(Hrdinary topics, and, at another time, 
should have been much amused by 
the singular mixture of impudence 
and shrewdness which formed the 
stratum of his character. 

At length his appetite was satisfied, 
and one of the botties emptied; with 
the other before him, his body easily 
reclining on my library chair, his eyes 
apparently cast downwards, but ever 
and anon glancing up at my oounte- 
nance withasearching and curious look, 
Mr. Job Jonson prepared himself for 
our conference ; accordingly I began . — 

'' Tou say that you are acquainted 
with Mr. DawBcm; where is he at 
present 1" 

'* I don't know," answered Jonson, 
laconically. 

** Come," said I, " no trifling— if 
you do not know, you can learn." 

" Possibly I can, in the eouise of 
time," rejoined honest Job. 

" If you cannot tell me his residenee 
at once," said I, ** our conference is a( 
an end ; that is a leading feature in 
my inquiries." 

Jonson paused before he replied— 
'' You have q>oken to me frankly, let 
us do nothing by halves — tell me, a| 
once, the nature of the service I can. 
do you, and the amount of my reward, 
and then you shall have aoty asuw^u 
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With respect to Dawson, I will confess 
to you that I did once Imow him well, 
and that we have done many a mad 
prank together, which I should not 
like the bugaboos and bulkies to 
know ; you will, therefore, see that I 
am naturally reluctant to tell you any 
thing about him, unless your honour 
will inform me of the why and the 
wherefore.** 

I was somewhat startled by this 
speech, and by the shrewd, cunning 
^e which dwelt upon me, as it was 
uttered; but, however, I was by no 
means sure, that acceding to his pro- 
posal would not be my readiest and 
wisest way to the object I had in 
view. Nevertheless, there were some 
preliminary questions to be got over 
first : perhaps Dawson might be too 
dear a Mend to the candid Job, for 
the latter to endanger his safety : or 
perhaps, (and this was more probable,) 
Jonson might be perfectly ignorant of 
anything likely to aid me; in this 
case my communication would be 
useless; accordingly I said, after a 
short consideration — 

" Patience, my dear Mr. Jonson — 
patience ; you shall know all in good 
time; meanwhile I must — even for 
Dawson's sake-— question you blind- 
fold. What, now, if your poor friend 
Dawson were in imminent danger, 
and you had, if it so pleased you, the 
power to save him ; would you not do 
ajl you could V* 

The small, coarse features of Mr. 
Job grew blank with a curious sort of 
disappointment : " Is that all ?" said 
he. " No ! unless I were well paid for 
my pains in his behalf, he might go 
to Botany Bay, for all I care." 

"Whatl" I cried, in a tone of 
reproach, ''is this your friendship 1 
I thought, just now, that you said 
Dawson had been an old and firm 
associate of yours." 

*'An old one, your honour; but not 

a firm one. A short time ago, I was 

in great distress; and he and Thorn- 



ton had, deuce knows how ! about two 
thousand between them ; but I could 
not worm a stiver out of DawBon — 
that gripe-all, Thornton, got it all 
frx>m him." 

''Two thousand pounds !" said I, in 
a calm voice, though my heart beat 
violently; "that's a great sum for a 
poor fellow like Dawson. How long 
ago is it since he had iti" 

"About two or three months," 
answered Jonson. 

"Pray," I asked, "have you seea 
much of Dawson lately]" 

" I have." replied Jonson. 

"Indeed!" said I. "I thought 
you told me, just now, that you were 
unacquainted with his residence V* 

" So I am," replied Jonson, coldly, 
" it is not at his own house that I ever 
see him." 

I was silent, for I was now rapidly 
and minutely weighing the benefits 
and disadvantages of trusting Jonson 
as he had desired me to do. 

To reduce the question to the 
simplest form of logic, he had either 
the power of assisting my investiga- 
tion, or he had not ; if not, neither 
could he much impede it, and there- 
fore, it mattered little whether he was 
in my confidence or not ; if he ?iad 
the power, the doubt was, whether it 
would be better for me to benefit by 
it openly, or by stratagem ; that is — 
whether it were wiser to state the 
whole case to him, or continue to gain 
whatever I was able by dint of a blind 
examination. Now, the disadvantage 
of candour was, that if it were his 
wish to screen Dawson and his friend, 
he would be prepared to do so, and 
even to put them on their guard 
against my suspicions ; but the indl^ 
ference he had testified with r^ard 
to DawBon seemed to render this 
probability very small. The benefits 
of candour were more prominent : Job 
would then be fully aware that his 
own safety was not at stake; and 
should I make it more his interest to 
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serve the innocent than the guilty, I 
should have the entire advantage, not 
only of any actual information he 
might possess, but of his skill and 
shrewdness in providing additional 
proof, or at least suggesting advan- 
tageous hints. Moreover, in spite of 
my vanity and opinion of my own 
penetration, I could not but confess, 
that it was unlikely that my cross- 
examination would be very successful 
with so old and experienced a sinner 
as Mr. Jonson. ** Set a thief to catch 
a thief," is among the wisest of wise 
sayings, and accordingly I resolved in 
favour of a disclosure. 

Drawing my chair close to Jonson's, 
and fixing my eye upon his counte- 
nance, I briefly proceeded to sketch 
Glanville's situation (only concealing 
his name), and Thornton's charges. 
I mentioned my own suspicions of the 
accuser, and my desire of discovering 
Dawson, whom Thornton appeared to 
me artfully to secrete. Lastly, I con- 
cluded with a solemn promise^ that if 
my listener could, by any zeal, exer- 
tion, knowledge, or contrivance of his 
own, procure the detection of the men 
who, I was convinced, were the mur- 
derers, a pension of three hundred 
pounds a year should be immediately 
settled upon him. 

During my communication, the 
patient Job sat mute and still, fixing 
his eyes on the ground, and only 
betraying, by an occasional elevation 
of the brows, that he took the slightest 
interest in the tale : when, however, I 
touched upon the peroration, which 
so tenderly concluded with the men- 
tion of three hundred pounds a year, 
a visible change came over the coun- 
tenance of Mr. Jonson. He rubbed 
his hands with an air of great content, 
and one sudden smile broke over his fea- 
tures, and almost buried his eyes amid 
the intricate host of wrinkles it called 
forth: the smile vanished as rapidly 
as it came, and Mr. Job turned round 
to me with a solemn and sedate aspect. 



"Well, your honour," said he, 
"I'm glad you've told me all: W6 
must see what can be done. As for 
Thornton, I 'm afraid we sha 'n't make 
much out of him, for he's an old 
offender, whose conscience is as hard 
as a brick-bat; but, of Dawson, I 
hope better things. However, you 
must let me go now, for this is a 
matter that requires a vast deal of 
private consideration. I shall call 
upon you to-morrow, sir, before ten 
o'clock, since you say matters are so 
pressing; and, I trust, you will then 
see that you have no reason to repent 
of the confidence you have placed in 
a man of Jionour/* 

So saying, Mr. Job Jonson emptied 
the remainder of the bottle into his 
tumbler, held it up to the light with the 
gusto of a connoisseur, and concluded 
his potations with a hearty smack of 
the lips, followed by a long sigh. 

"Ah, your honour!" said he, 
"good wine is a marvellous whetter 
of the intellect ; but your true philo- 
sopher is always moderate: for my 
part, I never exceed my two bottles." 

And with these words, this true 
philosopher took his departure. 

No sooner was I freed from his 
presence, than my thoughts flew to 
Ellen ; I had neither been able to call 
nor write the whole of the day ; and 
I was painfully fearful, lest my pre- 
caution with Sir Reginald's valet had 
been frustrated, and the alarm of his 
imprisonment had reached her and 
Lady Glanville. Harassed by this 
fear, I disregarded the lateness of the 
hour, and immediately repaired to 
Berkeley-square. 

Lady and Miss Glanville were alone 
and at dinner: the servant spoke 
with his usual unconcern. "They 
are quite well?" said I, relieved, but 
still anxious : and the servant reply- 
ing in the affirmative, I again returned 
home, and wrote a long, and, I hope, 
consoling letter to Sir Reginald. 
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CHAPTER LXXX. 

K» Henry. Lord Sky, Jaek Cmie faaA strom to hare thy head. 

Bof. JLj, but I ]iope yoor fiUghnew ■hall luvo hfs.— fiiMf P«r< i/Bimr^JT* 



PuvoTUiL to hifl ai^intmeni, the 
next moming came Mr. Job Jonaon. 
I had been on the rack of expectation 
for the last three hoars previoiu to 
his arriTal, and the warmth of my 
welcome must hare removed any little 
diffidence with which so aharoefaced 
a gentleman might possibly hare been 
troubled. 

At my request, he sat himself 
down, and seeing that my break£ut 
things were on the table, remarked 
what a £unoas appetite the fresh air 
always gave him. I took the hint, 
and pushed the rolls towards him. 
He immediately fell to work, and^ for 
the next quarter of an hour, his mouth 
was far too well occupied for the 
intrusive impertinence of words. At 
last the things were removed, and 
Mr. Jonson began. 

''I haive thought well over the 
matter, your honour, and I believe we 
oan manage to trounce the rascals — 
for I agree with you, that there is not 
a doubt that Thornton and Dawson 
are the real criminals ; but the affidr, 
sir, is one of the greatest difficulty and 
importance — nay, of the greatest per- 
sonal danger. My life may be the 
forfeit of my desire to serve you — ^you 
will not, therefore, be surprised at my 
accepting your liberal offisr of three 
hundred a year, should I be successful ; 
although I do assure you, sir, that it 
was my original intention to reject all 
reoomp^iae, for I tun naturally bene- 
volent, and love doing a good action. 
Indeed, sir, if I were alone in the 
world, I should scorn any remunera- 
tion, for virtue is its own reward; but 
a real moralist, your honour, must not 



fiMget hifl duties on any eonskleiatSaiiy 
and I have a little funily to wh/ooLmj 
loss would be an irreparaUe iiguty ; 
thifl^ upon my honow, is my only imr 
doeemeni for taking advanti^ of 
your generosity;" andyasthenMraliat 
ceased, he took out of his waisteoai 
pocket a paper, which he handed to 
me with his usual bow of de&rence. 

I glanced over it — ^it was a boady 
apparency drawn up in all thel^gal 
formalities, pledging myself in caM 
Job Jonson, before the expiratioa of 
three days, gave that information 
which should lead to the detection 
and punishment of the true murderen 
of Sir John Tyrrell, deceased, to 
ensure to the said Job Jonscm. the 
yeariy annuity of three liundx«d 
pounds. 

" It is with much pleasure that I 
shall sign this paper," said I ; ''but 
allow me, par parentJUse, to obserre^ 
that since you only accept the annmilj 
for the sake of benefiting your little 
family, in case of your death, thia 
annuity, ceasiog with your lifo, will 
leave your children as pennyless as at 
present." 

" Pardon me, your honour," re- 
joined Job, not a whit daunted at the 
truth of my remark, " I can insure / * 

'' I forgot that," said I signing, and 
restoring the paper"; ''and now to 
business." 

Jonson gravely and caiefiSff 
looked over the interesting docn]|i|p4 
I returned to him, and fHiifctij 
lapping it in three enveloj^ Sa^ 
serted it in a huge red pfrnkiBti \>ptfa' 
which he thrust into an iia^f^^fim 
pocket in his waistcoat. '.> .' , 
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" Bight, sir/' said he,- slowly ; *' to 
buBineBs. Before I begin, you imait, 
however, promise me, upon your 
honour as a gentleman, the strictest 
secrecy, as to my commnnicationA." 

I readily agreed to this, so fiur as^ 
that secrecy did. not impede my 
present object ; and Job, being oon- 
teaai with Uiia condition, xesumed. 

'* You must forgive me, ii^ in order 
to arrive at the point in question, I 
set out from one which may seem to 
you a little distanL" 

I nodded my assent; axA Job 
continued. 

" I have known Dawson for some 
years; my acquaintance with him 
commenced at Newmarket, for I have 
always had a slight tendency to the 
turf. Hie was a wild, foolish fellow, 
easily led into ai^ mischief but ever 
the first to sneak out of it; in short, 
when he became one« of utt which 
his extrajragance soon compelled him 
to do, we consideced him as a very 
serviceable tool, but ono who, while 
he was quite wicked enough to begin 
a bad action, was much too weak to 
go through with it ; accordingly he 
was often employed, but never 
trusted. By the word us, which I see 
has excited your curiosity, I merely 
mean a body corporate, eslabllahed 
fiirtively and restricted solely to ^l- 
ploits on the turf. I think it right 
te mention this (continued Mr. Joa- 
son aristocratically), becaiue I have^ 
the honour to belong to many other 
societies to which Dawson could ikever 
have been admitted. Well, sir, our 
dub was. at last broken up, and 
DawBon was left to shift for himselL 
Ws father was still alivev and the 
young hopeful, having quarrelled with 
hixb, was in the greatest distress. He 
came to mo with a pitiful story, and 
a more pitiful face ; so I took com- 
passion upon the poor devil, and 
procured him, by dint of great 
interest, admission into a knot of 
good fellows, whom I visited, by the 



way, laiub niglA. Bbre I took hiiki 
under my espeeial care ; aod, at iar 
as I eould, with such a dull-headed 
dromedaiy, taught him some of tiie 
most elegani arts of my profeaBkiB. 
However, the vngratefui dog soon 
stole back to his old eouraes, aaul 
robbed mo of half my shaane of a 
boot^ to whieh I had helped him 
myself I haie treachery and iogra- 
iitade, your henoor; they an bo 
terribly ungentleman^ike ! 

''I then, lost sight of falm, till 
between two aod three montha ago, 
when, he returned to town and 
attended our meetings in company 
with Tom Thomtoii, who had been 
chosen a member of the club aomfi 
ninths before. Siaee we had- met, 
Dawson's- father had died, and I 
thought hii flash: appearance in town 
arose from his new inheritaaoe^ I 
was mistaken : old Dawson had tied 
up the property so taghtly> thai Uie 
young one could not serape enough 
to pay his debts ; aooordingly, before 
he came to town he gave up his lifB 
interest in the property to his credi- 
tors. However that be, Haater Daw- 
son seemed at the top <tf Fortune's 
wheel. He kept his horses, aad 
sported the set to champagne and 
venison : in short, there would hare 
been no end to his extravaganee, had 
not Thornton sueked him like a 
leech. 

''It was about that time that I 
asked Dawson for a trifle to keep me 
from gaol : for I was ill in bed, and 
could not help myselfl Will yon 
believe, six, that the rascal told me 
to go and be d— d, and Th(Mmtoii 
said, amen:] I did not forget the 
iugnititude of my proti^f though, 
when I recovered I i^^peared entirely 
to do so. No sooner could I walk 
about, than I relieved all my neceesir 
ties. He is but a fool who starves, 
with all London before him ! In pro- 
portion as my finances improved, 
Dawson's visibly decayed. With 
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them, decreased also his spirits. He 
became pensive and downcast ; never 
joined any of oar parties, and gradually 
grew quite a useless member of the 
corporation. To add to his melancholy, 
he was one morning present at the 
execution of an unfortunate associate 
of ours ; this made a deep impression 
upon him; from that moment, he 
became thoroughly moody and des- 
pondent. He was frequently heard 
talking to himself, could not endure 
to be left alone in the dark, and 
began rapidly to pine away. 

'' One night when he and I were 
seated together, he asked me if I 
never repented of my sins, and then 
added, with a groan, that I had 
never committed the heinous crime 
he had. I pressed him to confess, 
but he would not However, I 
coupled that half avowal with his 
sudden riches, and the mysterious 
circumstances of Sir John Tyrrell's 
death ; and dark suspicions came into 
my mind. At that time, and indeed 
ever since Dawson re-appeared, we 
were often in the habit of discussing 
the notorious murder which then 
engrossed public attention; and as 
Dawson and Thornton had been 
witnesses on the inquest, we frequently 
referred to them respecting it. Daw- 
son always turned pale, and avoided 
the subject; Thornton, on the con- 
trary, brazened it out with his usual 
impudence. Dawson's aversion to 
the mention of the murder now came 
into my remembrance with double 
weight, to strengthen my suspicions ; 
and, on conversing with one or two 
of our comrades, I found that my 
doubts were more than shared, and 
that Dawson had frequently, when 
unusually oppressed with his hypo- 
chondria, hinted at his committal of 
some dreadful crime, and at his un- 
ceasing remorse for it. 

" By degrees, Dawson grew worse 
and worse — his health decayed, he 
Bt&rted at a shadow — drank deeply. 



and spoke, in his intoxication, words 
that made the hairs of our green men 
stand on end. 

" * We must not suffer this,'^ said 
Thornton, whose hardy effironteiy 
enabled him to lord it over the jol^ 
boys, as if he were their chief: ' hig 
ravings and humdurgeon will imxnan 
all our youngsters.' And so, under 
this pretence, Thornton had the un- 
happy man conveyed away to a secret 
asylum, known only to the chie& of 
the gang, and appropriated to the 
reception of persons who, from the 
same weakness as Dawson, were 
likely to endanger others or them- 
selves. There many a poor wretch 
has been secretly immured, and never 
suffered to revisit the light of Heaven. 
The moon's minions, as well as the 
monarch's, must have their state 
prisoners, and their state victims. 

" Well, sir, I shall not detain yon 
much longer. Last nighty after 
your obliging confidence, I repaired 
to the meeting ; Thornton was there, 
and very much out of humour. When 
our messmates dropped off, and we 
were alone at one comer of the 
room, I began talkingto him carelessly 
about his accusation of your frlen^ 
who, I have since learnt, is Sir 
Reginald Glanville — an old friend of 
mine too; ay, you may look, sir,«- 
but I can stake my life to having 
picked his pocket one night at the 
Opera I Thornton was greatly sor- 
prised at my early intelligence of a 
fact hitherto kept so profound a se- 
cret ; however, I explained it away by 
a boast of my skill in acquiring infor* 
mation ; and he then incautiously let 
out, that he was exceedingly vexed 
with himself for the charge he had 
made against the prisoner, and yeiy 
uneasy at the urgent inquiries set on 
foot for Dawson. More and more 
convinced of his guilt, I quitted the 
meeting, and went to Dawson's retreat. 

" tor fear of his escape, Thornton 
had had him closely confined in one of 
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the most secret rooms in the house. 
His solitude and the darkness of the 
place, combined with his remorse, had 
worked upon a mind, never too strong, 
almost to insanity. He was writhing 
with the most acute and morbid pangs 
of conscience that my experience, 
which has been pretty ample, ever 
witnessed. The old hag, who is the 
Hecate (you see, sir, I have had a clas- 
sical education) of the place, was very 
loth to admit me to him, for Thornton 
had bullied her into a great fear of the 
consequences of disobeying his instruc- 
tions ; but she did not dare to resist 
my orders. Accordingly I had a long 
interview with the unfortunate man ; 
he firmly believes that Thornton in- 
tends to murder him ; and says, that 
if he could escape from his dungeon, 
he would surrender himself te the 
first magistrate he could find. 

" I told him that an innocent man 
had been apprehended for the crime 
of which I knew he and Thomten 
were guilty; and then taking upon 
myself the office of a preacher, I ex- 
horted him to atone, as far as possi- 
ble, for his past crime, by a full and 
faithf\il confession, that would deliver 
the innocent and punish the guilty. 
I held out to him the hope that this 
confession might perhaps serve the 
purpose of king's evidence, and obtain 
him a pardon for his crime; and I 
promised to use my utmost zeal and 
diligence to promote his escape from 
his present den. 

" He said, in answer, that he did 
not wish to live ; that he suffered the 
greatest tortures of mind ; and that 
the only comfort earth held out to 
him would be to ease his remorse by a 
full acknowledgment of his crime, and 
to hope for future mercy by expia- 
ting his offence on the scaffold; all 
this, and much more, to the same 
purpose, the hen-hearted fellow told 
me with sighs and groans. I would 
fain have taken his confession on the 
spot, and carried it away with me, but 

No. 58. 



he refused to give it to me, or to any 
one but a parson, whose services he 
implored me to procure him. I told 
him, at first, that the thing was im- 
possible ; but, moved by his distress 
and remorse, I promised, at last, to 
bring one to-night, who should both 
administer spiritual comfort to him 
and receive his deposition. My idea 
at the moment was to disguise myself 
in the dress of the pcUer cove* and 
perform the double job : — since then 
I have thought of a better scheme. 

"As my character, you see, your 
honour, is not so highly prized by the 
magistrates as it ought to be, any con- 
fession made to me might not be of 
the same value as if it were made to 
any one else — to a gentleman like you, 
for instance; and, moreover, it will 
not do for me to appear in evidence 
against any of the fraternity ; and for 
two reasons : first, because I have sworn 
a solemn oath never to do so; and, 
secondly, because I have a very fair 
chance of joining Sir John Tyrrell in 
kingdom come if I do. My present 
plan, therefore, if it meets your con- 
currence, would be to introduce your 
honour as the parson, and for you to 
receive the confession, which, indeed, 
you might take down in writing. This 
plan, I candidly confess, is not without 
great difficulty, and some danger; for I 
have not only to impose you upon Daw- 
son as a priest, but also upon Brimstone 
Bess as one of our jolly boys ; since 
I need not tell you that any real 
parson might knock a long time at 
her door before it would be opened to 
him. You must, therefore, be as mum 
as a mole unless she caiUs to you, and 
your answers must then be such as I 
shall dictate; otherwise she may detect 
you, and, should any of the true men 
be in the house, we should bpth come 
off worse than we went in." 



* Gypsy slang— a parson, or minister— 
but generally applied to a priest of the lowest 
order. 
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"My dear Mr. Job," replied I, 
" there appeare to me to be a much 
eaBier plan than all this ; and that is, 
simply to tell the Bow-street officers 
▼here Dawson may be found, and ] 
think they would be able to carry him 
away from the arms of Mrs. Brim- 
stone Bess, without any great difficulty 
or danger;" 

Jonson smiled. 

" I should not long enjoy my an- 
-nnity, your honour, if I were to set 
the runners upon our best hire. I 
should be stung to death before the 
week were out. Even you, should 
you accompany me to-night, will never 
know where the spot is situated, nor 
would you discover it again if you 
searched all London, with the whole 
police at your back. Besides, Dawson 
is not the only person in the house 
for whom the law is hunting — ^there 
are a score others whom I have no 
desire to give up to the gallows — hid 
among the odds and ends of the 
house, as snug as plums in a pudding. 
Honour forbid that I should betray 
them — and for nothing, too ! No, 
sir, the only plan I can think of is the 
one I proposed ; if you do not approve 
of it, (and it certainly is open to ex- 
ception,) I must devise some other : 
but that may require delay." 

"No, my good Job," replied I, "I 
am ready to attend you : but could 
we not manage to release Dawson, as 
well as take his deposition ? — his per- 
sonal evidence is worth all the written 
ones in the world." 

" Very true," answered Job, " and 
if it be possible to give Bess the slip 
we will However, let us not lose 
what we may get by grasping at what 
we may not ; let us have the confes- 
sion first, and we '11 try for the release 
afterwards. I have another reason 
for this, sir, which, if you knew as 
much of penitent prigs as I do, you 
.would easily understand. However, 
it may be explained by thie old proverb 
of ' the devil was sick,' &c. As long 



as Dawson is stowed away in a dark 
hole and fimcies devils in every comer, 
he may be very anxious to make con- 
fessions, which, in brood day-light, 
may not seem to him so desirable. 
Darkness and solitude are strange sti- 
mulants to the conscience, and wo 
may as well not lose any advantage 
they give us." 

" You are an admirable reasoner," 
cried I, " and I am impatient to accom- 
pany you — ^at what hour shall it be ?* 

" Not much before midnight," an- 
swered Jonson; "but your honour 
must go back to school and leaam 
lessons before then. Suppose Bess 
were to address you thus : ' Well, you 
parish bull prig, are you for Inshiiig 
jackey, or pattering in the hum box ! '♦ 
I'll be bound you would not know 
how to answer." 

"I am afraid you are right, Mr. 
Jonson," said I, in a tone of self- 
humiliation. 

"Never mind," replied the com- 
passionate Job, "we are all bom 
ignorant — ^knowledge is not learnt in 
a day. A few of the most common 
and necessary words in our St. Qiles's 
Greek, I shfdl be able to teach yon 
before night ; and I will, beforehand, 
prepare the old lady for seeing a 
young hand in the profession. As I 
must disguise you before we go, and 
that cannot well be done here, suppose 
you dine with me at my lodgings. " 

" I shall be too happy," said I, not a 
little surprised at the offer. 

" I am in Charlotte-street, Blooms- 
bury, No. — . You must ask for me 
by the name of Captain De Conrcy," 
said Job, with dignity : "and well 
dine at five, in order to have time Ibr 
your preliminary initiation." 

" With all my heart," said I ; and 
Mr. Job Jonson then rose, and, re- 
minding me of my promise of secrecy, 
took his departure. 

• " Well, you parson thief, are you tut 
drinking gin, or talking in the pulpit ? ** 
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CHAPTER LXXXI. 

Pectus i^seoeptisioniuit ainiaia--Qoiu 
Est quodam prodire tenna^ si non datur ultra.— ibid. 



With all my love of enterprise and 
adventure, I cannot say that I should 
have particularly chosen the project 
before me for my evening's amusement, 
had I been left solely to my own will ; 
but Glanville's situation forbade me 
to think of self: and, so &r ^m 
' shrinking at the danger to which I 
was about to be exposed, I looked 
forward with the utmost impatience 
to the hour of rejoining Jonson. 

There was yet a long time upon my 
hands before five o'clock; and the 
thought of Ellen left me no doubt 
how it should be passed. I went to 
• Berkeley-square ; Lady Qlanville rose 
eagerly when I entered the drawing- 
Toom. 

"Haye you seen Reginald!" said 
she, "or do you know where he has 
gone 1 " 

I answered, carelessly, that he had 
left town for a few days, and, I be- 
lieved, merely upon a vague excursion, 
fbr the benefit of the country air. 

" You reassure us," said Lady Glan- 
ville; "we have been quite alarmed 
by Seymour's manner. He appeared 
fio confused A^hen he told us Reginald 
bad left town, that I really thought 
«ome accident had happened to him." 

I sate myself by Ellen, who appeared 
wholly occupied in the formation of 
a purse. While I was whispering 
into her ear words which brought a 
thousand blushes to her cheek. Lady 
Olanville interrupted me, by an ex- 
clamation of "have you seen the 
t>apers to-day, Mr. Pelham V and on 
my. reply in the negative, she pointed 
t.0 an article in the Morning Herald, 



which she said had occupied their 
conjectures all the morning — ^it xia 
thus : — 

" The evening before last> a person 
of rank and celebrity was privately 
carried before the Magistrate at 

. Since then, he has under- 

gone an examination, the nature of 
which, as well as the name of the 
individual, is as yet kept a profound 
secret." 

I believe that I have so firm a 
command over my countenance, that 
I should not change tint nor muscle, 
to hear of the greatest calamity that 
could happen to me. I did not there- 
fore betray a single one of the emotions 
this paragraph excited within me; 
but appeared, on the contrary, as 
much at a loss as Lady Glanville, and 
wondered and guessed with her, till 
she remembered my present situation 
in the family, and left me alone with 
Ellen. 

Why should the tSte-drtSte of loyexa 
be so uninteresting to the world, when 
there is scarcely a being in it who 
has not loved 1 The expressions of 
every other feeling come home to us 
all — the expressions of love weary 
and fiitigue us. But the interview of 
that morning was far from resembling 
those delicious meetings which thd 
history of love at that early period rf 
its existence so often delineates. I 
could not give myself up to happineag 
which a moment might destroy : and 
though I veiled my anxiety and cold- 
ness from Ellen, I felt it as a crime 
to indulge even the appearance of 
transport, while GlanviUft U:^ ytkisiQ& 
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and in prison, with the charge of' 
murder yet uncontrovcrted, and the 
chances of its doom undiminished. 

The clock had struck four before I 
left Ellen, and without returning to 
my hotel, I threw myself into a 
hackney-coach, and drove to Charlotte- 
street. The worthy Job received me 
with his wonted dignity and ease; 
his lodgings consisted of a first floor, 
furnished according to all the notions 
of Bloomsbury elegance — ^viz., new, 
glaring Brussels carpeting; convex 
mirrors, with massy gilt frunes, and 
eagles at the summit ; rosewood chairs, 
with chintz cushions ; bright grates, 
with a flower-pot, cut out of yellow 
paper, in each ; in short, all that 
especial neatness of upholstering para- 
phernalia, which Vincent used, not 
inaptly, to designate by the title of 
" the tea-chest taste." Jonson seemed 
not a little proud of his apartments — 
accordingly, I complimented him upon 
their elegance. 

" Under the rose be it spoken," 
said he, "the landlady, who is a widow, 
believes me to be an officer on half- 
pay, and thinks I wish to marry her ; 
poor woman! my black locks and 
green coat have a witchery that sur- 
prises even me : who would be a 
slovenly thief, when there are such 
advantages in being a smart one ) " 

"Right, Mr. Jonson r' said I; "but 
shall I own to you that I am surprised 
that a gentleman of your talents 
should stoop to the lower arts of the 
profession. I always imagined that 
pocket-picking was a part of your 
business left only to the plebeian pur- 
loiner ; now I know, to my cost, that 
yon do not disdain that manual accom- 
plishment." 

" Your honour speaks like a judge," 
answered Job; "the fact is, that I 
shmdd despise what you rightly 
designate ' the lower arts of the pro- 
fession,' if I did not value myself upon 
giving them a charm, and investing 
thexQ with a dignity, never bestowed 



upon them before. To give you an 

idea of the superior dexterity with 

which I manage my sleight of hand, 

know, that four times I have been in 

that shop where you saw me barrow 

the diamond ring, which you now 

remark upon my little finger; and 

four times have I brought back acme 

token of my visitations; nay, the 

shopman is so £eu: from suspecting me, 

that he has twice favoured me with 

the piteous tale of the very loaaes I 

myself brought upon him ; and I make 

no doubt that I shall hear, in a few 

days, the whole history of the departed 

diamond, now in my keeping, coupled 

with that of your Jtonour'8 appearance 

and custom I Allow that it would be 

a pity to sufler pride to stand in 

the way of the talents with which 

Providence has blest me ; to ecom 

the little delicacies of art, which I 

execute so well, would, in my opinion, 

be as absurd as for an epic poet te 

disdain the composition of a perfect 

epigram, or a consummate musician 

the melody of a faultless song." 

" Bravo I Mr. Job," said I ; *' a truly 
great man, you see, can confer honour 
upon trifles." More I might have 
said, but was stopped short by the 
entrance of the landlady, who wa« a 
fine, &ir, well-dressed, comely woman, 
of about thirty-nine years and eLyen 
months; or, to speak less precisely, 
between thirty and forty. She came 
to announce that dinner was served 
below. We descended, and found a 
sumptuous repast of roast beef and 
fish ; this primary course was succeeded 
by that great dainty with common 
people — a duck and green peas. 

" Upon my word, Mr. Jonfion,** 
said I, "yon fare like a prince; your 
weekly expenditure must be pretty 
considerable for a single gentleman." 

" I don't know," answered Jonsoi^ 
with an air of lordly indifference — " I 
have never paid my good hostess any 
coin but compliments, and in all pro- 
bability never shall" 
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Was there ever a better illuBtration 
of Moore's admonition— < 

* O, ladies, beware of a gay young knight/ &c 

After dinner we remounted to the 
apartments Job emphatically called 
his own ; and he then proceeded to 
initiate me in those phrases of the 
noble language of "Flash," which 
might best serve my necessities on the 
approaching occasion. The slang part 
of my Cambridge education had made 
me acquainted with some little ele- 
mentary knowledge, which rendered 
Jonson's precepts less strange and 
abstruse. In this lecture " sweet and 
holy/' the hours passed away till it 
became time for me to dress. Mr. 
Jonson then took me into the pene- 
tralia of his bed-room. I stumbled 
against an enormous trunk. On 
hearing the involuntary anathema 
which this accident conjured up to my 
lips, Jonson said — " Ah, sir ! — do 
oblige me by trying to move that box." 

I did so, but could not stir it an 
inch. 

" Your honour never saw a jewd box 
so heavy before, I think," said Jonson, 
with a smile. 

"A jewel box!" 

'* Yes," returned Jonson — " a jewel 
box, for it is full of precious stones/ 
When I go away — ^not a little in my 
good landlady's books — I shall desire 
her, very importantly, to take the 
greatest care of 'my box.* Egad! it 
would be a treasure to MacAdam ; he 
might pound its flinty contents into 
« street." 

With these words, Mr. Jonson un- 
locked a wardrobe in the room, and 
produced a full suit of rusty black. 

" There ! " said he with an air of 
fiatisfaction — " there ! this will beyour 
first step to the pulpit." 

I dofifed my own attire, and with 
**Bome natural sighs," at the defor- 
mity of my approaching metamor- 
phosis, I slowly indued myself in the 
clerical garments; they were much 



too wide, and a little too short for me ; 
but Jonson turned me lound, as if I 
were his eldest son, breeched for the 
first time — and declared with an em- 
phatical oath, that the clothes fitted 
me to a hair. 

My host next opened a tin dressing- 
box, of large dimensions, from which 
he took sundry powders, lotions, and 
paints. Nothing but my extreme 
friendship ifor Glanville could ever 
have supported me through the ope- 
ration I then underwent. My poor 
complexion, thought I, with tears in 
my eyes, it is ruined for ever ! To 
crown all — Jonson robbed me, by four 
clips of his scissors, of the luxuriant 
locks which, from the pampered in- 
dulgence so long accorded to them, 
might have rebelled against the new 
dynasty which Jonson now elected to 
the croion. This dynasty consisted of 
a shaggy, but admirably made wig, of 
a sandy colour. When I was thus 
completely attired &om head to foot. 
Job displayed me to myself before a 
full length looking-glass. 

Had J gazed at the reflection for 
ever, I should not have recognised 
either my form or visage. I thought 
my soul had undergone a real trans- 
migration, and not carried to its new 
body a particle of the original one. 
What appeared the most singular was, 
that I did not seem even to myself at 
all a ridiculous or oiUri figure; so 
admirably had the skill of Mr. Jon- 
son been employed. I overwhelmed 
him with encomiums, which he took 
aupied de la lettre. Never, indeed, was 
there a man so vain of being a rogue. 

" But," said I, " why this disguise 1 
Your friends will, probably, be well 
versed enough in the mysteries of 
metamorphosis, to see even through 
your arts; and, as they have never 
beheld me before, it would very little 
matter if I went in proprid persond,^ 

"True," answered Job, "but you 
don't reflect that without disguise 
you may hereafter be recognised; ovr 
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friends walk in Bond-street as well as 
your honour ; and, in that case, you 
might be shot without a second, as the 
fajyingis." 

'' Tou haye convinced me," said I ; 
''and now, before we start, let me say 
one word further respecting our object. 
I tell you, fiEurly, that I think Daw- 
fon's written deposition but a secon- 
dary point : and for this reason, should 
it not be supported by any drcwn- 
iUmUai or locai eridenoe, hereafter to 
be ascertained, it may be quite insuf- 
ficient fully to acquit Qlanville (m spite 
of all i^pearances), and criminate the 
real murderers. If, therefore, it be 
pombie to cany ofif Dawson, (^ier 
httfing secured his confession, we 
must. I think it right to insist more 
particularly on this point, as you ap- 
peared to me ratiier averse to it this 
morning." 

" 1 say ditto to your honour," re- 
turned Job ; ''and you may be sure 
that I shall do all in my power to 
effect your object^ not only from that 
love of virtue which is implanted in 
my mind, when no stronger induce- 
ment leads me astiay, but from the 
more worldly reminiscence, that the 



annuity we have agreed iq>oii ison^fio 
be given in case of auccesa — not mfivdy ^ 
for taeU^meaning attempts. To say that 
I have no objection to the release of 
Dawson, would be to deceive your ho- 
nour ; I own that I have ; and tbe ob- 
jection is, first, my fear lesi he ahimkL 
peach respftfttiing other affiura beaidea 
the murder of Sir John Tyrrell; and,. 
secondly, my soruplea as to appemring 
to interfere with his escape. Both. i. 
these chanoesexpoee me to graat dai^- 
ger ; however, one does not gefc throe 
hundred a-year for washing ano'a 
hands, and I must balance thft ouor. 
against the other." 

" Tou are a sensible man, Kr. Job," 
said I, " and I am sure you williieUy 
earn, and long enjoy your annoU^." 

As I said this, the watchman bo^- 
neath our window, called ** pMb 
eleven ! " and Jonson, starting jxp, 
hastily changed his own gay gear fat- 
a more simple dress, and throwing 
over all a Scotch phtid, gave me ft. 
similar one, in which I closely "wrap- 
ped myself. We descended the staim 
sofUy, and Jonson let us oui into the 
street^ by the " open sesame" of akq^^ 
which he retained about his 
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Et eantare pares, et lespondfire paratL^TisciL. 



As we walked on into Tottenham- 
oourt-road, where we expected to find 
a hackney-coach, my companion 
earnestly and strenuously impressed on 
my mind, the neeessiiy of implicitly 
obeying any instructions or hhits he 
mi^t give me in the course of our 
adventure. "Bemember," said he, 
fbrdbly, ''that the least deviation firom 
them, will not only defeat our object 
of removing Dawson, but even expose 
our lives to the most immment peril." 
I fidthfully promised to conform to 
Hm minutest tittle of his instructions. 



stand of 
and gave 



We came to a 
Jonson selected one, and gave the 
coachman an order ; he took eare it 
should not reach my ears. Boring 
the half-hour we passed in thiBTehii^ 
Job examined and re-examined me hi 
my " canting catechism,'* as he termed 
it. He expressed himself mnek 
pleased with the quickness of 
parts, and honoured me with 
assurance that in less than three 
months he would engage to make me 
as complete a ruffler as ever naU/eAa 
sweU. 
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To thig gratifying compliment I 
made the best return in my power. 

*' You must not suppose/' said 
Jonson — some minutes afterwards, 
'* from our use of this language, that 
our club consists of the lower order of 
thieyes — quite the contrary; we are 
a knot of gentlemen adventurers who 
wear the best clothes, ride the best 
hacks, frequent the bestgaming-houses 
as well as the geiUeelest haunts, and 
sometimes keep thefirat companff — in 
London. We are limited in number : 
we have nothing in common with 
ordinary prigs, and should my own 
little private amusements (as you 
appropriately term them) be known 
in the set, I should have a very fair 
chance of being ejqpelled for ungentle- 
manlike practices. We rarely con* 
descend to speak "flash" to each 
other in our ordinary meetings, but we 
find it necessary for many shifts to 
which fortune sometimes drives us. 
The house you are going this night 
to visit, is a sort of colony we have 
established for whatever persona 
amongst us are in danger of blood- 
money.* There they sometimes lie 
concealed for weeks together, and are 
at last shipped off for the continent, 
or enter the world under a new alias. 
To this refuge of the distressed we 
also send any of the mess, who, like 
Dawson, are troubled with qualms of 
conscience, which are likely to en- 
danger the commonwealth : there they 
remain, as in a hospital, till death, 
or a cure ; in short, we put the house, 
like its inmates, to any purposes likely 
to frustrate our enemies, and serve 
ourselves. Old Brimstone Bess, to 
whom I shall introduce you, is, as I 
before said, the guardian of the place ; 
and the language that respectable 
lady chiefly indulges in« is the one 
into which you have just acquired so 
good an insight. Partly in compliment 



* Rewaidifor the i^prehtoilon of thieves, 



to her, and partly from -inclination, 
the dialect adopted in her house is 
almost entirely '' flash ! " and you, 
therefore, perceive the necessity of 
appearing not utterly ignorant of a 
tongue, which is not only the language 
of the country, but one with, which 
no true boy, however high in his 
profession, is ever unacquainted." 

By the time Jonson had finished 
this i^eech, the coach stopped-— I 
looked eagerly out of the window-^ 
Jonson observed the motioa: "We 
have not got half-way yetyyourhonomv* 
said he. We left the coach, idiuch 
Jonson requested me to pay, and. 
walked on. 

" Tell me frankly, sir,'* said Job« 
" do you know where you are T* 

*' Not in the leasts" replied I, look- 
ing wistfully ap a long, dull, ill-lighted 
street. 

Job rolled his sinister eye towards 
me with a searching look, and then 
turning abruptly to the right, pene- 
trated into a sort of covered lane, or 
court, which terminated in an alley, 
that brought us suddenly to a stand 
of three coaches; one of these Job 
hailed — ^we entered it— a secret dueo^ 
tion was given, and we drove furiously 
on, £EU3ter thaji I should think the 
crazy body of hackney chariot ever 
drove before. I observed, that we 
had now entered a part of the town, 
which was singularly strange to me ; 
the houses were old, and for the most 
part of the meanest description; we 
appeared to me to be threading a 
labyrinth of alleys ; once, I imagined 
that I caught, through a sudden 
opening, a glimpse of the river, but 
we passed so rapidly, that my eye 
might have deceived me. At length 
we stopped : the coachman was again 
dismissed, and I again walked onwards, 
under the guidance, and almost at 
the mercy of my honest companion. 

Jonson did not address me— he wai 
silent and absorbed, and I had there- 
fore full leisure to consider my proawt 
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Bituation. Though (thanks to my 
physical constitution) I am as callous 
to fear as most men, a few chilling 
apprehensions certainly flitted across 
my mind, when I looked round at the 
dim and dreary sheds — Chouses they 
were not — ^which were on either side 
of our path ; only, here and there, a 
single lamp shed a sickly light upon 
the dismal and intersecting lanes 
(though lane is too lofty a word), 
through which our footsteps woke a 
solitary sound. Sometimes this feeble 
light was altogether withheld, and I 
could scarcely catch even the outline 
of my companion's muscular frame. 
However, he strode on through the 
darkness, with the mechanical rapidity 
of one to whom every stone is familiar. 
I listened eagerly for the sound of the 
watchman's voice ; — in vain — that 
note was never heard in those desolate 
recesses. My ear drank in nothing 
but the sound of our own footsteps, 
or the occasional burst of obscene and 
unholy merriment from some half- 
closed hovel, where Infamy and Vice 
were holding revels. Now and then, 
a wretched thing, in the vilest extreme 
of want, and loathsomeness, and rags, 
loitered by the unfrequent lamps, and 
interrupted our progress with solicita- 
tions, which made my blood run cold. 
.By degrees even these tokens of life 
ceased — the last lamp was entirely 
shut from our view — ^we were in utter 
darkness. 

*' We are near our journey's end 
now," whispered Jonson. 

At these words a thousand un- 
welcome reflections forced themselves 
involuntarily on my mind : I was about 
to plunge into the most secret retreat 
of men whom long habits of villany 
and desperate abandonment, had hard- 
ened into a nature which had scarcely 
a sympathy with my own ; unarmed 
and defenceless, I was about to pene- 
trate a concealment upon which their 
lives perhaps depended; what could 
I anticipate from their vengeance, but 



the sure hand and the deadly knife, 
which their self-preservation would 
more than justify to such lawless 
reasonersi And who was my com- 
panion? One who literally gloried in 
the perfection of his nefarious prac- 
tices; and who, if he had stopped 
short of the worst enormities, seemed 
neither to disown the principle upon 
which they were committed, nor to 
balance for a moment between his 
interest and his conscience. 

Kor did he attempt to conceal from 
me the danger to which I was exposed ; 
much as his daring habits of life, and 
the good fortune which had attended 
him, must have hardened his nerves, 
even he seemed fully sensible of the 
peril he incurred — a peril certainly 
considerably less than that which 
attended my temerity. Bitterly did 
I repent, as these reflections rapidly 
passed my mind, my negligence in 
not providing myself with a single 
weapon in case of need; the worst 
pang of death is the falling without a 
struggle. 

However, it was no moment for the 
indulgence of fear, it was rather one of 
those eventful periods which so rarely 
occur in the monotony of common life, 
when our minds are sounded to their 
utmost depths : and energies, of which 
we dreamt not when at rest in their 
secret retreats, arise like spirits at the 
summons of the wizard, and bring to 
the invoking mind an unlocked for 
and preternatural aid. 

There was something too in the 
disposition of my guide, which gave 
me a confidence in him, not warranted 
by the occupations of his life ; an easy 
and frank boldness, an ingenuous 
vanity of abilities, skilfully, though 
dishonestly exerted, which had nothing 
of the meanness and mystery of an 
ordinary villain, and which being 
equally prominent with the rascality 
they adorned, prevented the attention 
from dwelling upon the darker shades 
of his character. Besides, I had so 
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elosely entwined his interest with my 
own, that I felt there could be no 
possible ground either for suspecting 
him of any deceit towards me, or of 
omitting any art or exertion which 
30uld conduce to our mutual safety, 
or our common end. 

Forcing myself to dwell solely upon 
the more encouraging side of the en- 
terprise I had undertaken, I continued 
to move on with my worthy com- 
rade, silent and in darkness, for some 
minutes longer — Jonson then halted. 

" Are you quite prepared, sir 1 " 
said he, in a whisper : " if your heart 
fails, in Heaven's name let us turn 
back : the least evident terror will be 
as much as your life is worth.** 

My thoughts were upon Reginald 
and Ellen, as I replied — 

" You have told and conmnced me 
that I may trust in you, and I have 
no fears ; my present object is one as 
strong to me as life.'* 

" I would we had a glim" rejoined 
Job, musingly ; " I should like to see 
your face ; but will you give me your 
hand, sir 1 ** 

I did, and Jonson held it in his own 
for more than a minute. 

*' 'Fore Gkid, sir," said he at last, 
*' I would you were one of us. You 
would live a brave man, and die a 
game one. Your pulse is like iron ; 
and your hand does not sway — ^no — 
not so much as to wave a dove's feather : 
it would be a burning shame if harm 
came to so stout a heart." Job 
moved on a few steps. *' Now, sir," 
he whispered, " remember your flash ; 
do exactly as I may have occasion to 
tell you ; and be sure to sit away from 
the light, should we be in company." 

"With these words he stopped. By 
the touch (for it was too dark to see,) 
I felt that he was bending down, 
apparently in a listening attitude; 
presently he tapped five times at what 
I supposed was the door, though I 
afterwards discovered it was the shutter 
to a window ; upon this, a faint light 



broke through the crevices of the 
boards, and a low voice uttered some 
sound, which my ear did not catch. 
Job replied in the same key, and in 
words which were perfectly unintel- 
ligible to me ; the light disappeared ; 
Job moved round, as if turning a 
comer. I heard the heavy bolts and 
bars of a door slowly withdraw ; and 
in a few moments, a harsh voice said, 
in the thieves' dialect-^ 

" Ruffling Job, my prince of prigs, 
is that you 1 are you come to the ken 
alone, or do you carry doubled* 

" Ah, Bess, my covess, strike me 
blind if my sees don't tout your bingo 
muns in spite of the darkmans. Egad, 
you carry a bene blink aloft. Come 
to the ken alone — no! my blowen; 
did not I tell you I should bring a 
pater cove, to chop up the whiners for 
Dawson]"* 

" Stubble it, you ben, you deserve 
to ciy the jerk for your patter ; come 
in, and be d — d to you."t 

Upon this invitation, Jonson, seizing 
me by the arm, pushed me into the 
house, and followed. " Go for a glim, 
Bess, to light in the black 'un with 
proper respect, I '11 close the gig of 
the crib.** 

At this order, delivered in an 
authoritative tone, the old woman, 
mumbling " strange oaths ** to herself, 
moved away; when she was out of 
hearing. Job whispered, 

'* Mark, I shall leave the bolts 
undrawn ; the door opens with a latch, 
which you press thus — do not forget 
the spring; it is easy, but peculiar; 
should you be forced to run for it, you 
will also remember, above all, when 
you are out of the door, to turn to the 
right, and go straight forwards.** 



* " strike me blind if my eyes don't 
your brandy face in spite of the night. Ckmie 
to the house alone-— no ! my woman ; did 
not I tell you I should bring a parson— to say 
prayers for Dawson.** 

t " Hold your tongue, fool, yon deserre to 
be whipped for your chatter.** 
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The old Tfoman now reappeared 
with a light, and Jonson ceased, and 
moTed hastily towards her : I followed. 
The old woman asked whether the 
door had been carefally closed, and 
Jonson, with an oath at her doubts 
of such a matter, answered in the 
affirmative. 

We proceeded onwards, through a 
long and very narrow passage, till 
Bess opened a small door to the right, 
and introduced us into a laige room, 
which, to my great dismay, I found 
already occupied by four men, who 
were sitting, half immersed in smoke, 
lyy an oak table, with a capacious 
bowl of hot liquor before theuL At 
the back-ground of this room, which 
resembled the kitchen of a public- 
house, was an enormous skreen, of 
antique &shion; a low fire burnt 
sullenly in the grate, and beside it 
was one of those high-backed chairs, 
seen frequently in old houses and old 
pictures. A clock stood in one comer, 
and in the opposite nook was a flight 
of narrow stairs, which led downwards, 
probably to a cellar. On a row of 
shelves, were various bottles of the 
different liquors generally in request 
among the "flash" gentry, together 
with an old-fiishioned fiddle, two 
bridles, and some strange looking 
tools, probably of more use to true 
boys than to honest men. 

Brimstone Bess was a woman about 
the middle size, but with bones and 
ainows which would not have dis- 
graced a prize-fighter; a cap, that 
might have been cleaner, was rather 
(hrmon than pvt on the back of her 
head, developing, to full advantage, 
the few soanty locks of grizzled ebon 
which adorned her countenance. Her 
eyes, large, black, and prominent^ 
q^kled with a fire half vivacious, half 
Tizen. The nasal feature was broad 
tOL&Jungous, and, as well as the whole 
of her capacious physiognomy, blushed 
with the deepest scarlet : it was 
evident to see that many a fiill bottle 



of ''British componnda" had eon^ 

tributed to the feeding of that bmiiig. 

'and phosphoric illnmination whieh 

was, indeed, '' the outward and Tiaihle 

I sign of an inward and spirikuU. 

' grace." 

The expression of the ooonieBaBoa. 
was not wholly bad. Amidsi the dasp 
traees of searing vice and unreatzained 
passion — amidst all that waa bold 
and unfeminine, and fierce and 
cratty, there was a latent look of 
coarse good humour, a twinkle of 
the eye that bespoke a tendeaej 
to mirth and drollery, and aa up- 
ward curve of the lip that ahowedy 
however the human creature mig^ 
be debased, it still cherished its giand 
characteristic — the propenaitj to 
laughter. 

The garb of this dame Leonaida 
was by no means of that humble na- 
ture which one might have suppoaed. 
A gown of crimson silk, flounced and 
furbelowed to the knees, waa taste- 
fully relieved by a bright yellow ahawl; 
and a pair of hea^'y pendants glitteced 
in her ears, which were of the aim 
proper to receive "the big words" 
they were in the habit of hearing. 
Probably this finery had its origin in 
the policy of her guests, who had- 
seen enough of life to know that age^ 
which tames all other paAsions^ neY«r 
tames the passion of dress in a wi»- 
man's heart. 

No sooner did the four revellen aei 
their eyes upon me than they all zoaeL 

"Zounds, Bess !" cried the taUeat 
of them, " what cull 's thisi Is thia & 
bowsing ken for eveiy cove to ahoY9. 
his trunk in T 

"What ho, my kiddy I" crimed Jdbw 
"don't be glimflashy: why yoa'd 
cry beef on a blater f the eove is m 
bob cull, and a pal of my own ; and 
moreover, is as pretty a Tybum hloa* 



*<* Don't be angry! Whyyou'derybMfon 
a calf— the man is a good fallow, and %. 
comrade of my own,*' ^. 
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som as ever was brought up to ride a 
horse foaled by an acorn." 

Upon this commendatorj intro- 
duction I was forthwith surrounded, 
and one of the four proposed that I 
should be immediately " elected." 

This motion, which was probably 
no gratifying ceremony, Job negatived 
with a dictatorial air, and reminded 
his comrades, that however they might 
find it convenient to lower themselves 
occasionally, yet that they were gen- 
tlemen- sharpers, and not vulgar 
cracksmen and dyfakers, and that, 
therefore, they ought to welcome me 
with the good breeding appropriate to 
their station. 

Upon this hint, which was received 
with mingled laughter and deference, 
(fi>r Job seemed to be a man of might 
among these Philistines^) the tallest 
of the set, who bore the euphonious 
appellation of Spider-shanks, politely 
asked me if I would '' blow a cloud 
with him ! " and upon my assent^ (for 
I thought such an occupation would 
be the best excuse for sil^ace,) he pre- 
sented me with a jape of tobacco, to 
which dame Brimstone applied a light, 
and I soon lent my best endeavours to 
darken stUl fiurther the atmosphere 
around u.s. 

Mr. Job Jonson then began artfully 
to turn the conversation away from me 
to the elder confederates of his crew ; 
these were all spoken of under certain 
ringnlar appellations which might 
well baffle impertinent curiosity. The 
name of one was "the Gimlet," ano> 
ther "Ciack Crib," a third, " the Ma- 
gician/' a fourth, "Cherry-coloured 
JowL** The tallest of the present 
company was called (as I before said) 
*' Spide]>shaiika^"** anid the shortest, 
" Fib Fakescrew ;" Job himself was 
honoured by the vtnerabile nomen of 
" Guinea Hg." At last Job explained 
the cause of my appearance ; viz., his 
wish to pacify Dawson's conscience by 
dressing up one of the pals, whom the 
aimer could not recogniae, as an 



"autem bawler," and so obtaining 
him the benefit of the clergy without 
endangering the gang by his confes- 
sion. This detail was received with 
great good humour, and Job, watching 
his opportunity, soon after rose, and, 
turning to me, said — 

"Toddle, my bob cull — ^we must 
track up the dancers and tout the 
sinner." * 

I wanted no other hint to leave my 
present situation. 

" The ruffian cly thee, Guinea Pig, 
for stashing the lush," + said Spider- 
shanks, helping himself out of the 
bowl, which was nearly empt^. 

" Stash the lush ! "J cried Mrs. Brim- 
stone, "ay, and toddle ofif to Ruggins. 
Why, you would not be boosing till 
lightman's in a square crib like mine, . 
as if you were in a flash panny ] " 

" That's bang up, mort!" cried Fib. 
"A square crib, indeed ! ay, square as 
Mr. Newman's court-yard — ding-boys 
on three sides, and the crap on the 
fourth I " § 

This characteristic witticism was 
received with great applause; and 
Jonson, taking a candlestick from the 
fair fingers of the exasperated Mrs. 
Brimstone, the hand thus conveniently 
released immediately transferred itself 
to Fib*s cheeks, with so hearty a con- 
cussion that it almost brought the 
rash jester to the ground. Jonson. 
and I lost not a moment in taking 
advantage of the confusion this gentle 
remonstrance appeared to occasion; 
but instantly left the room and closed 
the door. 

• ** Move^ my good fellow, we must go np 
Btsirs, and look at the sinner.** 

t «< The devil take thee, iot stopping the 
drink." 

% «* Stop the drink, ay, and be off to bed. 
You would not be drinking till day— in an 
honest house like mine, as if you were in a 
disreputable place.** 

S ««That'scapitaL JL square crib (honest 
house) ! Ay, square as Newgate coaoh-yard^ 
rogues on three sides, and the gallows on the 
fourth." 
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CHAPTER LXXXUL 



'TiB trae that we are in great danger ; 
The greater, therefore, should our courage be.-43HAKaPXAitB. 



"Wb proceeded a short way, when 
we were stopped by a door ; this Job 
opened, and a narrow staircase, lighted 
from above by a dim lamp, was before 
us. We ascended, and found ourselyes 
in a sort of gallery : here hung another 
lamp, beneath which Job opened a 
closet. 

*' This is the place where Bess gene- 
rally leaves the keys," said he ; " we 
shall find them here, I hope." 

So saying, Master Job entered, leav- 
ing me in the passage ; but soon re- 
turned with a disappointed air. 

''The old harridan has left them 
below," said he; "I must go down 
for them ; your honour will wait here 
till I return." 

Suiting the action to the word, ho- 
nest Job immediately descended, 
leaving me alone with my own reflec- 
tions. Just opposite to the closet 
was the door of some apartment; I 
leant accidentally against it; it was 
only ^jar, and gave way ; the ordinary 
consequence in such accidents, is a 
certain precipitation from the centre 
of gravity. I am not exempt from the 
general lot, and accordingly entered 
the room in a manner entirely contrary 
to that which my natural inclination 
would have prompted me to adopt. 
My ear was accosted by a faint voice, 
which proceeded from a bed at the 
opposite comer: it asked, in the 
thieves' dialect, and in the feeble ac- 
cents of bodily weakness, who was 
there 1 I did not judge it necessary 
to make any reply, but was withdraw- 
ing as gently as possible, when my 
eye rested upon a table at the foot of 
the bed^ upon which, among two or 



three miscellaneous articles, were de- 
posited a brace of pistols, and one of 
those admirable swords, made accord- 
ing to the modem military regulation, 
for the united purpose of cut and 
thrust. The light which enabled xne 
to discover the contents of the room, 
proceeded from a rush-light placed in 
the grate ; this general symptom of a 
valetudinarian, together with some 
other little odd matters (combined 
with the weak voice of the speiiker), 
impressed me with the idea of haying 
intraded into the chamber of some 
sick member of the crew. Embold- 
ened by this notion, and by perceiving 
that the curtains were drawn closely 
around the bed, so that the inmate 
could have optical discernment of 
nothing that occurred without, I could 
not resist taking two soft steps to the 
table, and quietly removing a weapon, 
whose bright f&ce seemed to invite me 
as a long-known and long-tried friend. 

This was not, however, done in so 
noiseless a manner, but what the Toice 
again addressed me, in a somewhat 
louder key, by the appellation of 
'' Brimstone Bess," asking, with sun- 
dry oaths, "what was the matter?" 
and requesting something to drink. 
I need scarcely say that, as before, I 
made no reply, but crept out of tiie 
room as gently as possible, blessing 
my good fortune for having thrown 
into my way a weapon with the use of 
which, above all others, I was ac- 
quainted. Scarcely had I reg^ned the 
passage, before Jonson reappeared with 
the keys ; I showed him my treasnre 
(for indeed it was of no size to conceal). 

"Are you mad, sir 1" said he, «*<« 
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do yoa think that the hest way to 
avoid suspicion is to walk about with 
a drawn sword in your hand ] I would 
not have Bess see you for the best dia- 
mond I ever borrowed'* With these 
words Job took the sword from my 
reluctant hand. 

" Where did you get it %" said he. 
I explained in a whisper, and Job, 
re-opening the door I had so uncere- 
moniously entered, laia the weapon 
softly <yii a chair that stood within 
recuSt. The sick man, whose senses 
were of course rendered doubly acute 
by illness, once more demanded in a 
fretful tone, who was there 1 And 
Job replied, in the flash language, 
that Bess had sent him up to look for 
her keys, which she imagined she had 
lefb there. The invalid rejoined by a 
request to Jonson to reach him a 
draught, and we had to undergo a far- 
ther delay until his petition was com- 
plied with ; we then proceeded up the 
passage till we came to another flight 
of steps, which led to a door; Job 
opened it, and we entered a room of 
no common dimensions. 

"This," said he, "is Bess Brim- 
stone's sleeping apartment; whoever 
goes into the passage that leads not 
' only to Dawson's room, but to the 
several other chambers occupied by 
such of the gang as require particular 
eare, must pass first through this 
room. You see that bell by the bed- 
side — I assure you it is no ordinaij 
tintinnabulum ; it communicates with 
eveiy sleeping apartment in the house, 
and is only rung in cases of great 
alarm, when every boy must look well 
to himself; there are two more of this 
description, one in the room which we 
have just left, another in the one 
occupied by Spider-shanks, who is our 
watch-dog, and keeps his kennel be- 
low. Those steps in the common 
room, which seem to lead to a cellar, 
conduct to his den. As we shall have 
to come back through this room, you 
see the difficulty of smuggling Daw- 



son — and if the old dame rung th^ 
alarm, the whole hive would be out in 
a moment." 

After this speech, Job led me from 
the room by a door at the opposite 
end, which showed us a passage, simi* 
lar in extent and fashion to the one 
we had left below ; at the very extre- 
mity of this was the entrance to an 
apartment at which Jonson stopped. 

"Here," said he, taking from his 
pocket a small paper book and an 
ink-horn; "here, your honour, take 
these, you may want to note the heads 
of Dawson's confession, we are now at 
his door." Job then applied one of 
the keys of a tolerably sized bunch to 
the door, and the next moment we 
were in Dawson's apartment. 

The room which, though low and 
narrow, was of considerable length, 
was in utter darkness, and the dim 
and flickering light which Jonson 
held, only struggled with, rather than 
penetrated the thick gloom. About 
the centre of the room stood the bedy 
and sitting upright on it, with a wan 
and hollow countenance, bent eagerly 
towards us, was a meagre, attenuated 
figure. My recollection of Dawson, 
whom, it will be remembered, I had 
only seen once before, was extremely 
£Ednt, but it had impressed me with 
the idea of a middle-sized and rather 
athletic man, with a fair and florid 
complexion : the creature I now saw 
was totally the reverse of this idea. 
His cheeks were yellow and drawn in : 
his hand, which was raised in the act 
of holding aside the curtains, was like 
the talons of a famished vulture, so 
thin was it, so long, so withered in its 
hue and texture. 

No sooner did th6 advancing light 
allow him to see us distinctly, than he 
half sprung from the bed, and cried, 
in that peculiar tone of joy which 
seems to throw off from the breast a 
suffocating weight of previous terror 
and suspense, "Thank Ood, thank 
Qod 1 it is you at last ; and you have 
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brought the clergyman — God blessyou, 
. JonBon, you are a true friend to me." 
" Cheer up, Dawson," said Job ; " I 
hftTe smuggled in this worthy gentle- 
man, who, I have no doubt, will be of 
great comfort to you — but you must 
be open with him, and tell all." 

"That I wiU-that I wUl," cried 
Dawson, with a wild and vindictiye 
expression of countenance — " if it be 
only to hang him. Here, Jonson, give 
me your hand, bring the light nearer — 
I «ay, — ?ie, the devil — the fiend — has 
been here to-day and threatened to 
murder me ; and I have listened, and lis- 
tened, all night, and thought I heard 
biB step along the passage, and up the 
stairs, and at the door ; but it was no- 
thing. Job, nothing — and you are come 
at last, good, kind, worthy Job. Oh ; 
'tis BO horrible to be left in the dark, 
and not sleep — and in this large, large 
room, which looks like eternity at night 
— and one does fancy such sights. Job 
— such horrid, horrid sights. Feel my 
wristband, Jonson, and here at my 
K»ack, you would think they had been 
pouring water over me, but it 's only 
the cold sweat. Oh ! 'tis a fearful 
thing to hare a bad conscience. Job ; 
but you won't leave me till daylight, 
now, that's a dear, good Job ! " 

" For shame, Dawson," said Jonson ; 
"plnck up, and be a man; you are 
like a baby frightened by its nurse. 
Here's the clergyman come to heal 
your poor wounded conscience, will 
you hear him now ? " 

" Yes," said Dawson ; " yes ! — but 
go out of the room— I can't tell all if 
you 're here ; go. Job, go ! — but you 're 
not angry with me — I don't mean to 
offend you." 

« Angry 1 " said Job ; « Lord help 
the poor fellow! no, to be sure not. 
Ill stay outside the door, till you've 
done with the clergyman — but make 
haste, for the night's almost over, and 
it's as much as the parson's life is 
worth to stay here after daybreak." 

** I %oiU make haste," ^aid the guilty 



man, tremulously; ^but Job, where are 
you going — ^what are you doing t feoee 
the light ! here, Job, by the bedmde." 
Job did as he was desiredy and 
quitted the room, leaving tiie door 
not BO firmly shut but that he might 
hear, if the penitent spoke aload, 
every particular of his oonfesBion. 

I seated myself on the side of the 
bed, and taking the skeleton hand of 
the unhappy man^ spoke to him in the 
most consolatory and comforting' words 
I could summon to my assiatmee. 
He seemed gfreatly soothed bj my 
efforts, and at last implored me to let 
him join me in prayer. I knelt down, 
and my lips readily found words fbr 
that language, which, whatever be 
the formula of our fkith, seems, in 
all emotions which eome home to 
our hearts, the most natural method 
of expressing them. It is here, by 
the bed of sickness, or remorae, 
that the ministers of God hare 
their real power! it is here that 
their office is indeed a divine and 
unearthly mission ; and that in breath- 
ing balm and comfort, in healing the 
broken heart, in raising the crushed 
and degraded spirit — they are the 
voice and oracle of the FATHBB^ 
who made us in benevolence, and will * 
judge us in mercy ! I rose, and afler a 
short pause, Dawson, who expre s s ed 
himself impatient for the comfort of 
confession, thus began — 

" I have no time, sir, to speak of 
the earlier part of my life. I passed 
it upon the race-course, and at the 
gaming-table— all that was, I know, 
very wrong and wicked ; but I was a 
wild, idle boy, and eager for umj 
thing like enterprise or mischieC 
Well, sir, it is now more than three 
years ago since I first met with one 
Tom Thornton; it was at a boxing 
match. Tom was chosen chairman, 
at a sort of club of the farmere and 
yeomen ; and being a lively, amuiring 
fellow, and accustomed to the company 
of gentlemen, was a great fovonzlto 
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with all of UB. He was very civil to 
me, and I was quite pleased with his 
notice. I did not, however, see much 
of him then, nor for more than two 
years afterwards; bnt some months 
ago we met again. I was in very poor 
oircumstanees, so was he, and this 
made us closer friends than we might 
otherwise have been. He lived a great 
deal at the gambling-houses, and 
fimcied he had discovered a certain 
method of winning * at hazard. So, 
whenever he could not find agentleman 
whom he could cheat with fulse dice, 
tricks at cards, &c., he would go into 
any hell to tiy his infallible game. 
I did not, however, perceive that he 
made a good living by it : and though 
sometimes, either by that method or 
some other, he had large sums of 
money in his possession, yet they were 
spent as soon as acquired. The fact 
was, that he was not a man that could 
ever grow rich; he was extremely 
extravagant in all things — loved 
women and drinking, and was always 
striving to get into the society of 
people above him. In order to do this, 
he affected great carelessness of money; 
and if, at a race or a cock-fight, any 
real gentiemen would go home with 
.him, he would insist upon treating 
them to the best of everything. 

" Thus, sir, he was always poor, and 
at his wit's end for means to supply 
his extravagance. He introduced me 
to three or four ffentlemen, as he called 
them, but whom I have since found 
to be markers, sharpers, and black- 
legs ; and this set soon dissipated the 
little honesty my own habits of life 
had left me. They never spoke of 
-things by their right names; and, 
therefore, those things never seemed 
BO bad as they really were — ^to swindle 
a gentleman did not sound a crime 
when it was called 'macing a swell,' 
— nor transportation a punishment, 

* A very common delusion, 1>oth among 
•harpers and their prqr* 



when it was termed, with a laugh, 
'lagging a cove.' Thus, insensibly, 
my ideas of right and wrong, always 
obscure, became perfectly confused: 
and the habit oi treating all crimes 
as subjects of jest in familiar con- 
versation, soon made me regard them 
as matters of very trifling importance. 

"Well, sir, at Newmarket races, 
this Spring meeting, Thornton and I 
were on ^ look out. He had come 
down to stay, during the races, at a 
house I had just inherited from my 
&ther, but which was rather an expense 
to me than an advantage ; especially 
as my wife, who was an inn-keeper's 
daughter, was very careless and extra- 
vagant. It 60 happened that we were 
both taken in by a jockey, whom we 
had bribed very largely, and were 
losers to a very considerable amount. 
Among other people, I lost to a Sir 
John Tyrrell. I expressed my vexation 
to Thornton, who told me not to mind 
it, but to tell Sir John that I would 
pay him if he came to the town ; and 
that he was quite sure we could win 
enough, by his certain game at hazard, 
to pay off my debt. He was so very 
urgent, that I allowed myself to be 
persuaded; though Thornton has since 
told me, that his only motive was to 
prevent Sir John's going to the 
Marquess of Chester's (where he was 
invited) with my lord's party ; and so 
to have an opportunity of accomplish- 
ing the crime he then meditated, 

" Accordingly, as Thornton desired, 
I asked Sir John Tyrrell to come 
with me to Newmarket. He did so. 
I left him, joined Thornton, and went 
to the gambling-house. Here we were 
engaged in Thornton's sure gam^ 
when Sir John entered. I went up 
and apologised for not paying, and 
said I would pay him in three months. 
However, Sir John was very angry, 
and treated me with such rudeness, 
that the whole table remarked it. 
When he was gone, I told Thornton 
how hurt and indifmant I was at Sir 



/ 



288 



PELH AM ; 



John's treatment. He incensed me 
still more— exaggerated Sir John's 
conduct — said that I had suffered the 
gprossest insult; and at last put me 
into such a passion, that I said, that 
if I was a gentleman, I would fight 
Sir John Tyrrell across the table. 

" When Thornton saw I was so 
moved, he took me out of the room, 
and carried me to an inn. Here he 
ordered dinner, and several bottles of 
wine. I never could bear much drink : 
he knew this, and artfully plied me 
with wine till I scarcely knew what 
I did or said. He then talked much 
of our destitute situation — affected to 
put himself out of the question — said 
he was a single man, and could easily 
make shift upon a potato— but that 
I was encumbered with a wife and 
child, whom I could not suffer to 
starve. He then said, that Sir John 
Tyrrell had publicly disgraced me — 
that I should be blown upon the 
course — ^that no gentleman would bet 
with me again, and a great deal more 
of the same sort. Seeing what, an 
effect he had produced upon me, he 
then told me that he had seen Sir 
John receive a large sum of money, 
which would more than pay our debts, 
and set us up like gentlemen, and, at 
last, he proposed to me to rob him. 
Intoxicated as I was, I was somewhat 
startled at this proposition. However, 
the slang terms in which Thornton dis- 
guised the greatness and danger of the 
offence, very much diminished both 
in my eyes — so at length I consented. 
" We went to Sir John's inn, and 
learnt that he had just set out: 
accordingly we mounted our horses 
and rode after him. The night had 
already closed in. After we had got 
some distance from the main road, into 
a lane, which led both to my house and 
to Chester Park — ^for the former was 
on the direct way to my lord's — we 
passed a man on horseback. I only 
observed that he was wrapped in a 
cloak — but Thornton said, directly we 



had passed him, 'I know that man 
well — he has been following Tyrrell all 
day — and though he attempts to screen 
himself, I have penetrated his diflgnise : 
—he is Tyrrell's mortal enemy.' 

" * Should the worst come to the 
worst,' added Thornton, (words whidi I 
did not at that moment nnderstand,) 
' we can make him bear the blame.' 

** When we had got some way further, 
we came up to Tyrrell and a gentle- 
man, whom, to our great dismay, we 
found that Sir John had joined — the 
gentleman's horse had met with «n 
accident, and Thornton dismounted to 
offer his assistance. He assured the 
gentleman, who proved afterwards to 
be a Mr. Pelham that the horse was 
quite lame, and that he would scarcely 
be able to get it home ; and he then 
proposed to Sir John to accompany 
us, and said that we would put him in 
the right road ; this offer Sir John 
rejected very haughtily, and we rode on. 
" * It's all up with us,' said I ; ' since 
he has joined another person.' 
. "'Not at all,' replied Thornton; 
/ for I managed to give the horse a sly 
poke with my knife ; and if I know 
any thing of Sir John. Tyrrell, he is 
much too impatient a spark to crawl 
along, a snail's pace, with any com- 
panion, especially with this heavy 
shower coming on.' 

'' ' But,' said I, for I now b^;an to 
recover from my intoxication, and to 
be sensible of the nature of oor 
undertaking, 'the moon is up, and 
unless this shower conceals it. Sir 
John will recognise us; so you see^ 
even if he leave the gentlemaii, it 
will be no use, and we had much 
better make haste home and go to bed.' 
''Upon this, Thornton cursed me 
for a faint-hearted fellow, and said 
that the cloud would effectually hide 
the moon— or, if not — he added—' I 
know how to silence a prating tongue.' 
At these words I was greatly alarmed, 
and said, that if he meditated murder 
as well as robbery, I would have 
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nothing farther to do with it. Thorn- 
toa Uughed, and told xdb not to be a 
fo<^ While we were thus debating, 
a heavy shower came on; we rode 
hastily to a large tree, by the side of 
a pond — ^whieh, though bare and 
withered, was the nearest sheltw.the 
country afforded, and was only a very 
short distance from my house. I 
wished to go home — ^but Thornton 
would not let me, and as I was always 
in the habit of yielding, I remained 
wiUi him, though very reluctantly, 
under the tree. 

'* Presently, we heard the trampling 
of a horse. 

'' ' It is he — it is he,' cried Thornton 
with a savage tone of exultation — 
'and alone! — Be ready — we must 
make a rush — I will be the one to 
'bid him to deliver — you hold your 
tongue.' 

" The clouds and rain had so over- 
cast the night, that, although it was 
not perfectly dark, it was sufficiently 
obscure to screen our countenances. 
Just as Tyrrell approached Thornton 
dashed forward, and cried, in a feigned 
voice — ' Stand, on your peril !' I fol- 
lowed, and we were now both by Sir 
John's side. 

" He attempted to push by us— but 
Thornton seized him by the arm — 
thm was a stout struggle, in which, 
as yet, I had no share ; at last, Tyrrell 
got loose from Thornton, and I seized 
him — he set spurs to his horse, which 
was a yerj spirited. and strong animal 
-*-it reared upwards, and very nearly 
bsonght me and my horse to the 
ground — at that instant, l^omton 
atouck the unfortunate man a violent 
blow aeroes the head with the butt- 
eod of his heavy whip — Sir John's hat 
had fiiUen before in the struggle, and 
the blow WM so stunning that it 
filled him upon the spot. Thornton 
dismounted, and made me do the 
same — * There is no time to lose,' said 
ht; ' let us drag him from the road- 
aide, and rifle him.* We accordingly 
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carried him (he was still senselesa) to 
the side of the pond before mentioned. 
While we were searcMi^ for the 
money Thornton spoke o^ the storm 
ceased, and the moon broke out — ^we 
were detained some moments by the 
accident of Tyrrell's having trans- 
ferred his pocket-book from the 
poeket Thornton had seen him put it 
in on the race-ground to an inner one. 

" We had just discovered, and seized 
the pocket-book, when Sir John awoke 
from his swoon, and his eyes opened 
upon Thornton, who was still bending 
over him, and looking at the contents 
of the book to see that all was right ; 
the moonlight left Tyrrell in no doubt 
as to our persons; and struggling 
hard to get up, he cried, 'I know 
you ! I know you ! you shall hang for 
this.' No sooner had he uttered this 
imprudence, than it was all over with 
him. * We will see that. Sir John,' 
said Thornton, setting his knee upon 
Tyrrell's chest, and nailing him down. 
While thus employed, he told me to 
feel in his coat-pocket for a case- 
knife. 

" ' For God's sake,' cried Tyrrell, 
with a tone of agonising terror which 
haunts me still, ' spare my life ! ' 

'' ' It is too late,' said Thornton, 
deliberately, and taking the knife 
from my hands, he plunged it into Sir 
John's side, and as the blade was too 
short to reach the vitals, Thornton 
drew it backwards and forwards to 
widen the wound. Tyrr^ was a strong 
man, and still continued to struggle 
and call out for mercy — ^Thornton 
drew out the knife — Tyrrell seized it 
by the blade, and his fingers were cut 
through before Thornton could snatch 
it from his grasp; the wretched 
gentleman then saw all hope was 
over: he uttered one loud, sharp 
cry of despair. Thornton put one hand 
to his mouth, and with the other 
gashed his throat from ear to ear. 

" ' Tou have done for him and for 
; us now,' said I, as Thornton slowly 
' u 19 
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rose from the body. * No/ replied he, 
' look, he still moves ; ' and sure 
enough he did, but it was in the last 
agony. However, Thornton, to make 
all sure, plunged the knife again into 
his body : the blade came in contact 
with a bone, and snapped in two : 
BO great was the violence of the blow, 
that, instead of remaining in the 
flesh, the broken piece fell upon the 
ground among the long fern and grass. 

" While we were employed in 
searching for it, Thornton, whose ears 
were much sharper than mine, caught 
the sound of a horse. ' Mount ! 
mount !' he cried, 'and let us be off!' 
We sprung upon our horses, and rode 
away as fast as we could. I wished 
to go home, as it was so near at hand ; 
but Thornton insisted on making to 
an old shed, about a quarter of a mile 
across the fields: thither, therefore, 
we went." 

" Stop," said I : "what did Thornton 
do with the remaining part of the 
case-knife 1 Did he throw it away, or 
carry it with him V* 

" He took it with him," answered 
Dawson, " for his name was engraved 
on a silver plate on the handle ; and 
he was therefore afraid of throwing it 
into the pond, as I advised, lest at 
any time it should be discovered. 
Close by the shed there is a plantation 
of young firs of some extent : Thornton 
and I entered, and he dug a hole with 
the broken blade of the knife, and 
buried it, covering up the hole again 
with the earth." 

" Describe the place," said I. Daw- 
son paused, and seemed to recollect. 
I was on the very tenterhooks of 
suspense, for I saw with one glance all 
the importance of his reply. 

After some moments, he shook his 
head : " I cannot describe the place," 
said he, " for the wood is so thick ; 
yet I know the exact spot so well, 
that, were I in any part of the 
plantation, I could point it out 
immediately." 



I told him to pause again, and 
recollect himself; and at all events^ 
to try to indicate the place. Howerov 
his account was so confused and 
perplexed, that I was forced to g^ve 
up the point in despair, and he- 
continued. 

" After we had done this, Thomto& 
told me to hold the horses, and said 
he would go alone, to spy whether we- 
might return ; accordingly he did eo, 
and brought back word, in about half* 
an hour, that he had crept caationaly 
along till in sight of the place, and 
then, throwing himself down on his 
face by the ridge of a bank, had 
observed a man (who he was sure was 
the person with a cloak we had passed, 
and who, he said, was Sir Reginald 
Olanville) mount his horse on the 
very spot of the murder, and ride off, 
while another person (Mr. Pelham^ 
appeared, and also discovered the &tal 
place. 

" ' There is no doubt now,' said he, 
'that we shall have the hue-and-cry 
upon us. However, if you are staunch 
and stout-hearted, no possible danger 
can come to us; for you may leaTe 
me alone to throw the whole guilt- 
upon Sir Reginald Glanville.* 

"We then mounted, and rode 
home. We stole up stairs by the back 
way. Thornton's linen and hands 
were stained with blood. The former 
he took off, locked up carefully, and 
burnt the first opportunity : the latter 
he washed ; and, that the water might 
not lead to detection, drank it. We 
then appeared as if nothing had 
occurred, and learnt that Mr. Pelham. 
had been to the house ; but as, very 
fortunately, our out-buildings had 
been lately robbed by some idle people 
my wife and servants had refused to 
admit him. I was thrown into great 
agitation, and was extremely fright- 
ened. However, as Mr. Pelham had 
left a message that we were to go to 
the pond, Thornton insisted upon our 
repairing there to avoid suspicion.** 
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Dawson then proceeded to say, that, 
on their return, as he was still ex- 
ceedingly nervous, Thoimton insisted 
on his going to bed. "Wlien our party 
from Lord Chester's came to the house, 
Thornton went into Dawson's room, 
and made him swallow a large tumbler 
of brandy ;* this intoxicated him so 
as to make him less sensible to his 
dangerous situation. Afterwards, when 
the pictilre was found, which circum- 
stance Thornton communicated to 
him, along with that of the threatening 
letter sent by Olanyille to the deceased, 
which was discovered in Tyrrell's 
pocket book, Dawson recovered cou- 
rage, and justice being entirely thrown 
on a wrong scent, he managed to pass 
his examination without suspicion. 
He then went to town with Thornton, 
and constantly attended ''the club" 
to which Jonson had before intro- 
duced him ; at first, among his new 
comrades, and while the novel flush 
of the money he had so fearfully 
acquired, lasted, he partially succeeded 
in stifling his remorse. But the suc- 
cess of crime is too contrary to nature 
to continue long ; his poor wife, whom, 
in spite of her extravagant, and his 
dissolute habits, he seemed really to 
love, fell ill, and died ; on her death- 
bed she revealed the suspicions she 
had formed of his crime, and said that 
those suspicions had preyed upon, 
and finally destroyed her health : this 
awoke him from the guilty torpor of 
his conscience. His share of the mo- 
ney, too, the greater • part of which 
Thornton had bullied out of him, was 
gone. He fell, as Job had said, into 
despondency and gloom, and often 
spoke to Thornton so forcibly of his 
remorse, and so earnestly of his gnaw- 
ing and restless desire to appease his 
mind, by surrendering himself to jus- 
tice, that the fears of that villain grew, 
at length, so thoroughly alarmed, as 

* A common practice with thieves who 
fear the weak nerves of their accomplices. 



to procure his removal to his present 
abode. 

It was here that his real punishment 
commenced ; closely confined to his 
apartment, at the remotest comer of 
the house, his solitude was never bro- 
ken but by the short and hurried 
visits of his female gaoler, and (worse 
even than loneliness) the occasional in- 
vasions of Thornton. There appeared 
to be in that abandoned wretch, what, 
for the honour of human nature, is but 
rarely found, viz. a love of sin, not for 
its objects, but itself. With a malig- 
nity, doubly fiendish from its inutility, 
he forbade Dawson the only indul- 
gence he craved — a light during the 
dark hours; and not only insulted 
him for his cowardice, but even added 
to his terrors by threats of effectually 
silencing them. 

These fears had so wildly worked 
upon the man's mind, that prison it- 
self appeared to hiih an elysium to 
the hell he endured : and when his 
confession was ended, and I said, ** If 
you can be freed from this place, 
would you repeat before a magistrate 
all that you have now told mel" he 
started up in delight at the very 
thought. In truth, besides his re- 
morse, and that inward and impelling 
voice which, in all the annals of 
murder, seems to urge the criminal 
onwards to the last expiation of his 
guilt — besides these, there mingled in 
his mind a sentiment of bitter, yet cow- 
ardly, vengeance, agidnst his inhuman 
accomplice; and perhaps he found 
consolation for his own fate, in the 
hope of wreaking upon Thornton's 
head somewhat of the tortures that 
ruffian had inflicted upon him. 

I had taken down in my book the 
heads of the confession, and I now 
hastened to Jonson, who, waiting with- 
out the door, had (as I had anticipated) 
heard all. 

" You see,'* said I, " that, however 
satisfactory this recital has been, it 
contains no secondary or innate proofi 
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to oonfinn it ; the aofy oTidenoe with 
which it could fanush us, would be 
the remnant of the broken knife, en- 
graved with Thornton's name; but 
you haye heard from DawBon's aoeount> 
how imposaible it would bo in an ex- 
tennve wood, for any one to discover 
the spot but himselfl Ton will agree 
with me, therefore, that we must not 
leave this house without Dawson." 

Job changed colour slightly. 

" I see as clearly as you do," said he, 
"that it will be necessary for my an- 
nuity, and your friend's full acquittal, 
to procure Dawson's personal evidence, 
but it is late now ; the men may be 
still drinking below; Besti may be still 
awake and stirring; even if she 
sleeps, how could we pass her room 
without disturbing her 1 I own that 
I do not see a chance of effecting his 
escape to-night, without ineurring the 
most probable peril of having our 
throats cut. Leave it, therefore, to me 
to procure his release as soon as possi- 
ble — probably to-morrow, and let us 
now quietly retire, content with what 
we have yet got." 

Hitherto I had implicitly obeyed 
Job : it was now my turn to com- 
mand. ''Look you," said I, calmly 
but stendy, " I have come into this 
house under your guidance, solely to 
procure the evidence of that man; the 
evidence lie has, as yet, given may 
not be worth a straw ; and, »nce I 
have veiitured among the knives of 
your assodatesy it shall be for seme 
purpose. I tell you foirly ttet, wkd- 
ther you befriend or betray me, I will 
either leave these walla with Dawwm, 
or remain in them a corpse." 

" You are a bold blade, sir," said 
Jonson, who seemed rather to respect 
than resent the determination of my 
tone, " and we will see what can be 
done; wait here, your honour, wlnle 
I go down to see if the boys are gone 
to bed, and the coast is clear." 

Job desoended^ and I re-entered 
Amwa'b room. Whoa I told him 



that WB were i«Bolv«d, if poMlble, to 
eflbct his escape, nothing oould exceed 
his transport and gratitude ; this was^ 
indeed, expressed inso mean and ser- 
vile a manner, mixed with so many 
petty threats of vengeance against 
Thornton, that I could scareely con- 
ceal my disgust. 

Jonson returned, and beokoned me 
out of the room. 

« They are all in bed, sir,** said he 
— '' Bess as wdl as the rest ; indeed, 
the old girl has lushed so well at tiie 
bingo, that she sleeps as if her next 
morrow was the day of judgment. 
I have, also, seen that the street-door is 
still unbarred, so that, upon the whole^ 
we have, perhaps, as good a chanee 
to-night as we may ever have agadn. 
All my fear is about that cowardly 
lubber. I have left both Bess's doom 
wide open, so we have nothing to do 
but to creep through ; as for me, I am 
an old file, and could steal my way 
through a sick man's room, like a 
sunbeam through a k^-hole." 

"Well," said I, in the same strain, 
" I «m no elephant, and my dancnn^ 
master used to tell me I might tread 
on a butterfly's wing without brushing 
off a tint : (poor Coulon ! he little 
thought of the use his lessons woald 
be to me hereafter ! — ) so let us be 
quick. Master Job." 

" Stop," said Jonson ; " I have yet 
a ceremony to perform with oar 
caged bird. I must put a fresh ga|f 
on his month ; for though, if be es- 
capes, I must leave England, p^haiMi 
for ever, for fear of the jolly boys^ 
and, therefore, care not what he blalis 
about me; yet there are a fow fine 
follows amongst the club, whom I 
wonld not havelturt fbr the Indies; 
so I shall makeMaster Dawson take 
our laM oath — the Devil himnelf 
would not break that, I think ! Y-onr 
honour will stay outside the door, 
for we can have no witness while it is 
administered " 

Job then entered ; I stood without; 
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•—in a few minutes I heard Dawson's 
▼oioe in the accents of supplication. 
Socm after Job returned. " The cra- 
ven dog won't take the oath/' said he, 
''and may my right hand rot above 
ground before it shall turn key for 
him unless he does." But wl^en Daw- 
son saw that Job had left the room, 
'and withdrawn the light, the con- 
sdence-fttricken coward came to the 
door, and implored Job to return. 
** WUl you swear, then V* said Jonson; 
"1 will, I will," was the answer. 

Job then re-entered — ^minutes passed 
away — Job re-appeared, and Dawson 
was dressed, and clinging hold of him 
— ^'^ All's right I" said he to me, with 
a satisfied air. 

The oath had been taken — what it 
was I know not — hut it ttxw never 
broken.* 

Dawson and Job wait first — I fol- 
lowed — ^we passed the passage, and 
came to the chamber of the sleeping 
Mrs. Brimstone. Job bent eagerly 
forward to listen, before we entered ; 
he took hold of Dawson's arm, and 
beckoning to me to follow, stole, with a 
step that the blind mole would not 
have heard, across the room. Care- 
fully did the practised thief veU the 
candle he carried with his hand, as he 
now began to pass by the bed. I saw 
that Dawson trembled like a leaf, and 
the palpitation of his limbs made his 
step audible and heavy. Just as they 
had half-way passed the bed, I turned 
my look on Brimstone Bees, and ob- 
served with a shuddering thrill, her 
ejes slowly open, and fix upon the 
fbims of my companions. Dawson's 
gaze had been bent in the same direc- 
tion, and when he met the full, glassy 
Btaie of the beldame's eyes, he uttered 
a fidnt scream. This completed our 
danger ; had it not been for that ex- 
clamation, Bess might, in the uncer- 

* Those conversant with the annals of 
Newgate, well know how religiously the 
oaths of these fearful Freemasonries are 
Icept 



tain vision of drowsiness, have passed 
over the third person, a^ fancied it 
was only myself and Jonson, in our 
way from Dawson's apartment; but 
no sooner had her ear caught the 
sound, than she started up, and sat 
erect on her bed, gazing at us in min- 
gled wrath and astonishment. 

That was a fearful moment— we 
stood rivetted to the spot ! "Oh, my 
kiddies," cried Bess, at last finding 
speech, "you are in Queer-street, I 
trow ! Plant your stumps, Master 
Guinea Pig ; you are going to stall off 
the Daw's baby in prime twig, ehl 
But Bess stags you, my cove ! Bess 
stags you." * 

Jonson looked irresolute for one in- 
stant ; but the next he had decided. 
" Run, run," cried he, " for your lives;" 
and he and Dawson (to whom fear did 
indeed lend wings) were out of the 
room in an instant. I lost no time in 
following their example ; but the vigi- 
lant and incensed hag was too quick 
for me; she pulled violently the bell, 
on which she had already placed her 
hand : the alarm rang like an echo in 
a cavern ; below — around — fax — ^near 
— ^from wall to. wall — from <Aamberto 
chamber, the sound seemed multiplied 
and repeated! and in the same breath- 
ing point of time, she sprang from her 
bed, and seized me, just as I had 
reached the door. 

" On, on, on," cried Jonson's voice 
to Dawson, as they had already gained 
the passage, and left the whole room, 
and the staircase beyond, in utter 
darkness. 

-With a firm, muscular, nervous gripe, 
which almost showed a masculine 
strength, the hag clung to my throat 
and breast ; behind, among someof the 
numerous rooms in the passage we had 
! left, I heard sounds, which told too 
plainly how rapidly the alarm had 
spread. A door opened — steps ap- 

* ** HaU,->Haster Guinea Pig, you an 
going to steal Dawson away, eh ? Bat Bern 
seee you, my man, Bess sees you ! ** 
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proached — ^my ^ate seemed fixed : but 
despair gave me energy: it -was no 
time for the ceremonials dne to the 
beau sexe. I dashed Bess to the 
ground, tore myself from her relaxing 
grasp, and fled down the steps with 
all the precipitation the darkness 
would allow. I gained the passage, 
at the &r end of which hung the lamp, 
now weak and waning in its socket, 
which, it will be remembered, burnt 
close by the sick man's chamber that 
I had so unintentionally entered. A 
thought flashed upon my mind, and 
lent me new nerves and fresh speed ; 
I flew along the passage, guided by 
the dying light. The staircase I had 
left, shook with the footsteps of my 
pursuers. I was at the door of the 
sick thief — I burst it open — seized the 
sword as it lay within reach on 
the chair, where Jonson had placed it, 
and feeling, at the touch of the &mi- 
liar weapon, as if the might of ten 
men had been transferred to my single 
arm, I bounded down the stairp before 
me — passed the door at the bottom, 
which Dawson had fortunately left 
open — flung it back almost upon the 
face of my advancing enemies, and I 
found myself in the long passage 
which led to the street-door, in safety, 
but in the thickest darkness. A light 
flashed from a door to the left ; the 
door was that of the "Common room" 
which we had first entered ; it opened, I 
and Spider-shanks, with one of his i 
comrades, looked forth, the former 
holding a light. I darted by them, 
and, guided by their lamp, fled along 
the passage, and reached the door. 
Imagine my dismay — when, either 
through accident, or by the desire of 
my fugitive companions to impede 
pursuit, I found it unexpectedly 
closed ! 

The two villains had now come up 
to me ; close at their heels were two 
more, probably my pursuers from the 
upper apartments. Providentially 



the passage was (as I before said) ex- 
tremely narrow, and as long as no fire- 
arms were used, nor a general, rush 
resorted to, I had little doubt of being 
able to keep the ruffians at bay, until I 
had hit upon the method of springing 
the latQh, and so winning my escape 
from the house. 

While my left hand was employed 
in feeling the latch, I made such good 
use of my right, as to keep my anta- 
gonists at a safe distance. The one 
who was nearest to me, was Fib Fake- 
screw ; he was armed with a weapon 
exactly similar to my own. The whole 
passage rung with oaths and threats. 
"Crash the cull— down with him — 
down with him before he dubs the 
jigger. Tip him the degan. Fib, &ke 
him through and through ; if he pikes, 
we shall all be scragged."* 

Hitherto, in the confrision, I had 
not been able to recal Job's instmo- 
tions in opening the latch ; at last I 
remembered, and pressed the screw — 
the latch rose — I opened the door ; 
but not wide enough to escape through 
the aperture. The ruffians saw my 

escape at hand. "Rush the b 

cove ! rush him ! " cried the loud voice of 
one behind ; and, at the word. Fib was 
thrown forwards upon the extended 
edge of my blade ; scarcely with an 
effort of my own arm the sword en- 
tered his bosom, and he fell at my feet 
bathed in blood; the motion which, 
the men thought would prove my de- 
struction, became my salvation ; stag- 
gered by the fall of their companion^ 
they gave way: I seized advantage 
of the momentary confrision — threw 
open the door, and, mindful of Job's 
admonition, turned to the right, and 
fled onwards, with a rapidity which 
baffled and mocked pursuit. 

* ** Kill the fellow, down with him before 
he opens the door. Stab him, through and 
through : if he gets off we shall all be 
hanged." 
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CHAPTER LXXXIV. 



Ule Tiam secat ad nares sooiosque revisit.— VmoiL. 



The day had already dawned, but 
all was still and silent; my footsteps 
smote the solitary pavement with a 
strange and unanswered sound. Ne- 
yertheless, though all pursuit had long 
ceased, I still continued to run on 
mechanically, till, faint and breathless, 
I was forced to pause. I looked round, 
but could recognise nothing familiar 
in the narrow and filthy streets ; even 
the names of them were to me like an 
unknown language. After a brief 
rest I renewed my wanderings, and at 
length came to an alley, called River 
Lane ,* the name did not deceive me, 
but brought me, after a short walk to 
the Thames ; there, to myi inexpres- 
fiible joy, I discovered a solitary boat- 
man, and transported myself forthwith 
to the Whitehall-stairs. 

Never, I ween, did gay gallant, in 
the decaying part of the season, arrive 
at those stairs for the sweet purpose 
of accompanying his own mistress, or 
another's wife to green Richmond, or 
sunny Hampton, with more eager and 
animated delight than I felt when 
rejecting the arm of the rough boat- 
man, and leaping on the well-known 
stones. I hastened to that stand of 
*'jarvies" which has often been the 
hope and shelter of belated member 
of St. Stephen's, or bewetted fugitive 
from the Opera — startled a sleeping 
•coachman, — ^flung myself into his ve- 
hicle, — and descended at Mivart's. 

The drowsy porter surveyed, and 
told me to be gone ; I had forgotten, 
till then, my strange attire. " Pooh, 
my friend," said I, "may not Mr. Pel- 
ham go to a masquerade as well as his 
betters 1" My voice and words unde- 
•ceived my Cerberus, and I was ad- 



mitted; I hastened to bed, and no 
sooner had I laid my hpad on my 
pillow, than I fell fast asleep. It must 
be confessed, that I had deserved 
*' tired Nature's sweet restorer." 

I had not been above a couple of 
hours in the land of dreams, when I 
was awakened by some one grasping my^ 
arm : the events of the past night were 
so fresh in my memory, that I sprung 
up, as if the knife was at my throat — 
my eyes opened upon the peaceful 
countenance of Mr. Job Jonson. 

" Thank Heaven, sir, you are safe ! 
I had but a very ia,mi hope of finding 
you here when I came." 

"Why," said I, rubbing my eyes, 
" it is very true tha^ I am safe, honest 
Job : but, I believe, I have few thanks 
to give yov, for a circumstance so 
peculiarly agreeable to myself. It 
would have saved me much trouble, 
and your worthy friend, Mr. Fib 
Fakescrew, some pain, if you had left 
the door open — ^instead of shutting 
me up with your dvb, as you are 
pleased to call it!" 

" Very true, sir/ said Job, " and 
I ^m extremely sorry at the accident ; ' 
it was Dawson who shut the door, 
through utter unconsciousness, though 
I told him especially not to do it — 
the poor dog did not know whether he 
was on his head or his heels." 

" You have got him safe," said I, 
quickly. 

" Ay, trust me for that, your honour. 
I have locked him up at home while I 
came here to look for you." 

" We will lose no time in transfer- 
ring him to safer custody," said I, 
leaping out of bed ; " but be off to 
Street directly," 



296 



PELHAM ; 



" Slow and sure, sir," answered 
Jonson. "It is for you to do what- 
ever you please, but my part of the 
business is over. I shall sleep at 
Dover to-night, and breakfast at Calais 
to-morrow. Perhaps it will not be 
very inconvenient to your honour to 
furnish me with my first quarter's 
annuity in advance, and to see that 
the rest is duly paid into Lafitte's, at 
Paris, for the use of Captain de Courey. 
Where I shall live hereafter is at pre- 
sent uncertain; but I dare say there 
will be few comers except old England 
and new England in which I shall not 
■ make merry on your honour's bounty.** 

" Pooh ! my good fellow," rejoined 
I, " never desert a country to which 
your talents do such credit; stay here, 
and reform on your annuity. If ever 
I can accomplish my own wishes, I 
will consult yours still ferther ; for I 
shall always think of your services 
with gratitude, — though you did shut 
the door in my face." 

" No, sir," replied Job — " life is a 
blessing I would fain enjoy a few years 
longer ; and, at present, my sojourn in 
England would put it wofolly in dan- 
ger of ' dub law.* Besides, I begin to 
think that a good character is a very 
agreeable thing, when not too trou- 
blesome : and, as I have none left in 
England, I may as well make the 
experiment abroad. If your honour 
will call at the magistrate's, and take 
a warrant and an officer, for the pur- 
pose of ridding me of my charge, at 
the very instant I see my responsibility 
at an end I will have the honour of 
bidding you adieu." 

" Well, as you please," said I.— 
"Curse your scoundrel's cosmetics! 
How the deuce am I ever to r^ain 
my natural complexion? Look ye, 
sirrah ! you have painted me with a 
long wrinkle on the left side of n^ 
mouth, big enough to engpilf all the 
beauty I ever had. Why, water seems 
to have no effect upon it ! " 

"To be sure. not, sir/* sud Job, 



calmly — " I should be but a poor 
dauber if my paints washed off with a 
wet sponge." 

" Qrant me patience!" cried I, in 
a /eal panic : " how, in the name of 
Heaven, are they to wash off! Aja I, 
before I have reached my twenty-third 
year, to look like a methodist parson 
on the wrong side of forty, you raaeal ! ** 

" The latter question, your honom 
can best answer,'* retained Job. ** With 
regard to the former,! have an nngncat 
here, if yon will snffisr me to aipplj ity 
which will remove all other coIoqtb 
than those which nature has bestowed 
upon you." 

With that. Job prodnoed a small 
box ; and, after a brief submission to 
his skill, I had. the ineffable joy of 
beholding myself restored to my ori- 
ginal state. Nefvertheless, my delight 
was somewhat checked by the loss of 
my curls: I thanked Heaven, how- 
ever, tiiat the damage had bec»L soa* 
tained after Ellen's acceptation of xoy 
addresses. A lover confined to obi^ 
should not be too destructive, for fear 
of the consequences to the remainder 
of the female world i^KSompaaaion is 
ever due to the fiiir sex. 

My toilet being concluded, Jonson 
and I repaired to the magistrate's. 
He waited at the comer of the street^ 
while I entered the house — 

"Twere vain to tall what shook the Im^ 

Man, 
Who looked, not lovingly, at that divan.** 

Having summoned to my aid the 

redoubted Mr. • of mnlberxT- 

cheeked recollection, we entered a 
hackney coach, and drove to Jonaon^ 
lodgings, Job mounting g^uard on the 
box. 

" I think, sir," said Mr. , look- 
ing up at the man of two virtoMy 
"that I have had the pleasure of 
seeing that gentleman before.*' 

"Very Ukely," said I; "he is a 
yoong man greatly about town.*' 

When we had stielty lodged DMnoii 
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(who seemed more collected, and even 
courageous, than I had ezpeeted) in 
the coach. Job beckoned me into a 
little parlour. I signed him <a draft 
on my bankers for one hundred 
pounds — though at that time it was 
like letting the last drop from my 
veins — and faithfully promised, should 
Dawson's evidence procure the desired 
end (of which indeed, there was now 
no doubt,) that the annuity should 
be regularly paid, as he desired. We 
then took an affectionate farewell of 
each other. 

" Adieu, sir ! " said Job, " I depart 
into anewworld — ^that of honestmen !" 

" If so," said I, " adieu indeed ! — 
for on this earth we shall never meet 
again !" 



We returned to 



Street. As I 



was descending from the coach, a 
female, wrapped from head to foot in 
a cloak, came eagerly up to me, and 
seized me by the arm. " For God's 
sake,'* said she, in a low, hurried voice, 
" come aside, and speak to me for a 
single moment." Consigning Dawson 
to the sole charge of the officer, I did 
as I was desired. When we had got 
some paces down the street, the 
female stopped. Though she held her 
veil closely drawn over her fece, her 
voice and air were not to be mistaken : 
I knew her at once. " Qlanville," said 
she, with great agitation, " Sir Eegi- 
nald Glanville ; tell me, is he in real 
danger?" She stopped short — she 
could say no more. 

" I trust not ! " said I, appearing not 
to recognise the speaker. 

"I trust not!" she repeated; "is 
that all !" And then the passionate 
feelings of her sex overcoming every 
other consideration, she seized me by 
the hand, and said — "Oh, Mr. Pelham, 
for mercy's sake, tell me, is he in the 
power of that villain Thornton 1 You 
need disguise nothing from me; I 
know all the fiital history." 

" Compose yonnelf, dear, dear Lady 
Sosefville," said I, soothingly; '^forit 



is in vain any longer to affect not to 
know you. QbmviUfi is safe ; I have 
brought with me a witness whose 
testimony mu^ release him." 

"Gk)d bless yon, God bless you J" 
said Lady BoseviUe, and she burat 
into tears; butahe dried them directly, 
and recovering some portion of that 
dignity which never long forsakes a 
woman of virtuous and educated mind, 
she resumed, proudly, yet bitterly— 
" It is no ordinary motive, no motive 
which you might reasonably impute 
to me, that has brought me here. 
Sir R^inald Glanville can never be 
anything more to me than a friend — 
but, of all friends, the most known 
and valued. I learned from hi» 
servant of his disappearance ; and my 
acquaintance with his secret history 
enabled me to account for it in the 
most fearful manner. In short, I — I — 
but ^explanations are idle now; you 
will never say that yon have seen me 
here, Mr. Pelham : you will endeavour 
even to forget it — fiuwrelL" 

Lady BoseviUe, then drawing her 
cloak closely round her, left me with 
a fleet and light stop, and, turning the 
corner of the street, disappeared. 

I returned to my charge : I demanded 
an immediate interview with the 
magistrate. "I have come," said I, 
"to redeem my pledge, and procure 
the acquittal' of the innocent." I then 
briefly related my adventures, only 
concealing (according to my promise) 
all description of my help-mate. Job ; 
and prepared the worthy magistrate 
for the confession and testimony of 
Dawson. That unhappy man had j ust 
concluded his narration, when an 
officer entered, and whispered the 
magistrate that Thornton was in 
waiting. 

"Admit him," said Mr. , 

aloud. Thornton entered with hia 
usual eai^ and swaggering air of 
eflfrontery : but no sooner did he set 
his eyes upon Dawson, than a deadly 
and withering change pMStd over 
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his countenance. Dawson could not 
bridle the cowardly petulance of his 
spite. " They know all, Thornton ! " 
said he, with a look of triumph. The 
villain turned slowly from him to us, 
muttering something we could not 
hear. He saw upon my f&ce, upon 
the magistrate's, that his doom was 



sealed: his desperation gsve him 
presence of mind, and he made a 
sudden rush to the door ; — the officers 
in waiting seized him. Why should 
I detail the rest of the scene? He 
was that day fully committed for trials 
and Sir Be^nald Glanyille honourably 
released, and unhesitatingly acquitted. 



CHAPTER LXXXV. 



Un hymen qu'on wuhaite 
Entre lea gens comme nous est chose bientOt-faite, 
Je te veux ; me veuz-tu de mtaie ? — ^Moubrx. 

60 may he res^ his faults lie gently on him.— Shakspbarc 



Thb main interest of my adventures 
— if, indeed, I may flatter mjrself 
that they ever contained any — is now 
over; the mystery is explained, the 
innocent acquitted, and the guilty 
condemned. Moreover, all obstacles 
between the marriage of the unworthy 
hero with the peerless heroine being 
removed, it ^ould be but an idle 
prolixity to linger over the preliminary 
details of an orthodox and customary 
courtship. Nor is it for me to dilate 
upon the exaggerated expressions of 
gratitude, in which the afi^ectionate 
heart of Glanville found vent for my 
fortunate exertions on his behalf. He 
was not willing that any praise to 
which I might be entitled for them, 
should be lost. He narrated to Lady 
Ol^anville and Ellen my adventures 
with the comrades of the worthy Job; 
from the lips of the mother, and the 
eyes of the dear sister, came my 
•sweetest addition to the good fortune 
which had made me the instrument of 
Olanville's safety and acquittal. I was 
not condemned to a long protraction 
•of that time, which, if it be justly 
termed the happiest of our lives, toe, 
(viz. all true lovers,) through that 
perversity common to human nature, 
most ardently wish to terminate. 



I On that day month which saw 
Glanville's release, my bridals were 
appointed. Beginald was even more 
eager than myself in pressing for an 
early day; firmly persuaded that his 
end was rapidly approaching, his most 
prevailing desire was to witness our 
union. This wish, and the interest 
he took in our happiness, gave him 
an energy and animation which im« 
pressed us with the deepest hopes for 
his ultimate recovery; and the &tal 
disease to which he was a prey, nnrBed 
the fondness of our hearts by the 
bloom of cheek, and brightness of eye^ 
with which it veiled its desolating and 
gathering progress. 
From the eventful day on which 1 

had seen Lady Roseville, in 

Street, we had not met. She had 
shut herself up in her splendid home, 
and the newspapers teemed with r^^t 
at the reported illness and certjun 
seclusion of one whose fStes and 
gaieties had furnished them with their 
brightest pages. The only one ad- 
mitted to her was Ellen. To her, she 
had for some time made no secret of 
her attachment — and from her the 
daily news of Sir Reginald's health 
was ascertained. Several times, whea 
at a late hour I left Qlanville's apwt- 
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•ments, I passed tlie figure of a woman, 
closely muffled, and apparently W9.teh- 
ing before his windows — which, owing 
to the adyance of summer, were never 
closed — to catch, perhaps, a view of 
his room, or a passing glimpse of his 
emaciated and fading figure. If that 
sad and lonely vigil was kept by her 
whom I suspected, deep, indeed, and 
mighty was the love, which could so 
humble the heart, and possess the 
spirit, of the haughty and high-bom 
Countess of Roseville ! 

I turn to a very difierent personage 
in this vSritable histoire. My father 
and mother were absent at Lady H.'s 
when my marriage was fixed ; to both 
of them I wrote for their approbation 
of my choice. From Lady Frances 
I received the answer which I sub- 
join : — 

"My dearest Son, 

" Your father desires me to add his 
congratulations to mine, upon the 
electioji you have made. I shall hasten 
to London, to be present at the cere- 
mony. Although you must not be 
offended with me, if I say, that with 
your person, accomplishments, birth, 
Ahd (above all) high ton, you might 
have chosen among the loftiest and 
wealthiest families in the country; yet 
I am by no means displeased or disap- 
pointed with your future wife. To say 
nothing of. the antiquity of her name, 
^the Glanvilles intermarried with the 
Pelhams, in the reign of Henry II.) it 
is a great step to future distinction to 
marry a beauty, especially one so cele- 
brated as Miss Glanville — perhaps it 
is among the surest ways to the 
cabinet. The forty thousand pounds 
which you say Miss Glanville is to 
receive, make, to be sure, but a slender 
income; though, when added to your 
own fortune, that sum in ready money 
would have been a great addition to 
"the Glenmorrit property, if your uncle 
— ^I have no patience with him — had 
not married again. 



" However you will lose no time in 
getting into the House — at all events 
the capital will ensure your return for 
a borough, and maintain you com- 
fortably, till you are in the adminis- 
tration; when of course it matters 
very little what your fortune may be 
— tradesmen will be too happy to have 
your name in their books ; be sure, 
therefore, that the money is not tied 
up. Miss Glanville must see that her 
own interest, as well as yours, is con- 
cerned in your having the unfettered 
disposal of a fortune, which, if re- 
stricted, you would find it impossible 
to live upon. Pray, how is Sir Regi- 
nald Glanville 1 Is his cough as bad 
as ever? By the by, how is his property 
entailed ? 

"Will ydti order Stonor to have 
the house ready for us on Friday, when 
I shall return home in time for dinner ? 
Let me again congratulate you, most 
sincerely, on your choice. I always 
thought you had more common sense, 
as well as genius, than any young man 
I ever knew : you have shown it in 
this important step. Domestic happi- 
ness, my dearest Henry, ought to be 
peculiarly sought for by every English- 
man, however elevated his station; 
and when I reflect upon Miss Glan- 
ville's qualifications, and her celebrity 
as a beauty, I have no doubt of your 
possessing the felicity you deserve. 
But be sure that the fortune is not 
settled away from you ; poor Sir Regi- 
nald is not (I believe) at all covetous 
or worldly, and will not, therefore, 
insist upon the point. 

" God bless you, and grant you every 
happiness. 

" Ever, my dear Henry, 

" Your very affectionate Mother, 

"F. Pelham.** 

"P.S. I think it will be better to 
give out that Miss Glanville has eighty 
thousand pounds. Be sure, therefore, 
that you do not contradict me.*' 
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' The days, the weeks flew away. Ah, 
happy days ! yet I do not regret while 
I recal you! He that loves much, 
fears even in his best founded hopes. 
What were the anxious longings for 
a treasure — in my view only, not in 
my possession — to the deep joy of 
finding it for ever my own. 

The day arrived — I was yet at my 
toilet, and Bedos, in the greatest con- 
fusion ; — (poor fellow, he was as happy 
as myself ! ) when a letter was brought 
me, stamped with the foreign post 
mark. It was from the exemplary 
Job Jonson, and though I did not 
even open it on that day, yet it shall 
be more favoured by the reader — viz., 
if he will not pass over, without reading, 

the following effusion : — 

» 

** Rue dea Moulins, No — , Paris. 
''HoNOuasD Sia, 

" I arrived in Paris safely, and read- 
ing in the English papers the fiill suc- 
cess of our enterprise, as well as in 
the Morning Post of the — th, your 
approaching marriage with Miss Glan- 
vilie, I cannot refrain from the liberty 
of congratulating you upon both, as 
well as of reminding you of the exact 
day on which the first quarter of my 

annuity will be due : — it is the 

of ; for I presume, your honour 

kindly made me a present of the draft 
for one hundred pounds, in order to 
pay my travelling expenses. 

" I find that the boys are greatly 
incensed against me ; but as Dawson 
was too much bound by his oath to 
betray a tittle against them, I trust I 
shall ultimately pacify the club, and 
return to England. A true patriot, 
sir, never loves to leave his native 
country. *Even were I compelled to 
visit Van Diemen's Land, the ties of 
birth-place would be so strong as to 
induce me to seize the first oppor- 
tunity of returning ! I am not, your 
honour, very fond of the Freneh — 
they are an idle, Mvolons, penurious, 
poor nation. Only think, air, the 



other day I law a gentleman of the 
most noble air aeorste something at a 
ccfi, which I could not clearly dis- 
oem: as he wrapped it carefully in 
paper, before he placed it in his 
pocket, I judged that it waA a silver 
cream ewer at least; accordingly, I 
followed him out, and from pure curi- 
osity — I do assure your honouit it was 
from no other motive — I transferred 
this purloined treasure to my own 
pocket. Tou will imagine, sir, the 
interest with which I hastened to a 
lonely spot in the Tnileries, and care- 
fully taking oat the little packet^ 
unfolded paper by paper, till I came 
to — ^yes, sir, iill I came i^y—five lumpg 
of wgarl Oh, the French are a 
mean people — a very mean people — ^I 
hope I shall soon be able to return to 
England. Meanwhile, I am going 
into Holland, to see how those rich 
burghers spend their time and their 
money. I suppose poor Dawson, as 
well as the rascal Thornton, will be 
hung before you receive this — they 
deserve it richly — ^it is such fellows 
who disgrace the profession. He is 
but a very poor bungler who is forced 
to cut throats as well as pockets. 
And now, your honour, wishing yon 
all happiness with your lady, 
" I beg to remain, 
** Tour very obedient humble Servant, 

" FsBDiFAin) Db Courot, &c. &c.** 

Struck with the joyous countenance 
of my honest valet, as I took my 
gloves and hat from his hand, I 
could not help wishing to bestow 
upon him a blessing similar to that I 
was about to possess. " Bedos,*" said 
I, " Bedos, my good fellow, you left 
your wife to come to me ; you shall 
not suffer by your fidelity : send for 
her — ^we will find room for her in our 
future establishment." 

The smiling fiuse of the Frenchman 
underwent a rapid change. "Mafoi^ 
said he, in his own tongue; ''Monaieiir 
is too good. An exoess of happineai 
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hardens the heart ; and so, for fear of 
forgetting my gratitude to Providence, 
I "v^, with Monsieur's permission, 
suffer my adored wife to remain where 
she is." 

After so pious a reply, I should have 
been worse than wicked had I pressed 
the matter any further. 

I found all ready at Berkeley^quare. 
Lady Glanville is one of those good 
persons, who think a marriage out of 
church is no marriage at all; to 
church, therefore, we went. Although 
Reginald was now so reduced that he 
could scarcely support the least fatigue, 
be insisted on giving Ellen away. He 
was that morning, and had been, for 
the last two or three days, considerably 
better, and our happiness seemed to 
grow less selfish in our increasing hope 
of his recovery. 

When we returned from church, 
our intention was to set off imme- 
diately to Hall, a seat which I 

had hired for our rec^tion. On re- 
entermg the house, Glanville called me 
aside — I followed hisinfirmand tremu- 
lous steps into a private apartment. 

" Pelham," said he, " we shall never 
meet again! No matter^-^ou are 
now happy, and I shall shortly be so. 
But there is one office I have yet to 



request from your friendship ; when I 
am dead, let me be buried by her 
side, and let one tombstone cover 
both." 

I pressed his hand, and, with tears 
in my eyes, made him the promise he 
required. 

"It is enough," said he; "I have no 
'ftjrther business with life. God J)less 
you, my friend — ^my brother ; do not 
let a thought of me cloud your hap- 
piness." 

He rose, and we turned to quit the 
room; Glanville was leaning on my 
arm ; when he had moved a few paoes 
towards the door, he stopped abruptly. 
Imagining that the pause proceeded 
from pain or debilHy, I turned my 
eyes upon his countenance — a fearful 
and convulsive change was rapidly 
passing over it — ^his^es stared wildly 
upon vacancy; 

'' Merciful God— is it^-can it bef' 
he said, in a low, inward tone. 

Before I could speak, I felt his Jiand 
relax its grasp upon my arm — he fell 
upon the floor-— I raised him — a smile 
of ineffikble serenity and peace was 
upon his lips ; his &ce wra the &ce 
of an angel, but the spirit had passed 
away! 
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CHAPTER LXXXVI. 



Now hayeth good day, good men all, 

Haveth good day, yong and old ; 

Hareth good day, both great and tmall* 

And graunt merci a thouBand fold I 

Gif ever I might fall fain I wold, 

Don ought that were unto your lere, 

Christ keep you out of car^s cold. 

For now 'tis time to take my leave.— OM Song. 



Several moitihs have now elapsed 
eince my marriage. I am living 
quietly in the country, among my 
books, and looking forward with 
calmness, rather 'than impatience, to 
the time which shall again bring me 
before the world. Marriage with me 
is not that sepulchre of all human 
hope and energy which it often is with 
others. I am not more partial to my 
arm chair^ nor more averse to shaving 
thai^ of yore. I do not bound my 
prospects to the dinner-hour, nor my 
projects to ''migrations from the blue 
bed to the brown." Matrimony found 
me ambitious ; it has not cured me of 
the passion : but it has concentrated 
what was scattered, and determined 
what was vague. If I am less anxious 
than formerly for the reputation to be 
acquired in society, I am more eager 
for honour in the world ; and instead 
of amusing my enemies, and the 
saloon, I trust yet to be useful to my 
friends and to mankind. 

Whether this is a hope, altogether 
vain and idle ; whether I have^ in the 
self-conceit common to all men, (thou 
wilt perchance add, peculiarly promi- 
nent in myself!) overrated both the 
power and the integrity of my mind 
(for the one is bootless without the 
other,) neither I nor the world can yet 
tell. " Time," says one of the fathers, 
"is the only touchstone which dis- 
tinguishes the prophet from the 
boaster." 



Meanwhile, gentle reader, during 
the two years which I purpose devoting 
to solitude and study, I shall not be 
so occupied with my fields and folios^ 
as to become uncourteous to thee. If 
ever thou hast known me in the city, 
I give thee a hearty invitation to come 
and visit me in the country. I pro- 
mise thee that my wines and viands 
shall not disgrace the companion of 
Guloseton; nor my conversation be 
much duller than my book. I wiU 
compliment thee on thy horses, — ^thou 
shalt congratulate me upon my wife. 
Over old wine we will talk over new 
events ; and, if we flag at the latter, 
why, we will make ourselves amendB 
with the former. In short, if thou 
art neither very silly nor very wiae, it 
shall be thine own &ult if we are not 
excellent friends. 

I feel that it would be but poor 
courtesy in me, after having kept 
company with Lord Vincent through 
the tedious journey of these pages, to 
dismiss him now without one word of 
valediction. May he, in the political 
course he has adopted, find all the 
admiration which his talents deserve; 
and if ever we meet as foes, let our 
heaviest weapon be a quotation, and 
our bitterest vengeance a jest. 

Lord Guloseton regularly corres- 
ponds with me, and his last letter 
contained a promise to visit me in the 
course of the month, in order to 
recover his appetite (which has been 
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much relaxed of late) by the country 
air. 

My uncle wrote to me, three weeks 
since, announcing the death of the 
infant Lady Glenmorris had brought 
him. Sincerely do I wish that his 
loss may be supplied. I have already 
sufficient fortune for my wants, and 
sufficient hope for my desires. 

Thornton died as he had lived — the 
reprobate and the ruffian. "Pooh," 
said he, in his quaint brutality, to the 
worthy clergyman who attended his 
last moments with more zeal than 
success ; " Pooh, what 's the difiference 
between gospel and go — spelU we 
agree like a bell and its clapper — 
you 're prating while I *m hanging.** 

Dawson died in prison, penitent and 
in peace. Cowardice, which spoils 
the honest man, often redeems the 
knave. 

From Lord Dawton I have received 
a letter, requesting me to accept a 
borough (in his gift), just vacated. It 
is a pity that generosity — such a pro- 
digal to those who do not want it — 
ahould often be such a niggard to 
those who do. I need not specify my 
answer. I hope yet to teach Lord 
Dawton, that to forgive the minister 
is not to forget the affront. Mean- 
while, I am content to bury myself in 
my retreat, with my mute teachers of 
logic and legislature, in order, here- 
after, to justify his lordship's good 
opinion of my abilities. Farewell, 
Brutus, we shall meet at Philippi! 

It is some months since Lady Rose- 
ville left England ; the last news we 
received of her, informed us that she 
was living at Sienna, in utter seclusion, 
and very infirm health. 

« The day drags thro', though storms keep 
out the sun, * 

And thus the heart will break, yet brokenly 
live on," 

Poor Lady Glanville! the mother 
of one so beautiful, so gifted, and so 
lost. What can I say of her which 
" you, and you, and you " all who 



are parents, cannot feel, a thousand 
times more acutely, in those recesses 
of the heart too deep for words or 
tears. There are yet many hours in 
which I find the sister of the departed 
in grief that even her husband cannot 

console: and I / my friend, 

my brother, have I forgotten thee in 
death ? I lay down the pen, I turn 
from my employment — thy dog is at 
my feet, and looking at me, as if con- 
scious of my thoughts, with an eye 
almost as tearful as my own. 

But it is not thus that I will part 
from my Reader; our greeting was 
not in sorrow, neither shall be our 
adieus. For thee, who hast gone with 
me through the motley course of my 
confessions, I would fain trust that i 
have sometimes hinted at thy instruc- 
tion, when only appearing to strive 
for thy amusement. But on this I 
will not dwell ; for the moral insisted 
upon often loses its effect; and all 
that I will venture to hope is, that I 
have opened to thee one true, and not 
utterly hacknied, page in the various 
and mighty volume of mankind. In 
this busy and restless world I have not 
been a vague speculator, nor an idle 
actor. While all around me were 
vigilant, I have not laid me down to 
sleep— even for the luxury of a poet's 
dream. Like the school-boy, I have 
considered study as study, but action 
as delight. 

Nevertheless, whatever I have seen, 
or heard, or felt, has been treasured 
in my memory, and brooded over by 
my thoughts. I now place the result 
before you — 

** Sicut meus est mos, 
Nescio quid meditans nugarum ; ._— . 

but not perhaps, 

« totus in illis.- * 

Whatever society — whether in a 

* "According to my custom, meditating, 
I scarcely know what of trifles ; but not, 
perhaps, wholly wrapt in them.** 
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higher or lower gntde— I have por- 
trayed, my sketehes hare been taken 
rather as a witneaa than a copyist ; 
for I hare nerer shunned that circle, 
nor that indiyidoal, which presented 
life iu a fresh yiew, or man in a new 
relation. It is right, however, that I 
should add, that as I han^e not wished 
to be an individaal satirist, rather 
than a general obserrer, I hanre ooca- 
sionally, in the saboidinate chaiacten 
(such as Busaeltonand Qerdon), taken 
only the outline from truth, and filled 
up the colours at my leisure and my 
wiU.* 
With regard to myself I have been 

• May flM Author, MW«I1 as flM Hero, be 
permitted, upon this poiat, tosolkitattaBtioa 
and belieL In all the leaser characters, of 
which the first idea was takan. from life, 
especially those referred to in the text, he 
has, for reasons perhaps obrioiis enough 
without the tedium of recital, purpogtlp 
introduced sufBeient variation and addition 
to remove, in his own opinion, the odium 
either of a copy or of a caricature. The 
Author thinks it the more neoessazy in the 
present edition to insist upon this, with all 
honest and sincere eamsstness, beeana e in 
the first it was too much the custom of 
criticism to judge of his sketches from a 
reaemblance to some supposed originals, and 
not from adhersDce to that sole source of all 
Isgitimate imitatlin»— Nature;— -Nature as 
exhibiCed in the general maas, not in the 
isolated instance. It is the duty of the 



mon cmdid. I have not only shown 
— non paYcA manu — ^my faults, bvi 
(grant that this is a much rarer ex- 
posure) my/oiblea; and, in my anxiety 
f(Dr your entertainment^ I have not 
grudged yon the pleasure of a laugh — 
even at my own expense. Forgive 
me, then, if I am not a fashionable 
hero — ^forgive me if I have not wept 
over a "bHghied spirUT nor boasted 
oi 2k **BriUA heart;" and aUowthai 
a man who, in these days of alternate 
Werters and Worthies, is neither the 
one nor the other, is, at least, a novehj 
in prints though, I fear, commML 
enough in life. 

And nowy my kind reader, having 
remembered the proverb, and in sagr- 
ing one word to thee having sud two 
for myself, I will no longet detain thee. 
YThatever thou mayest think of me 
and my thousand faults, both as aa 
author and a man, believe me it is 
with a sincere and affectionate wish 
for the accompliBhment of my parting 
words, that I bid ih^^^fftmutU ! 



noveUst rather to abstract than to copy :- 
htimonm all individual peculiarities 
his ai^rq[)riate and fair materials : not so ara 
the humourist and the individual! Obser- 
vation should resemble the eastwn bird, 
and, while itnourishes its^upon the suetioa 
of a CkdMsand flowers, never be seen to flsttta 
upon one/ 
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